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The Antlior of this Play is unknown*. Philips and 
Winstanley ascribe it to John Heywood, author of the 
Four J^t, and other pieces which bear not the least re- 
semblance to the present performance. The story on 
which it is grounded seems to hare its foundation in 
the particular traditions of the Town of Wakefield : 
that part which relates to Robin Hood is contained in 
one of the popular Ballads concerning that celebrated - 
Outlaw, printed in the first volume of Evan's Collection 
oj old Ballads, p. 99, and more accurately in Ritson's 
Robin Hood, II. Id. Tbis Ballad is mentioned by 
Drayton, in his Polj/'olbUm, Sot^ the Twentieth- 
e^ihth: 

" It chanc'd she in her coarse on Kirkbey cast her eye, 
" Where merry Robin Hood, that honest thief, doth 

lie; 
" Beholding fitly too before how Wakefield stood, 
" She doth not only think of lusty Robin Hood, 
" But of his merry man, the Pindar of the town 
" Of Wakefield, George a Green, whose fames so far 

are blown 
" For their so valiant fight, that erery free man's song 
" Can tell you of the same, quoth she be taik'd on 

long, 

* A copy of thia play wM in Mi. Bliodea'B collection with tl 



" Written bj . . . . a miniMer who acted the janei'B p* in it him 
Mlfe. Teite. W. Shakespeare. 

" Ed. Jub; aaith it waa made by Ro. Greene." 

If Robert Greene were the atuhoi of it, the incident on p. tl,of 
making Sir N. Mannering eat the seals of &e Eari of Kendall's 
Conunisrian, was taken from an srent in his ovn life (vide note i). 
Jnbj was an actor in the company of Prince Heniy, in 1604, and 
bad joined with Rovrley m wiitiiig a play called Sunpninin 1601. 



" For ye were meny lads, and those were merry 
days; &c." 

And Richard Braithwaite, in the Strappado for tht 
Devil, 1615, 8vo. p. 203, says: 

" At least such places labour to malie known, 

" As fonner times have honour'd with renown. 

" So by thy true relation 't may appear 

" They are no others now, than as they were 

" Ever esteem 'd by auntient times records, 

" Which shall he shadow'd breefly in few words. 

'* The first whereof that 1 intend to show, 

" Is merry Wakefield and her Pindar too : 

" Which Fame hath blaz'd with all that did bdong, 

" Unto that Towne in many gladsome song: 

" The Pindars valour, and how firm he stood, 

" In til' Townes defence 'gainst th' rebel Robin Hood, 

" How stoutiy he behav'd himselfe, and would, 

" In spite of Robin bring his horse to th' fold ; 

" His many Maygames which were to be seene, 

" Yeerely presented upon Wakefield greene, 

" Where lovely Jugge and lustie Tib would go, 

" To see Tom lively tume upon the toe ; 

" Hob, Lob, and Crowde the fidler would be there, 

" And many more 1 will not speake of here : 

" Good god ! how glad hath been this hart of mine 

" To see that Towne, which hath in former time 

" So Sourish 'd and so gloried in her name, 

" Famous by the Pindar who first rais'd the same ; 

" Yea, I have paced ore that greene and ore, 

■' And th' more I saw't I tooke delight the more, 

" For where we take contentment in a place, 

" A whole daies walke seemes as a cinquepace. 

" Unto thy taske, my muse, and now made knowne 

" The jolly shoo-maker of Bradford towne, 

" His gentle craft so rais'd in former time, 

" By princely Journey-men his discipline, 

" Where he was wont with passengersto quafTe, 

" Bnt suffer none to carry np their statfe 
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'* Upon their shoulders, whilst thej put through town, 
" -For if they did, he soon should beat them downs. 
" (So valiant was the Souter) and from hence, 
" Twixt Robin Hood and him grew th' difference ; 
" Which, cause it is by most stage poets writ, 
" For brevity, I thought good to omit." 

GMngs K Orean *u pUjed on the SSth Dec. 1593, b; ibe 
Ijotd Strange's compuiy ; and tlie " Pioer of Wakefidd," which 
seenu to be a different plaj, on Ibe Bth Ju. I S99 (i. 1. 1593-4).-, 
Shakeqie&ie, UI. 3aT. edic 180S. 

It Menu icfenrcd to in the Apologj for Herodotn*, 196 fol. 
1607: 

" More ■prace, more nimble, end nuns gn to iMDe 
Than tome attomay'a cleik or George a Greene." 

0.0. 

An enlertsinment ondei the title a( " Ge(»ge a Greene, the 

Piodei of Wakefield," wai Lranght oat at York theatre in 1 77 b. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON iE. 



Edwakd, King of EngUtad. 
Jaubs, King of Scotland. 
Earl of Kew ALL. 
Lord Warwick. 

Lord BOKFIELD. 

Lord Humes. 
. Sir GiLBEKT Akmstrong. 
Sir Nicholas Mannerinc. 
George a Greene. 
Old MvsGRovE. 
Yoang Cuddy, hii Son. 
Mr. Grime. 
Bettrie, hit Daughter. 
Robin Hood. 
Jenkin, a CloiDH, 
Wily. 

Mitch', the Miller's Son. 
Maid Marion. 
Scarlet. 
A Justice. 
A Townsman. 
John. 

Jahe a Barley. 
Ned, her Son, 

A Shoemaker, Soldiers, Meisengers, Jte. 
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PINNER' OF WAKEFIELD. 



Enter the Earl of Ks,SDA.i.i.; uith him the Lofdhov- 

7IELD, Sir GitBEK-r Akustrono, and Jobw*. 
Earl of Kendall. Welcome to Bradford, martial geii~ 

tlemen, 
Lord Boafield, and sir Gilbert Aimstrong both, 
Aod all my troops, evea to my basest groom, 
Comage and welcome; for the day is ours. 
Our cause is pwd, it is for the land's avail : 
Thea let us fight, and die for EuglaDd's good 
Omnet. We will my lord. 

KendaU. As I am Henry Momford, Kendall's earl, 
You honour me with this assent of yours ; 
'And here upon my sword I make protest. 
For to relieve the poor, or die myself. 
And know, my lords, that James, the kiug of Scots, 
Wars hard upon the borders of this land :' 



the commim fields about Wakefield. JuniiU, in Us EtymofogKoa, 
voce Pendt, aajg ; " Pendt Incliidere eh. ab A. 3. jannan pjndan 
" idem siguificuiU. Hiiic pindtr fiinafr. Qui pecon niti& fine! 
" vacantia Bejiia ioclodit." Mi. StBEieui obserTM, that the figure 
of thu luatic hero is gtill preaecTed oa A sign at the bottom of 
Grraj's'Inn-Laoe . 

■ The name of Sir Nicholaa Mannering ii omitted here. 

* And hrre vpM my Beard I mala protttt,'] It was fonueilyeam' 
Hum M KKor upon the nwrd ; tliat it, upon tba crow which ttie old 
•worda alwavB had upon the LUt. Of tbii cuitom man]' initance* 
aie quoted b; Dl. Fanner and Mr. Steerena in theii Notea on 
Batalet, A. 1. 8. 5. 

Again, in your ^h GsJIirU, by Middleton, A. 4 : " Sweari m 
" ihit ncord then to Mt ipon to yout hone, not to looke back, to 
" give no maAei to any paasenger." 
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8 GEOROE A GREEJ9E, 

Here is his post ; wy, .loha. .Taylor, , 

What news with king James? 

John. War, my lord, I tell; and good news I trow; 
For lung James vows to meet you the twenty-sixth 
Of this month, God willing; marry doth he, sir. 

KeHdall. My friends, you see what we have to win. 
Well, Joho, commend me to king James, and ^11 him, 
1 will meet him the tweaty-aixth of this month, 
And all the rest ; and so farewel. [Exit John, 

Bonfield, why stand'st thou as a man in dumps? 
Courage ; for if I win, I'll make thee duke. 
I Henry Momford will be king myself, 
A I will make thee duke of Lancaster, 
And Gilbert Armstrong lord of Doncaster. 

Boi^eid. Nothing, ray lord, makes me amaz'd at all. 
But that our soldiers find our victuals scaat. 
We must make havock of those country swains; 
For BO wiU the rest tremble and be afraid. 
And humbly send provision to your camp. 

Giihert. My lord Bonfield gives good advice ; 
They make a scorn and stand upon the king ; 
So what is brought is sent from them perforce; 
'Ask Mannering else. 

Kendall. What sayest thou, Mannering? 

Afannering. WhenasI shew'd yourhighcommissitm, 
They made this answer. 
Only to send provision for your horses. 

Kendall. Well, hie thee to Wakefield, bid the town ' 
To send me all provision that I want; 
Lest I, like martial Tamberlfine, lay waste 
Their bordering countries, leaving none 
Alive that contradicts my commission. 

Mannering. Let me alone,,my lord, I'll make tbeiri 
Vail their plumes ; for whosoever he be. 
The proudest knight, pr justice, or other, that gaia- 

sayeth 
Your word, I clap bim fast, to make the rest to fear. 

Kendall. Do eo, Nick I hie thee thither presently, 
And let ub hear of thee to-morrow. 

Mannering. Will you not remove, my lord; 
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THE PIHHEK 



Ktn^aU. No, I will lie at Bradford all this night, 
And all the next. Come, Bonfield, let ua go, 
And listen out some bonn; Itisses here. [Exeunt omne*. 
Enler the Justice, a Townbuan *, George a 

Gbeeve, and Sir Nicholas Manneuing with 



Jutiice, M. Mannering, stand aside, whilst we confer 
What is best to do ; townsmen of Wakefield, 
The earl of Kendall beie hath sent for victuals ; 
And in aiding him we shew ourselves 
No less than traitors to the king ; 
Therefore let me hear, townsmen. 
What is your consents. 

TouMtman. Even as you please, we are all content. 

Jiulict. Then M. Mannering we are resolv'd- 

Mannermg. As how ? 

Jtutice. Marry, sir, thus. 
We will send the earl of Kendall no victnals. 
Because he is a traitor to the kini 



elves 



And in aiding him we shew ourselves no less. 



Iliat present danger cannot whet your wits. 

Wisely to make provision of yourselves 7 

The earl is thirty thousand men strong in power. 

And what town soever him resist. 

Me lays it flat and level with the ground. 

Ye silly men, you seek your own decay: 

Therefore send my lord such proviuons as be wants, 

So he will spare your town, and come no nearer 

Wakefield than he is. 

Justice. Master Manneting, you have yonr answer, 
You may be gone. 

Mannering. Well, Woodrofie, for so I guess is thy 
name, 
I'll make thee curse thy^ overthwart denial ;.- 

* The TowBioiaik 'hen introduced iMinii ta leprewnl all Cba 
ULbabitasU of Wakefield, and ii m addieued by tike JnetiM. C. 

* — oBtrthtart dmial ;] So, in &ann<u'i PraiM of JWis, 1549, 
Sign. C S : " —but when the QoAm, we eette M bankctte, ha 
" [^aleth the JMter, now wyth hji lymphnultyBge, sow wiih hii 



10 GGOKO£ A GH£ENE, 

And all that sit upon the bench this day 

Shall rae the hour they have withstood my iord'i 

Commiuion. 

JtuHee. Do thy worst, we fear thee not 

Maanerittg. S&e you these seals? before you pass 
the town, 
I will have all things my lord doth want, 
la spit£ of you. 

George. Proud dapper Jack, vail bonnet to the 
bench 
That represents the penon of the king; 
Or, sirrah, I'll lay thy head before thy feet. 

Manmring. Why, who art thou ? 

George. Why, I am George a Greene, 
True liegeman to my king. 
Who scorns that men of such esteem as these, 
Should brook the braves of any traiterous squire. 
You of the bench, and you my fellow-friends. 
Neighbours, we subjects all unto the king ; 
We are English born, and therefore Edward's friends, 
Vow'd unto him even in our molhers' womb. 
Our minds to God, our hearts unto our king; 
Onr wealth, our homage, and our carcases, 
Be all king Edward's. Then, sirrah, we have 
Nothing left for traitors, but our swords. 
Whetted to bathe them in your bloods. 
And die against you, before we send you any victuals. 

Swgtice, Well spoken, Geoi^e a Greene ! 

Townsman. Pray let George a Greene speak for us. 

George. Sirrah, you get no victuals here. 
Not if a hoof of beef would save your lives. 

Matmering, Fellow I stand amaz'd at thy presump- 
tion. 
Why, what art thou that darest gainsay my lord. 
Knowing his mighty puissance and his stroke? 
Why, my friend, I come not barely of myself ; 

" Bl[offii^e,.aii<l oew.with hU overthiaant irouda to pniToke tiiem 
" all lo laughtei." 

fiqiAua ami U> England, p. 57 : " — as one too yoong to andei- 
" staiide, oi obstiiiate to merthtcaTt." 
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THE FINNES OF WAKEFIELD. 11 

For see, I have a large commission. 

Qeorge. Let me Me it, sirrah, Whose seals be these? 

Mamtering. Thisii theearl of Kendall's seal at arms ; 
This lord Charnel Bonfield's ; 
And this sir Gilbert Armstrong's. 

George. 1 tell thee, sirrah, did good king Edward's 
sou 
Seal a commission against the king his father, 
llins would I tear it in despite sf him, 

[He tean the cvmtHwum. 
Being traitor to my soreraign. 

MoKitermg. What ! hast thou torn m; lord's com- 
misson? 
Thou Shalt me it, and so shall all Waktffield. 

George. What, are you in oholer? I will give you 
pills 
To coofyour stomach. Seestthou these seals? 
Now by my father's soul, which was a yeoman. 
When he was alive, * eat them, or eat 
My dagger's point, proud squire. 

Mannering. But toon does! but jest, I hope. 

George. Sure that you shall see before ne two part. 

Mannering. Well, and there be no remedy, so 
George, — 
One is gone ; I pray the no more now. 

GeoTge. sir, if one be good, the other's cannot 
Jiurt.— 
So, sir, now you may go tell the earl of Kendall, 
Although I have rent his large commiuion. 
Yet of curtesy I have sent all his seals 

* — tal than, &c.] This inculeiit bean fo near a i«semblaiice 
to ft Uoij Tclaud of Robnt Greanc, thkt it probably wu takoi 
from it, " Had hee liT'd, Gabiiel, and thou jliODldit M vnactiG- 
Eiall; ajid odiausl; ItbeI'd against liim as tbou haat dons, iw 
would hare thee an example o! ignominy to all agea that are to 
come and driven thee IP eat tKy ounie bcoftt butltred, at I taw* Aim 
nuAi on appariter met in a Teara tau hit cilBttm, one ofid Mil, 
very kandtemtt!/ itrv'd licin luv ditka." 

Naah'i AjKiBgia of Pitret FimmImw, 4(0. 1993. 

In the Plaj of Sir JoAn OWeostfc, tte Somo " " ""' 

IS citation in like mimner. 



12 BEOK6K A ORRBHE, 

Back again by jrou. ' 

Mtmnermg. Well, sir, I will do your errand. [ExU. 

Gtot^e. Now let Mm tell hit lord, that he hath. 
Spoke wi^ Geof^ a Greene, rwht Pinner 
Of meny Wakefield town, that Eath pbyqick for a fool. 
Pills for a traitor that doth wrong bis tOTereigs. 
Are you content with this that 1 have done? 

Justice. Aye, content, George; 
Foi highly haat thou honoufd Wakefield town, 
In cutting of proud Manneiing so iborL 
Come, thou shalt be my welcome guest to-day ; 
For well thou hast deserv'd reward aad faTOor. 

[Exeunt omeui. 

Enter old Musokove, and young Cuddie Ui Son. 

Cudiiie, Now, gentle father, list unto thy son, 
And for my mother's love, that erst was blytbe 
And bonny in thine eye, giant one petidoa 
That I shall demand. 

Old Musgrove. What is that, my Cuddie ? 

Caddie. Father, you know 
The ancient enmity of late between the Mu^^rotes 
And the wily Scots, whereof they have oath, . 
Not to leave on alive that • strides a launce. 
father, you are old, and waining a^ unto tbb grave : 
Old William Musgrove, which whilom was thought 
The- bravest horseman in all Westmorland; 
Is weak, and foic'd to stay his arm upon a staff, 
That ' erst could wield a launce. 
Then, gentle father, resign the hold to me ; 
Give arms to youth, and honour unto age. 

Maigrove. Avaunt, false hearted boy, my joints do 
quake- 
Even with anguish of thy very words. 
Hath William Musgrove seen an hundred years ? - 
Have I been fear'd and dreaded of the Scots, 
l^atr when they heard my name in any road, 
They fied away, and poitM thence amain t 

* itrulM a Jmiiee.] i. e. not tn Imtb eren « cbitd of them olive, 
one wlio iqmtai in omndfiu langt. 8. 
' «ri)J i. B. oneo, io fomur timef . 8, 

v.;l,GtH>«^lc 



THE riHMXB or WAKEFIELD. IS 

No, Cuddie, no : tbus reiolve T, 

Here have I liv'd, and here will Musgrore die. 

[Exeunt oirm«(. 
£fit«r Lmd Bohfield Sir Oildbbt Arustboitq, 
Jf. Obiue, and Bettris Ait daughter. 

Bonfield. Now, gentle Grime, god a mercy for our 
good cheer, 
Our fare waa royall, and our welciMiie gnat ; 
And sith so kindly thoa hast entertain'd ub. 
If we retuTD with happy viclory. 
We will deal ,at friendly with Uiee in recompence. 

Grime, Your welccme was bnt duty, gentle lord : 
For wherefore have we given us our wealth, 
Put to make our betters welcome when they come ?~ 
O, this goes hard when traitors must be flatter'd ; 
But life is sweet, and I cannot withstand it. 
Ood I hope will revenge the quarrel of myjcing. 

BUbert. What said yoo. Grime ? 

Giime. I say, sir Gilbert, looking on my daughter, 
I curse the hour that ere I got the giri : 
For, sir, she may have many wealthy suitors, 
And yet she disdaina them all, to have 
Poor George a Greene unto her husband. 

BmtfielA. On that, good Grime,, I am talking with 
thy daughter ; 
But she, in quirks and quiddities of love. 
Sets me. to school, she is so overwise. 
But, gentle girl, if thou wilt forsake 
The Pinner, and be my love, I will advance thee high ; 
To dignify those hairs of amber hue, 
I'll grace them with a chaplet made of pearl,' ■■ 
Set with choice rubies, sparks, and diamonds, 
Planted upon a velvet hood, to bide that head, 
Wherein two sapphires bum like spaAJlng 6re : 
This will 1 do, fair Bettria, and fa; r^oie. 
If thou will love the lord of Doncaster. 

Bettrii. Heigb hoi my heart lain a higher place. 
Perhaps on the earl, if that be he. 
■ See where he comes, or angry, or in love ; 
for why? his colour looketh discontent. . 

v."i,GtHl«^lc 



14 GEOKGB A CRKEXE, 

Enter the earl of Kekdall and Sir Nicholas Mait- 

BEKING. 

KemdaU. Come, Nick, follow me. 
Bmifield. How now, my lord? what news? 

Kendal. Such new), Bonfield, (u wilt make thee 
Uagh, 
And fret thy fill, to hear how Nick was ue'd: 
Why, the justices stand on their terms. 
Nick, as you know, is haughty in his woi^ ; 
He laid the law unto the jnstices 
With thKatcninf braves, that one look'd od another. 
Ready to stoop ; but that a churl came in. 
One George a Greene, the Pinner of the town , 
And with his dagger drawn laid hands on Nick, 
And by no be^ars swore that we were traitors; 
Rent our commission, and upon a brave 
Made Nick to eat the seals, or brook the stab : 
Poor Mannering, afraid, came posting hither strught. 

Beltrit. Oh lovely George, fortune be stiU th y 
friend 1 
And as thy thoughts be high so be thy mind 
In all accords even to thy heart's desire ! 

Bonfield. What says fair Bettris? 

tinme. My lord, she is praying for George a 
Greene : 
He is the man, and she will none but him. 

Bonjkld. But him ! why, look on me, my girl : 
Thou koowest, that yesternight I courted thee, 
And swore at my return to wed with thee. 
Then tell me, love, shall 1 ' have all thy fair ? 

Bettru. " I care not for earl, nor yet for knight, 
" Nor baron that is so bold : 
" For Geoi^ a Greene, the merry Pinner, 
" He hath my heart in hold." 

Bonfield. Bootless my lord, are many vain replies. 



altered /air to faith. Fair was, however, frequeotly u»©d by ci 
tanporary wrUen •■ a labataniive ; and sever^ inataucei of it luc 
producedi^by Mr. Bteerens. in bii Note oa the woidi, " Demetrius 
" lovaS year fair'," A. 1. S. 1. of Midiununn- Nigkt'$ Dream. 



THK PINNER OT WAKKFIELD. 15 

Let UB hie tia to Wakefield, and send her the Pinner's 
head. 
KendalL It shall be ao. Grime, grameicie, 
Shut up thy daughter, * bridle her affects. 
Let ine not miss her when I make return ; 
TheTefore look to her, aa to thy life, good Grime. 
Grime. I wturant you, my lord. 

[Ereuiit Grime and BtttrU. 
Kendall- And, Bettris, leave a base Pinner, 
For to love an earl. Fain would I see 
This Pinner Oeo^e a Greene. It shall be thus ; 
Nick Mannering shall lead on the battle, 
And we three will go to Wakefield in gome di^uise : 
But howsoerer, I'll have his head to-day. 

l&reHiit ontne*. 
Enter the King of Scots, lord Humes, with SoUieri 
and JoBNT. 
King. Why, Johny, then the earl of Kendall is 
bUthe, 
And hath brave men that troop along with him? 
Johng. Ay marry, my liege, 

■ — bridU htr t^tcU,'] Afftcti sib afftclitmi, &nd in that sense 
^e word ia lued in many contomporary authore. A» Gascoigne's 
FMi ifJiTomm, p. SSO":— " neyther seemetb it reasonable tlutt 
" (ne ihould hare the powei to discorei tbe theoghts, or U least 
'■ to bridie the o^ecb of all the lest." 

Eaphaes and kii En^nd, p. 7 : — " saving tlutt either carried 
" the motion of hii miude in hi* nuumers, and that the afficU of 
" the heait were bewTayed by the eyes." 
B«a Jonson'* CyntMa'i Rnwlt, A. 3. S. 3 : 
" — the lama iftef 
" That he doth bear to his uck patient 
" Should a right mind cany to such as these." 
Mmtoa's Wlut you vUl, A. 9, S. 1 : 

"bt possible I should ba dead so soon < 

" la bet aftclt." 
Dutfh CoHTtetim, A. 3, S. 1 : 

■ " Gire entertain to mutual affteU." 
OthtUii,A. I, S.3: 

" (the young i^scli 

" In ma defdnct.") 
See also the sereral instances quoted by Mr. Steevens, in his 
Note on the last passes. 
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Add hath good men that come along with him. 
And vDWS to meet you at Scrasblesea, Ood villing. 

King. If good S. Andrew lend king Jamie leave, 
1 will be wiu bim at the appointed day. 
But aoft : Wboie pretty boy art tbou ? 

Enter Jane a Bahlet's Son, 

Ned. Sir, I am son unto «r John a Barley, 
Eldest, and all that ere my mother had, 
Ednanl my name. 

Jamet. And whither art thou going, pretty Ned ? 

Ned. To seek some birds, and kill them, if 1 can. 
And now my school-master is also gone. 
So have 1 liberty to ply my bow: 
For when he comes, I stir nol ftom my book. 

Jamei. Lord Homes, but mark the visage of this 
child; 
By him I guess the beauty of his mother: 
None bat Laeda could breed H^eoa. 
Tell me, Ned, who is within with thy mother T 

Ned. Nwie but herself and houshold servants, sir^ 
If you would speak with her, knock at this gate. 

Jamet. Johny, knock at that gate. 

Enter Jahe a Barlet u^n the valU. 

Jane. 0, 1 am betiay'dl What multitndesbe these? 

Jamet. Fear not, fair Jane, for all these men arc 

And all thy friends, if thou be friend to me : 

I am thy iover, James, the king of Scotts, 

That oft have sued add wooed with many letters, . 

Painting my outward passions with my pen. 

When as my inward soul did bleed for woe. 

Little regard was given to my suit. 

But haply thy husband's presence wrought it. 

Therefore, sweet Jane, I fitted me to time, 

And, hearing that thy husband was from home, 

Am come to crave what long I have desir'd. 

Ned. Nay, soft you, sir, you get no entrance here, 
Tht^t seek to wrong sir John a Barley so. 
And offer suoh dishonour to my mother. 
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Jama. Why, what dishoDaur Ned? 

Ned. Though youn^, 
Yet often have I beard my father say. 
No greater wrong than to be made a cuckold. 
Were I of ^e, or were ray body strong, 
Were he ten kings, I would shoot him to the heart, 
That should attempt to give sir John the horn. 
Mother, let him not come in, I will go lie 
At Jockie Miller's house. 

James. Stay him. 

Jane. Ay, well said, Ned, 
Thou hast given the king his answer; 
For were the ghost of Ceesar on the earth, 
Wra[^>ed in the wonted glory of his honour, 
He should not make me wrong my husband so. 
But good king James is pleasant, as I guess. 
And means to try what humour I am in ; 
Else would he never have brought an host of men, 
To have them witness of his Scottish lust. 

James. Jane, in faith, Jane — 

Jane. Never reply. 
For I protest by the highest holy Qod, 
That doometh just revenge for tilings amiss, 
King James, of all men, shall not have my lore. 

Jante*. Then list to me, saint Andrew be my boot. 
But I'll rase thy castle to the very ground. 
Unless thou open the gate, and let me in. 

June. I fear thee not. king Jamie ; do thy worst. 
This castle is too strong for thee to scale ; 
Besides, to-morrow will sir John come home. 

James. Well, Jane, since thou disdain'st king James's 
love, 
I'll draw thee on with sharp and deep extremes : 
For by my father's soul, this brat of thine 
Shall perish here before thine eyes. 
Unless thou open the gate, and let me in. 

Jane. O deep extremes ! my heart begins to break ; 
My little Ned looks pale for fear. Cheer thee 
My boy, I will do much for thee. 

Ned. But not so much as to dishonour me. 
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Jam. And if thou diest, I cannot live, swtjet Ned. 

Ned. Then die with honour, mother, dying chaste. 
/ Jane. I am armed. 

My husband's lore, his honour, and his feme. 
Joins victory by virtue. Now, king James, 
ir mother's tears cannot allay thine ire, 
Then butcher him, for 1 will never yield. 
The son shall die, before I wrong the father. 

Jamet. Why then he dies. 

Alarum within. Enter a Messeroer. 

Meuenger. My lord, Mu^;rove ia at hand. 

Jamet. Who, Musgrove ? The devil he ia I Come, 
My horse. [Exenni omnet. 

Enter old MvseROVE, with King James pruoner. 

Musgrove. Now, Icii^ James, thou art my prisoner. 

James. Not thine, but fortune's prisoner. 
Enter Cuddt. 

Cuddy. Father, the field i's onrs ; 
Their colours we have seized, and Humes is slain ; 
I slew him hand to hand. 

Mutgroee. "God and saint George 1 

Cuddy, O fa^er, 1 am sore athirsL 

Jane. Come in, young Cuddy, come and drink thy 

Bring in king Jamie with you as a guest; 
For ul this broil was cause he could not enter, 

[Exeunt omnei. 
Enter Geosgb a Greene alone. 
George. The sweet content of men that live in love. 
Breeds fretting humours in a restless mind; 
And fancy, being check'd by fortune's spite. 
Grows too impatient in her sweet desires ; 
Sweet to those men whom love leads on to bliss, 
But sour to me, whose hap is still amiss. 
Enter the Clown. 
Jenkin. Marry, amen, sir. 

' Gad and &an( Gmrgt!] Tliis eiclamatiDii U nmde by Rich- 
mond, in Hkhard III, immediatel; before hii attackiog bi> ttdvw^ 
aatj. Mr. Warton obwirei, d>at St. Ueorge -waa tlio conunOB.ciy 
of the Englisli Soldieri vltea tliey dunged tbe eaemy. 
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George. Sir, what do you cry amen at? 

Jeitkm. Why, did not you tailk of lore ? 

QeoTge. How do you know that? 

Jenkin. Well, though I say it that should not tay it. 
There are few fellows in our parish 
So nettled with love, as I have heeu of late. 

George. Sirrah, I thought no less, when the other 
morning 
You rose so early to go to your wenches. 
Sir, [ had thought you had gone about 
My honest business. 

Jenkin. Trow you have hit it; 
For, master, be it known to you. 
There is some good-witl betwixt Madge the Sousewife 
And I ; marry, she hath another lover. 

George. Canst thou brook any rivals in thy love ? 

Jenkin. A rider? no, he is a sow-gelder, and goes 

But Madge pointed to meet me in your wheat close. 
George. Well, did she meet you there? 
Jenkin. Never make question of that. 
And first 1 saluted her with a green gown, 
And after fell as hard a wooing, as if 
The priest bad been at our backs to have married us. 
George. What, did she grant? 

Jenkin. Did she grant? never make qneition of that. 
And she gave me a shirt-collar, wrought over 
With no counterfeit stuff 
George. What, was it gold? 
Jenkin. Nay, 'twas better than gold. - 
George. What was it? 
Jmkin. i»Right Coventry blue, 

" Right Coventry iftu,] Cmtmry blut it nenticmed b; lereral 
wtiten of the timea. 

Lmgh aiul tit dimju,<H- the Warlda FMg, 1603, Sign. E i : "—it 
" wnA ft airuplo Dapkiaiie vroughtwitli Cotteatry bttio^' 

Stepheat'tSatyricalEsaya, 1615, p. 355: " He mnat savQin of 
■■ gallantry a lil^e. though he perfome the TlAle with RoM cake; 
" or appropriate Bone tace and Cmtntry blue." 
Bea Joutson'a Maiqnt vf Gyfaet : 
" 'Hi Covnitrji blue 
" Hang) there upon Proe." 
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Who had no' sooner come there, but wot you who came 
by? 

OeoTge. No, who? 

Jenkin. CUm the Bow-geMer. 

George. Came he by ? 

Jenkln. He spied Madge and I sit together. 
He leapt from his horse, laid his hand on faia da^er. 
And began to swear. Now I seeing 
He had a dagger, and I nothing 
But this twig in my hand, I gave him fair words 
And said nothing. He comes to me. 
And takes me by the bosom ; you whoreson slave, 
Said he, hold my horse, and looV 
He take no cold in his feet. 
No many shall he, sir, quoth I, 
111 lay my cloak underneath him : 
I took my cloak, spread it all along, 
And his horse on the midst of it. 

George. Thou clown, didst thou set his horse poa 
thy cloak ? 

Jenkin. Ay, -but mark how I served him. 
Madge and he was no sooner gone down into the 

ditch, 
But I plucked out my knife, 
Cut four holes in my cloak, 
And made his horse stand on the bare ground. 

George. Twas well done ; 
Now, sir, go and survey my fields : 
If you find any cattle in die corn. 
To pound with them. 

Jenkin. And if I find any in the pound, 
I shall turn them out. Exit Jenkin. 

From tlie following paiaage ia " A compoiduMii and brief eitaiii- 
□ation of certajne oTdinary campUinU of diTen of our toaiOij' 
men in llieae om dajea" ISSl, by WilliwD StaffiKd, raprintod 
in 1731, with the name of ShaleipeaTe u the anlhoi, I find Coven- 
tty was fuuoiii for blue thread, — " I have heard lay that the ckiefn 
tnde of Coumtri/ was heretofaie in making M^w Untjt, and thai 
the towne waa liche eren npon thM Hade u manei cfdJj, and now 
our thiedde comes all ftoni Devoade lea. Wherefore that trade of 
Coientrj ii decaied, and thereby the towne likewive." 
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Enter the. Earl of Kkhdali, Lord Bohfield, 5tr 
Gilbert, all dUgvited, uith a train of men. 

Kendall. Now we have put the horses in the corn, 
Let ua stand in acme corner for to hear 
What braving terms the Ptoner will breathe. 
When he spies our horses in the com,* 

fnfer Jen KIN blowing of hit horn. 

Jenkin. O master, where ere you? we have a prize. 

George. A prize! what is it? 

Jenhn. Three goodly horses in our wheat close. 

George. Three horses in our wheat close ! whose be 
Uiey? 

Jenkm. Marry that's a riddle to me; but they are 
there. 
Velvet horses, and I never saw such horses before. 
A s my duty was, I put off my cap, and said as foUowetb : 

My masters, what do you make in oar close? 
One of them bearing me ask what he made there, 
held up his head and neighed, and after his manner 
laugh'd as heartily as if a mare had been tied to his 
girdle. My masters, said I, it is no laughing matter; 
for, if my master take you here, you go as round as a 
top to the pound. Another untoward jade bearing me 
threaten bun to the pound, and to tell yon of them, 
cast up bolJ) his heels, and let a monstrous great fart ; 
that was as much as in his language to say, A fart for 
tiie pound, and a fart for George a Greene. Now 1 
bearing this, put on my cap, blew my horn, called 
them ^1 jades, and came to tell you. 

George. Now, sir, go anddrivemethosethreehorses 
To the pound. 

Jenkin. Do you hear? I were best take a constable 
With me. 

George. Why so? 

Jenkin. Why, they being gentlemen's horseS) may 

On their reputation, and will not obeyme. 
George. Go, do as I bid you, ur. 
Jenhn. Well, I may go. 

* Ills; itand ont of viaw in oidei to liitoen. 
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The £arl of Kendall, fAe Lord Bovfield, and Sir 
GiLEERT ARHSTnosfi, meet then*. 

Kendall. Whither away, sir ? 

Jenkin. Whitheraway? I amgoingtopattbehorses 
In the pound. 

Kendall. Sirrah, those three horses belong; to us, 
And we put them id, and they must tarry there. 
And eat their filt. 

Jenkin. Stay, I will g;o tell my master. 
Hear you, master ? we have another prize : 
Those three horses be in your wheat close still. 
And here be three geldings more. 

George. What be these ? 

Jenkin, These are the masters nf the horses. 

George. Now, gentlemen, I know not your degrees. 
But more you cannot be, unless you be kings. 
Why wrong you us of Wakefield with your horses? 
I am the Pinner, and before yon pass, 
You shall make good the trespass they have done. 

Kendall. Peace, saucy mate, prate not to us. 
I tell thee, Pinner, we are gentlemen. 

George. Why, sir, so may I sir, although I ^ve no 

Kendall, Thoul how art thou a gentleman? 

Jenlan. And such is my master, and he may give as 
good 
Arms as ever your great grandfather could give. 

Kendall. Pray thee let me hear how ? 

Jenkin. Many, my master may give for his ftrms 
T^e picture of April in a green jerkin. 
With a rook on one fist, and an horn on the other : 
Bnt my master gives his arms the wrong way. 
For he gives the horn on his fist ; 
And your grandfather, because he would not lose 
His arms, wears the horn on his own bead. 

Kendall. Well, Pinner, since our horses be in, 
In spite of thee they now shall feed their fill. 
And eat until our leisures serve to go. 

George. Now ^ my father's soul. 
Were good king Edward's borses in the corn. 
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They aliall amend the icatb*, or kiis the pound ; 
Much more yours, sir, whatsoe'er you be. 

Kendall. Why man, thou knoweat not us. 
We do belong to Henry Momford, earl of Kendall, 
Men that before a month be full expir'd. 
Will be kin^ Edward's betters '\a the land. 

George, Kin|^ Edward's betters I rebel, thou liett. 
[Qeorge ttrikei him. 

Bonfield. Villain, what hast thou done? 
Thou hast struck an earl. " 

Geoi:ge. Why, what care 11 a poor man that is true. 
Is better than an earl, if he be false. 
Traitors reap no better favours at my hands. 

Kendall. Ay, so me thinks, but thou shalt dear ''aby 
this blow. 
Nov or never lay hold on the Pinner. 
£n<er alt the amimth. 

George. Stay, my lords, let as parly on these brmls ; 
Not Hercules against two, the proverb is. 
Nor I against so ^at a multitude. 
Had not your troops come marching as they did, 
I would have stopt your passage unto London : 
But now I'll fly to secret policy. 

Kendall. Wbat doest thou murmur, Qeorge? 

George. Marry this, my lord ; 
I muse, if thou be Henry Momford, Kendall's earl. 
That thou wilt do poor George a Greene this wn»ig, 
Ever to match me with a troop of men. 

Kendall. Why didst thou strike me then? 

■ See Note 30. 

" — oiy Ml hlra.'] To lAs, U tO p»j ietx toi, to nSte. So, in 
Tom 'FsUr and ha Wife, p. 19 : 

" My neighbour and I, might ha^i to obit, 
" " ~ e should 10 do, si he sofierelh you." 



" the Children ibould ahyi : 
" No giaine of grudge, noi ground of guile, 
" in gniltleBse babei doe lye." 
HidnunfMT'i Nwhfi I>rAini, A. 3. S. S : 

" Tlulu ihut ohf it." 
See also JSi. StMveni'a Note on the lait passage. 
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George, ^yhy, my lord, meBsure mebatby yonrself; 
Had you a man had serv'd you long, 
And heard your foe miguie you behind your back. 
And would nut draw hh aword in your defence, 
You would cashere him. Much more. 
King Edward is my king; and before I'll hear him 
So wrong'd, I'll die within this place. 
And maiotaiQ good whatsoever 1 have said. 
And, if I speak not reason in this case, 
What I have said I'll maintain in this place. 

Bonfield. A pardon, my lord, for this Pinner; 
For trust me, he speaketh like a man of worth. 

Kendall. Well, Geoi^e, 
Wilt thou leave Wakefield, and "wend with me ; 
I'll freely put up all and pardon thee. 

George, Ay, my lord, considering me one thing, 
You will leave these arms and follow your good king. 

Kendall. Why,George,lrigenotagamst king Edward, 
But for the poor that is oppreat by wrong; 
And, if king Edward will redress the same, 
I will not offer him disparagement, 
Bnt otherwise, and so let this su^e. 
Thou hear'st the reason why I rise in arms. 
Now wilt thou leave Wakefield, and wend with me, 
I'll make thee captain of a hardy band, 
And, when I have my will, dub thee a knight. 

GeoTgt. Why, my lord, have ye any hope to win ? 

Kendall. Why, there is a prophecy doth say. 
That king James and I shall meet at London, 
"And make the king vail bonnet to us both. 

'^ iBtad] See Note to Tancrtd and Gitminda, A. 1. S. 3. vol. II. 
p. 174. 

" Andmaiathe kiiig vail tHmnet Co ui both'] To mil bonnet, 
is a phrase vhich occuis in Etboard II. vol. II. and alaa Id 
Edaard 111. A. 4. S. 7. In all these places it meana to stand nn- 
coTeied as a mark of BubmissioQ. Again, ve find to vaUJia^, ta 
vait cap, (o vail lop, in other writers of the time ; and all thene ae- 
Teral modes of eipreaeion are intended to denote either inferiority 
at respect in the persons doing these seieial acts. 

It alw means merel; to bow down. It is even ^plied- to 
hones : thus in Heywood and Rowley's FoHvae Ay Lonif and 
S»B, the Clown says, '■ Thy melanehidy makes ont lumi (v vaiit 
thoT faretapt, and ul out jades crest fahi." 
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George. If this were true, my lord, this were a mighty 
reason. 

Kendall. Why, it is a miraculous prophecy, and 
cannot fail. 

George. Well, my lord, you have almost turned me. 
Jenkin, come hither. 

Jenkin. Sir. 

George. Go youi ways home, sir. 
And drive me those three horses home unto my house. 
And pour them down a bushel of good oats. 

Jenkin. Well, I will. — Must I give these scurvy 
horses oati ? [£nf JmJMti. 

George. Will it please you to command ^our train 
aside? 

Keniaii. Stand aside. [Eieunt the train. 

George. Now list to me : 
Here in a wood, not far from hence, 
There dwells an old man in a cave alone. 
That can foretel what fortunes shall befall yoa ; 
For he is greatly skilful in magic art. 
Go you there to him early in the morning, 
And question him; if be says good, 
Why then, my lord, I am the foremost man. 
We will march up with your camp lo London. 

Kendall. George, thou houourest me in this : 
But where shall we find him out? 

George. My man shall conduct you to the place; 
But good my lords, tell me true what the old man 

Kendall. That will I, as 1 am earl of Kendall. 

George. Why then, to honour Geoi^e a Greene the 
more. 
Vouchsafe a piece of beef at my poor house ; 
You shall have wafer cakes your fill, 
A piece of beef hung up since Martilmas ; 
If that like you not, take what you bring for me. 

Kendall. "Gramercies, George. [Eieunt omnee. 

'* Cnaitrtia, CiBrgt.'] Gramtrcy, that ia, uji Mt. Httwkau, 
Oriffn ej Dnma, vol. HI. 169, grand twrri; nr, llhank je. Jt 
TOW Ttmrrcie. In this »en>e it va* caiiMsntlj naed t^ Oul fint 
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Ealtr Gtorge a GnemtTt hof Wilt ditguit^ like a 

tfihf. O what is )o*e ! it u •ome migfaty power, 
Else coald it aerer cooqaer George a Greene. 
Here dwells a churl that keeps away bis lore. 
I know the worst, and if I be espied, 
Tis but a beating; and if I by this means 
Can get fair Betths f<»th h» father's door, 
' [t is enough. Venus, be for me, and she aloiw, 
Be aiding to my wily enterfwiae, 

[He IcHoek* at ihe door. 
Enter Grimk. 

Griaie. How now I who knocks there ? wh^ would 
you have ? 
From whence came yoa ? where do you dwell 1 

ffily. 1 am, forsooth, a sempster's maid hard-by, 
That hath brought work home to your daughter. 

Grime. Nay, are ye not some crafty quean. 
That comes frun George a Greene, that laacal. 
With some letters to my daughter? 
I will have you search'd. 

Wlty, Alas! sir, it is Hebrew unto me. 
To tell me of George a Greene, or any other. 
Search me, good sir, and if you find a letter 
About me, let me have the punUhment that is due. 

Grime. Why are you muffled ? I like you the worse 
for that. 

Wily. I am not, sir, asham'd to shew my face ; 
Yet loth I am my cheeks should take the air: 
Nor am I "chary of ray beauty's hue. 
But that I am troi^led with the tooth-ach sore. 

Grime. A pretty wench, of smiling countenance I 
Old men can like, although they cannot love; 
Av, and love, though not so brief as young men can. 
Well, go in, my w^ich, and speak with my daughter. 
[Eli* fTiJy. 

" chary] Careful. So, in Eaphtui, p. 31. " Yoa bare inadA so 
" lBl|e pntljec of joui wnice, tmd lo fayie piomisei of fid«litie, 
" '" ■ ' " er eharu of mine honesty, you would iaveigla 



" BUI to ihake hands with chutitie." 
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I wonder mucii at the eart of Kendall, 
Being a mighty man, as still he'is, 
Yet for to be a traitor to his king, 
Is more ihan God or man will well allow. 
But what a fool am I to talk of him t 
My mind is more here of the pretty lass : 
Had ahe brought some forty pounus to town, 
I could be content lo make her my wife : 
Yet I have heard it in a proverb said, 
He that it old, and mamei with a tau. 
Lies but at home, and prove* himself an ass. 

£n/er Bettrib in.lf^ly't appartl to Grime. 
How now, my wench, how is it ? what, not a word ? 
Alas, poor soul! the tooth-ach plagues her sore. 
Well, my wench, here is an angel for to boy 
Thee pins, and I pray tfaee use mine house: 
The oftener, the more welcome : farewel. [ExU. 

Betiru. O blessed love, and blessed fortune both ! 
But, Bettris, stand not here to talk of love, 
But bie thee straight unto thy Geoi^e a Greene. 
Never went roe-buck swifter on the downs. 
Than I will trip it till I see my George. [Exit. 

Enter the Earl v/Kendall, Lotd Bohfikld, Sir 
Gilbert, and Jenkih the Cbtam. 

Kendall. Come, away, Jenkin. 

Jenkin. Come, here's his house. Wherebe yM,ho? 

George. Who CnocLs there? 

Kendall. Here are two or three poor men, father. 
Would speak with you. 

Gexirge Pray, give your man leave to lead me forth. 

Kendall. Go, Jenkin, fetch him forlji. 

Jenkm. Come, old man. 

£n(er George a Gkebne ditguited. 

Kendall. Father, here is three poor men come to 
question 
Thee a word in secret, that concerns their livei. 

George. Say nn, my sons. 

Ketidall. Father, I am sure you hear the news. 
How that the eail of Kendal wars against die king* 
Now, father, we three are gentlemen by birth, 
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But younger bretliren that want revenues, 

And for the hope we have to be prefer'd, 

If that we knew that we shall win. 

We will march with him : 

If not, we will not march a foot to London more. 

Therefore, good father, tell ub what shall happen. 

Whether the king or the earl of Kendall shall win, 

George. The king, m; son. 

KendaU. Art thou sure of that ? 

George. Ay, as sure as thou art Henry Momford, 
The one lord Bonfield, the other air Gilbert. 

fenddU. Why, this is wondrous, beingblind of sight. 
His de^ perceivance should be such to know us. 

GUhert, Magick is mighty, and fortelletii great 
matters. 
Indeed, father, here is the earl come to see thee, 
" And therefore, good father, i^nhle not with him. 

George. Welcome is the earl to my poor cell, 
And BO are you, my lords ; but let me counsel you 
To leave these wars ^;einst your king. 
And live in qiiiet. 

Kendall. Father, we come not for advice in war, 
But to know whether we shall win or "leese. 

George. Lose, gentle lords, bat not by good king 
Edward: 
A baser man shall give you all the foil. 

Kendall. I marry, father, what man is that? 

George. Poor George a Greene, the Pinner. 

Kendall. What shall be? 

George. Pull all your plumes, and sore dishonour 
you, 

KendaU. Hel as how? 

George. Nay, the end tries all ; but so it will fall 



" And liier^mt, &c.] The same eipreuion U in Shakapeate 
and Milion. 
He Fint Fait of Htnry VI. A. 4. S. 9 ; 

" He/oWei uot, I hear the enemy." 
Centu; 1. BOO. 

" SbefdUa not, I feel that 1 do fear." 
" Imk.] i. e. loK. Aacientty spelt in this manner. 
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Kendall. Dut so it shall Dot, by my honour Christ. 
I'll raise my camp, nnd fire Wakefield town, 
And take that servile Pinner George a Greene, 
And butcher him before king Edward's face. 

George. Good my lord, be not offended, 
For I speak no more than art reveals to me : 
And for greater proof. 
Give your man leave to fetch aie my staff. 
Kendall. Jenkin, fetch bim his walking-staff. 
Jeukin. Here is your walking-staff. 
George. I'll prove it good upon your carcases : 
A wiser wizard never met you yet. 
Nor one that better could foredoom your fall-: 
Now I liave singled you here alone, 
I care not though you be three to one. 
Kendall. Villain, hast thou betray'd us? 
George. Momford, thou liest, never was I 
A traitor yet; only devis'd this guile 
To draw you on, for to be combatants. 
Now conquer me, and then march on to London. 
But it shall go hard, but 1 will hold you task. 

Gilbert. Gome, my lord, cbeerly, 1*11 kill him hand 

to hand. 
Kendall. A tiiousand pound to him that strikes that 

stroke. 
George. Then give it me, for I will have the first. 
[Here theyjight, George kilU GUbert, oftd taket 
the other two prisoner*. 
Bonfield. Stay, George, we do appeal. 
George. To whom ? 
Bonfield. Why, to the king : 
For rather had we bide what he appoints. 
Than here be murthered by a servile groom. 
Kendall. What wilt thou do with us ? 
George. Even as lord Bonfield '*wist: 
You shall unto the king, and for that purpose. 
See where tiie justice is placed. 

■■ mtt'] Thooglit. So, in Lm^Ii and lit dmm at the Worbei Fatty, 
. 160!>, SiffD. E4: " — with a&cpe sigh, ■ajing, Had I tnit ibu 
" vould oaTe falne out." 
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Enter ivsTiCK. 

Justice. Now, my lord of Kendall, where be all your 
threaU? 
Even as the cause, so is tbe combat rallen, 
Else one could never have coaquer'd three. 

Kendall. I pray thee, Woodrofie, do not twit me ; 
If I have faulted, 1 must make amends. 

George. Master Woodrofie, here is not a place far 
many words. 
1 beseech ye, sir, discharge all his soldiers. 
That every man may go home unto his own house. 

Justice. Itshallbeso: what wilt thou do, Georgef 

George. Master Woodroffe, look ia your chai^. 
Leave me to myself. 

Jutlice. Gome, roy lords. [Extant alt but George. 

George. Here sit thou, Geoi^e, wearing a willow 
wreath, 
As one despairing of thy beauteous love. 
Fie, George ! no more; 
Pine not away for that which cannot be. 
I cannot joy in any any earthly bliss. 
So long as 1 do want my Bettris. 
Enter Jenkim. 

Jenkitt. Who see a master of mine ? 

George, How now, sirrah, whither away? 

Jenkin, Whither away? why who do you take me 
to be? 

George. Why Jenkin, my man. 

Jenkin. I was so once indeed, but ikow the case is 
altered. 

George. I pray thee, as how? 

Jenkin. Were not yoii a fortune-teller to-day? 

George. Well, what of that? 

Jenkins. So sure am I become a ju^ler. 
What will you say if 1 juggle your sweet-heaitT 

George. Peace, prating "losell; her jealous fatiier 
Doth wait over her with such suspicious eyes, 
That, if a man but dally by her feet. 
He thinks it straight a witch to charm his daughter. 
» Imdt] See Note 66 on Gammer GuTtm'l Nrndll, vol. II. p. «. 
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Jenkin. Weil, what will you give me, if I bring her 

hither ? 
George. A suit of green, and twenty crowns besides. 
Jenkins. Well, by your leare, give me room ; 
You must give me Bomething that you have lately worn. 
George. Here is a gown, will that serve you ? 
Jenkin. Ay, this will serve me : keep out of my 

Lest ye be torn in pieces with ahe-deviis: 
Mistress Bettris, once, twice, thrice. 

[He throviM the ground* in, and the comei out. 
Oh, is this no cunning I 

George. la this my love? or is it but her shadow? 
Jenkin. Ay, this is the shadow, but here is the sub- 
stance. 
George, Tell me, sweet love, what good fortune 
brought thee hither ? 
For one it was that favoured George a Greene. 

Betlrii. Both love and fortune brought me to my 
George, 
Id whose sweet sight is all my heart's content. 
George. Tell me, sweet love, how cam'st thou from 

thy father's ? 
Beilrii. A willing mind hath many slips in love. 
It was not I, but Wily thy sweet boy. 
George. And where is Wily now? 
Bettrii. In my apparel in my chamber still. 
George. Jeokm, come hither : go to Bradford, 
And listen out your fellow Wily. 
Come, Bettris, let us in. 

And in my cottage we will sit and talk. [Exeunt omne*. 
Enter King Edward, the King o/" Scots, Lord War- 
wick, young CuDDT, md their train. 
Edieard. Brother of Scotland, I do hold it hard, 
Seeing a league of truce was late confirm'd 
Twist you and me, without displeasure ofiered. 
You should make auch invasion in my land. 
The vows of kings should be as oracles. 
Not blemish'd with the stain of any breach ; 
* Piotebly naaprintett f« " gown." C. 
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Chiefly where fealty and homage willeUi it. 

James, Brother of England, rub not the Bore afresh, 
My conscience grieves me for my deep misdeed. 
1 have the worst: of thirty thousand raen, 
There 'acapt not full fiye thousand from the field. 

Edtcard. Gramercy, Musgrove, else it had gone hard. 
Cuddy, I'll quite thee well ere we two part. 

Jamti. But had not his old father, William Mus- 
grove, 
Plud twice the man, I had not now been here. 
A stronger man I *eldom felt before; 
But one of more resolute valiance 
Treads not, I think, upon the English ground. 

Edward. I wot well, Musgrove shall not lose his 

Cuddy. And it please your grace, my father was 
Five score and three at Midsummer last past : 
Yet had king James been as good as George a Greene, 
Yet Billy Musgrove would have fought with him. 

Edteard. As Geoi^ a Greene? 
I pray thee, Cuddy, let me question thee. 
Much have I heard, since I came to my crown. 
Many in manner of a proverb say, 
H^ere he tu good at George a Greene, I toould ttrike htm 

I pray thee tell me. Cuddy, caa'st thou inform me, 
What is that George a Greene ? 

Cuddy. Know, my lord, 1 never saw the man. 
But mickle talk is of him in the country : 
They say he is Pinner of Wakefield town : 
But for bis other qualities, I let alone. 

fVartDtck. May it please jour grace, ! know the man 
too well. 

Edaard. Too well? why so, Warwick? 

Warwick. For once he swing'd me, till my bones 

Edward. Why, dares he strike an earl? 
Warwick. An earl, my lord ! nay he will strike a 
kin^. 
Be it not kmg Edward. For stature he is fram'd 
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Like to the picture of stout Hercules, 

And for his carriage passeth Robiu Hood. 

The boldest earl or baron of our laod, 

That offereth " scath unto the town of Wakefield. 

Geoi^ will arresthis pledge unto the pouod ; 

And who so resisteth bears away the blows. 

For he himself is good enough for three. 

Edward. Why, this is woudroua ; — My lord of War- 
wick, 
Sore do I long to see this George a Greene. 
But leaving bim, what shall we do, my lord. 
For to subdue the rebels in the north? 
They are now marching up to Doncaster. 

Estter one foith tht Earl of Kekd all prUoner, 
Soft, who have we there? 

Qiddj/. Here is a traitor, the earl of Kendall. 

Edward. Aspiring traitor I how dar'st thon once 
Cast thine eyes upon thy sovereign. 
That hononr'd thee with kindness and with favour? 
But I will make thee buy this treason dear. 

Kendall. Good, my lord. 

Edward. Reply not, traitor. 
Tell me, Cuddy, whose deed of honour 
Won the victory against this rebel ? 

Cuddy. George a Greene, the Pinner of Wakefield. 
Edward. George a Greene 1 now shall I hear news 
Certain, what this Pinner is : 
Discourse it briefly. Cuddy, how it hefel. 

Cuddy. Kendall and jBonfield, with sir Gilbert Arm^ 
strong. 
Came to W^efield town di^uis'd. 
And there spoke ill of your grace ; 
Which George but hearing, fell'd them at hit feet; 
And, had not rescue come unto the place, 
Oeoige had slain him in his close of wheat 

Edward. But, Cuddy, canst thou not tell 

&ath ia hano, mischirf. AiinRukinJ III. A. 1. S. S. 
To praj for them that Imra done leathe to ub." 
T^ SKond I^ of Htnry VI. A. 3. 8. 4 : 

'" AU diMe ecold not piocura mo soy Kathe.'* 
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Where I might give and grant some thing. 
That might please, and highly gratify th& Pinner's 
thoughts ? 

Cuddf. This at their parting George did say to me : 
If the king vouchsafe of this my service, 
Then, gentle Cuddy, kneel upon thy knee, 
And humbly crave a boon of him for me. 

Edward. Cuddy, what is it? 

Cuddy. It is his will your grace would pardon them, 
And let theiti live> although they haveofiended. 

Edward. I think the man striveth to be glorious. 
Well, George hath crav'd it, and it shall be granted, 
Which none but he in England should have gotten. 
Live, Kendall, but as prisoner. 
So shalt thou end thy days within the Tower. 

Kendall, Gracious is Edward to offending subjects. 

Jama. My Lord of Kendall, your welcome to the 
court. 

Edward. Nay, tmt ill come as it falls out now : 
Ay, ill come indeed, were it not for George a Greene. - 
But, gentle king, for so youwould aver. 
And Edward's betters, I sallitt you both, 
And here I vow by good Saint George, 
You will gain but little' when your sums ate coanted. 
I sore dctlofag to see this Gebrge aGreette: 
And for because I never saw th6 North, 
I will forthwith go ?ee it : 
And for that to bdne I will be known. 
We will disguise ourselves and steal dowta s^retly, 
Thou and I, king James, Cuddy, and two or three 
And make a merry journey for a month. 
Away then, conduct him to the Tower. 
Come on, king James, tny heart must needs be merry. 
If fortune makes such bavock of our foes. [Ex. omnes. 
Enter Robin Hood,' jllfatd Makiak, Scarlet, and 
M«eB the Miiler's Son: 

Robin. Why is not lovely Marian blithe of cheer ? 
What ails my Jemman, that she 'gins to lowr? 
Say, good Marian, why art thou so sad? 

Marian, Nothibg, my Robin, grietos me to the heart. 
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But wheasoever I do walk abroad, 
I bear no aonga but all of George a Greene, 
Bettris his fair lemman' passetb me. 
And this, my Robin, galls rayTer; soul. 

RiAin. Content, what wreaks it us, though Geoi^e 
a Greene 
Be stout, BO long as he doth proifer us no scath ? 
Envy doth seldom hurt but to itself, 
And therefore, Marian, smile upon thy Robin. 

Marion. Never will Marian Hmile upon her Robin, 
Nor lie with him under the green-wood shade. 
Till that thou go to Wakefield on a green. 
And beat the Pinner for the love of me. 

Robin, Content thee, Maiian, I will ease thy grief, 
My merry men and I will thither stray; 
And here I vow, that for the love of thee 
1 will beat George a Greene, or be shall beat me. 

Scarlet. As I am Scarlet, next to little John, 
One of the boldest yeomen of the crew, 
So will I ^iwend with Robin all along, 
And try this Pinner what he dares to do. 

"Much. As I am Much, the miller's son, 
That left my mill to go with thee. 
And nil repent that I have done. 
This pleasant life contenteth me ; 
In aught I may, to doe thee good, 
rU live and die with Robin Hood. 

Marian. And, Robin, Marian she will go with thee, 
To see fair Bettris how bright she is of blee. 

Robin. Marian, thou sbatt go with thy Robin. 
Bend up your bows, and see your strings be tight. 
The arrows keen, and every thing be ready. 
And each of you "a good bat on his neck, 



a club. So. in King Lear, 



See Mi. Steevena'a Note on tUs passags. 

Tbe mcde of eipceMion here uied ia reiy frequent in ancient 
wtiteiB. So, in Mnndav'B Tiaoalatimi of Pjmtria D'Oliva, 1568, 
p. 35. " —to ascended he the byll, by a little tiackt fbote path. 
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Able to lay a good man on the ground. 

SearUt, I will have frier Tucke's. 

Much. I will have little John's. 

Robin. I will have one made of an ashen plunk,* 
Able to bear a bout or two. 
Then come on, Marian, let us go; 
Pot before the sun doth shew Uie morning day, 
I vill be at Wakefield to see this Pmner, George a 
Greene. [Exeunt omiut. 

Enter a Shoemaker sitting upon tlte stage at work; 
Jenkin to him- 

Jenkin. My masters, he that hath neither meat nor 
money, 
And hath lost his credit with the alewife. 
For anythiag I know, may go suppecleis to bed. 
But soft, who is here? here is a Shoemakerr 
He knows where is the best ale. 
Shoemaker, I pray thee tell me. 
Where is the best ale in the town 7 

Shoemaker. Afore, afore, follow thy nose. 
At the sign of the egg-shell. 

Jenkitt. Come, Shoemaker, if tbou wilt. 
And take thy part of a pot. 

Shoemaker. Sirrah, down with your staff, 
Down with your staff. 

Jenkin. Why, how now, is the fellow mad? 
I pray thee tell me, why should I hold down my stafft 

Shoemaker. You will down with him, sir, will you 
not, sir? 

Jenkin. Why, tell me wherefore? 

'' wilh bvs jTon mate an his ntckt, and the glaaaa for the water 
" fastened at hi> gyidle." 

Dekkai'B Bijnun ^ London, Sign. E S : " — but when I ap^ 
" proached neere <mla him, and beheld a man with a lanthorue 
" and candle in hie hand, a long itaffe on tu Jittfa, and a dogga at 
" hi> tajlf, &c." 

Delkar'a flriman'i WWftt icattd, Sign. I *: " —ha tooke him f<?T 
" aome chuilesh Hobgoblin, seeinr a long stsffe mi fiii tacke, and 
" theiefoie to be one of his owne Islloweft.' 

See also Di. Faimei'a and Mi. SteeTeiu'aNotceon J< jiini l^it. 
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Shoemaker. Hy friend, this is the town of meiry 
Wakefield, 
^nd here is a custom held, that Done shall pass 
With bis staff on his shoulders, but he must have 
A boat with me; and so shall you, sir. 

Jenkin- And so will not I, sir. 

Shoemaker. That will I try. **Barking dogs bite 
not the forest. 

Jenkm. I would to God, I were once well rid of him. 
\Ande. 

Shoemaker. Now, what, will you down with your 
staff? 

Jenkm. Why, you are not in earnest, are you? 

Shoemaker, If I am not, take that. 

Jenkin. You whoresen cowardly scab, 
It is but the part of a ''clapperdudgeon, 
To strike a man in the street. 
Bat darest thou walk to the town's end with me ? 

Shoemaker. Ay, that 1 dare do : 
But stay till I lay in my tools, and I will go 
With thee to the town's end presently. 

Jetikia. I would I knew how to be rid of this fellow. 
[Jaide. 

Shoemaker. Come, sir, will you come to the town's 
end now, sir? 

Jenkin. Ay, sir, come. 
Now we are at the town's end , what say you now 7 

Shoemaker. Marry come, let uh even have a bout. 

Jenkin. Ha, stay a little, hold thy hands, I pray thee. 

Shoemaker. Why, what's the matter? 

Jenkin. Faith, I am Under-pinner of a town, 

** BaT)aiig degi, &c.] This wu pnxerbial. 3m Bay's Prmtrit, 

** eh^ipirdudgain] A cant teim toi > beggu born. DeUai'i 
ViUatTMi duaniered, &c. 1610, Sign- N 3. So, in Ben JohiiKin'i 
Sl^UqfNeiM,A.9.a.4: 

" — what '■ a clapptT dadgtm ! 

" That'i a good Hgn to havs a beggai follow him 

" So near, at his Gntt entcj into ^rtiroe." 
A benai'l diib was c^ied I eli^diih : M) in HejwaoA't Ed- 
ward IV. pl»t n. " Enter M. Blague, Yeijf poorly, a begging, with 
"hei basket and cIoTMiiBh." Feihapa tbe; d^ped the dish with 
a knife m dudgeon, and hence clapptr-dudgeen. C 



Aod there is an order, which if I do sot keep, 
I shall be turned out of my ofBce. 

Shoemaker. What in that, sir? 

Jenkin. Whensoever I go to fight with any body, 
. I use to flourish my stafT thrice about my head 
Before I strilie, and then shew no favour. 

Shoemaker. Well,str,andtillUtenIwillnotBtrikethee. 

Jenkin. Well, sir, here isonce, twice — here is my hand, 
I will never do it the third time. 

Shoemaker. Why then, I see, we shall not fight. 

Jenkin. Faith, no: come, I will give thee two pota 
Of the best ale, and be friends. 

Shoemaker. Faith, I see, 
It is as hard to get water out of a flint. 
As to get him to have a bout with me : 
Therefore I will enter into him for some good cheer. 
My friend, 1 see thou art a faint-hearted fellow. 
Thou hast no stomach to fight. 
Therefore let us go to the ale-house and drink. 

Jenkin. Well, content, go thy ways and say thy 

Thou 'scap'st my hands to-day. [Exeunt omaet. 

Enter George a Greenb and Bettris. 

George. Tell me, sweet love, how is thy miod coutent. 
What, canst thou brook to live with George a Greene? 

BettrU. Oh, Geoige, how little pleasing are thsse 
words? 
Came I from Bradford for the love of thee ? 
And left my father for so sweet a. friend? 
Here will I live until my life do end. 

Enter Rdbiw Hood, and Marian, and his train. 

George. Happy am I to have so sweet a love. 
But what are these come "trasing here along? 

^ —traant) FoilowJDg. So, in Ctuichjard'B ChaUtngt, p. ISO : 
" Allnand in hand they tronrf on 

" A tiickne ancient lound, 
" And Mone as shadowes were they gone, 
" And might no more be found. 
■MBchttli. A. 4. S. 1 : 

" giva to the edge o' the Gword 

" Hia vife, Mb babea, and all unfortimate uuls 
" That tract him in his line." 
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Bettm. Three mea come striking through the corn, 
my love. 

George. Back again yos foolish travellers. 
For you are wrong, and may not ''wend this way. 

Robin Hood. That were great ahatue. Now by my 
■oul, proud sii. 
We be three *^taU yeomen, and thou but one. 
Come, we will forward in deepite of him. 

George. Leap the ditch, or I will make you skip. 
Wh^ cannot the highway serve your turn. 
But yon must make a path over the corn ? 

Robin Hood, Why, art thou mad? dar'st thou in- 
counter three 7 
We are no babes, man, look opon mir limbs. 

George. Sirrah, the b^^gest limbs have not the stout- 
est hearts. 
Were ye as good as Robin Hood, and bis three merry 

men, 
I'll drive you back the same way that ye came. 
Be ye men, ye scorn to incoanter me all at once. 
But be ye cowards, set upon me all three. 
And try the Pinner what he dares perform. 

Scarlet. Were thou as high in deeds 
As thou art haughty in words. 
Thou well mightest be a champion for a king : 
But empty vessels have die loudest sounds, 
And cowards prattle more than men of worth. 

" — luCTd] See u. 35. 

^ —taU ytoimn,) The ward loJJ in thu place, and in most of out 
ancieDt writers, is not designed to give ua an idea of height or 
bulk, bat aignifiea itoul, held, or couri^«ou>. Thiu, in IHeice Pm- 
niitae'i Suj^icatuia to the DiiuU, p. 9. " Uljases was a tail man 
" under Ajai Bhield; but bj hinuelfe bee would nerer adTcmtnie 
" but in tbe night." 

HaU'fl Chronicle, HemT/ IV, p. 14 : " And with that voida Sit 
" Piere entared into the cbamW wel anued with eight toU men in 

lUiLp.iT: " — djdgsthciiaboageannyecftwaitiethoaBande 
** tidU matnt and moiB.'* 

So BotedU sddieuii Dmnuigbt by the tiOe of Tall dur. See 
Av^ Vmbi in Hummr. A. I. 8. 7. and lb. Whslle;'* JVote 
tbereon* 
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George. Sirrah, darest thou try me ? - . 

Scarlet. Ay, sirrah, that I dare. 

[ Thegjight 4Ktd Gtorge a Greene beatt him. 

Much, How now ? what art thou down ? 
Come, sir, I am next 

[ntey fight and George a Greene beatt him. 

Robin Hood. Come, sirrah, now tome ; spare me oo^ 
For 111 not spare thee. 

George, Make no doubt, I will be as liberal to thee. 
[They fight Aoiitt Hood ttagi. 

Sobin Hood, Stay, Georg«, for here I do protest. 
Thou art the stoutest champion that ever I 
Laid hands upon. 

George. Soft, you sir, by your leave, you lye. 
You never yet laid hands on me. 

Robin Hood, ^eoi^e, wilt thou forsake Wakefield, 
Aud go with me? 

Two liveries will I give thee every year. 
And forty crowns shall be thy fee. 

George. Why, who art thou? 

Bobiu Hood. Why. Robin Hood: 
I am come hither with my Haiian, 
And these my yeomen for to visit ihte, . 

George. Robin Hood'I 
Next to king Edward art thou leefe " to me. 
Welcome, sweet Robin Hood; welcome, maid Marian; 
And welcome, you my friends. WiU you to my poor. 

house? 
You shall have wafer-cakes your fill, 
A piece of beef hung up since "Martlemas, 
Mutton aud veal ; if this like you not. 
Take that you find, or that you bring for me. 

Robin Hood. Godamercies, good George, 
1 11 be thy guest to-day. 

" Qtm-gt, wUl tlum, &c) See the Ballad in Evaiu'i CoBactioii, 
voL 1. p. 109, and in Bitaon's Robin Hood, II. 16. 

»• — tafi) See Note to Gammw GHrton'i Ntedli. vol. IL p. «. 

Martlemat,') MartUmia is corrupted from Martimnai, the fesM 

of St, Martin, the elereotb of Naveimier. The conuptioiii M Mr. 

Steerana rBmarks (Nom to the Second Part of Htnry IT. A- »• 

S. !,), is general in all the old Plaji. 
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George. Robin, therein thoi/honourest me. 
I'll lead the way. [Exeunt otnnes. 

fn/er King Edward and King James diigaited, leilh 

Edward. Come on, king James, now we are thus 
disgniied, 
There is none (I know) will take us to be kings : 
I think we are now in Bradford, 
Where'all the mvny shoemakers dwell. 
Enter a Shoemakek. 

/^oemaktT. Down with yout staves, my friends, 
Down with them. 

Edward. Down with our staves ! I pray thee, why so? 

Shofmaker. My friend, I see thou art a stranger here. 
Else would'st thou not have question'd of the thing. 
This is the town of merry Bradford, 
And here hath been a custom kept of old. 
That none may bear his staff upon his neck 
But trail it all along throughout the town, 
Unless they mean to have a bout with me. 

Edward. But hear you, sir, hath the king 
Granted you this custom ? 

'^ Shoemaker. King or Kaisar, none shall pass this 
way, ! 

Except king or Edward ; 

No, not the stoutest groom that haunte his court : 
Tberefoie down with your staves. 

» Sing of Kaiiar,'] Tbe eiprBMion ot King and Kaiier U ft*- 
qnantly u»ed bj S^nser. See Mr. Warton's Obtervatimu, vol. t. 
p. SIS, -where seraral instiocei are produced. 

Again, in Nobods mid SomOedif, N. D.Sign. H 3 i "Mj harts in 
" m; hose, bat my face vaa neiet aduuii«d to *b«w itKlfe yet 
" iltlore King or Stgiar." 
Skeltco'g Worla, p. 196: 

" Ye borte, je face, ye cralo 
" And apoD yon take 
" To rule King and Kayltr." 
Eapluiu. p. 65 : — " m> Kktg. nor Kiyier be he never «o roiaU ui 
" birth, &c" 

Tht Raumfrom Pamainu, A. 5. S. 1 : 

" Fair fell good Orobeug, tbat irould nlber b« 
" King of e. molabal, than a Ka/tar'! slaie.' 
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EduoTd. WUat were we best to do T 

Jamtt, Faith, my lord, they are stout fellows ; 
And, because we will see some sport. 
We will trail our staves. 

Edward. Hear'at thou, my friend ? 
Because we are men of peace and travellera, 
We are content to trail our staves. 

Shoemaker. The way lies before you, go al«ig. 

£nfer Robin Hood and Oeoege a Grbshz, <1«i- 

Robin Hood. See, Georg^e, two men are passii^ 
through the town. 
Two lusty men, and yet they trail their staves. 

George. Robin, they are some peasants triclct in 
yeoman's weeds. 
Hollo, you two travelleis I 
Edward. Call you us, sic 1 
George. Ay, you. Are ye not big enoagb to bear 
Your baU upon your hecks, but you must trail them 
Along the streets? 

Edward. Yes, sir, we are big enough j 
But here is a custom kept, that none may pasa 
His staff upon his neck, unless he trail it at the wea- 
pon s point. 
Sir, we are men of peace, and love to sleep 
In our whole sktos, and therefore quletneis is best. 
George. Base minded peasants, worthless to be 
men; 
What, have you bones and limbs to strike a blow. 
And be your hearts so faint, you cannot fight? 
Wer't not for shame, I would " drub your shoulders 

veil, 
And teach you manhood against another time. 

Shoemaker. Well preach, sir Jack, down with your 

staff. 
Edward. Do you hear, my friends ? and you be wise, 
Ke«> down your staves, for all the town 
Wiif rise upon you. 

George. Thou speakest like an houest t^uiet fellow. 
■* drvb'] Tbe £nt editioa leuls ikmb. 
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or Bradford town, bear me your staves upon your 

necks. 
Or, to begin withal), I'll baste you both so well, 
You were never better basted in your lives. 
Edward. We will hold up our staves. 

[GtoTge a Greene Jightt with the ihoemakeri, and 
heatt them all dwnn. 
George. What, have you any more ? 
Call all your town forth. Cut, and Longtail. 

The Shoemakkss tpy Geohge a Greene. 
Shoemaker. What George a Greene, it is you? "A 
plague found you ! 
I think you long'd to »wi]ig;e me well. 
Come, Geoi^, we will '^onuh a pot before we part. 

George. A pot ! yon slave, we will have an hundred. 
Here, Wilt Perkins, take my purse. 
Fetch me a itand of ale, and set in the market-place, 
That all may drink that are athirst 
For this is for a fee to welcome Hobin Hood 
To Bradford town. 

[Thet/ bring out the itand of ale, and/all a drinkiitg. 
Here, Robin, sit tbou here; 
For diou art the best man at the board this day. 
You that are strangers, place yourselves where you 

will. 
Robin, here's a '^carouse to good king Edward's stit, 
And they that love him not, f would we had 
The basting of them a little. 

** — a plague found you,'] i. e. coafound jou. 
" crush a pot] Thig cant eipresaion, Mr. Steeiem ob«eiveB, 
seems to have been once conunon among lov people, It ii oAen 

Sonuo and Julul, A. 1. S. S, 

^ caroiat] A earoux iBHms to be a mora than ordiiuuy quauti^ 
of liquor, probably as we now »»j a bumptr. 

Maiaton'e Fiiet Part of Animio and MtUida, A. 3 : 

" O gallaot yootb, 

" I'll drink carouse onto youi countiie'i bealtb." 
Tarlton's Ntwa nut of Purgatary, 5l : " Supper-time being cone 

victuals, and I' ' """ 



" ihey fell to their victuals, and Liooclo v 
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Enter the Earl of Warwick icUh other Noblemen, 

bringing out the Kmg'$ gannenlt; <Aen George a 

Greene and the rett kneel doien to the King. 

Edmard. Come, masters, all fellows. Nay, Robin, 
You are the best man at the board to-day. 
Rbe up Geoi^e. 

George. Nay, good my liege, ill nnrtar'd we were 
theo : 
Hiougb we YoTkahire men be blunt of speech, 
And Uttle skill'd in court, or such quaint fashions. 
Yet nature teacheth us duty to our king. 
Therefore I humbly beseech you pardon Geoi^ a 
Greene. 

Robin. And good my lord, a i>ardon for poor Robin. 
And for us all a pardon, good king Edward. 

Shoemaker. 1 pray you, a pardon for the shoe- 
makers . 

EtUnard, I frankly grant a pardon to you all. 
And George a Greene, give me thy hand ; 
There is none in England that shall do thee wrong, 
Even from ray court I came to see thyself; 
And now 1 see that fame speaks nought but truth. 

George. 1 humbly thank yonr royall majesty. 
That which I did against the earl of Keudall, 
It was but a subjects duty to his sovereign, 
And therefore little merits such good words. 

Edward. But ere I go, I'll grace thee with good 
deeds. 
Say what king Edward may perform, 
And thou shalt have it, being in England's bounds. 

George. I have a lovely lemman, 
^' As bright of blee as is the silver moon. 
And old Orime her father will not let her match 
With me, because I am a Pinner, 
Although I love her and she me, dearly. 

"^hvhl^Mn] Sop. 35. 

" To see fair Beatrice how 6rvU iht it afblae." 
Again, Chaucer'a LamtatatUm if Mary Magdalen, 1. 391 : 

" Onelj foi tdm, wbicli is n brigia ifUt 
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Edmard. Where is she? 

George. At home at m; poor house, 
And vows never to marry unless her father 
Give coasent, which b my greatest grief, my lord. 

Edward. If this be all, 1 will dispatch it straight ; 
I'll send for Oiime and force him give his grant ! 
He will not deny king Edward such a suit. 

Enter Jenkin and tpeakt. 
Ho, who saw a master of mine ? 
Oh, be is gotten into company, and a body 
Should lake hell foi company. 

George. Peace, ye slave, see where king Edwaid is. 

Edward. George, what is he ? 

George. I beseech your grace pardon him, he is my 

Shoemaker. Sirrah, the king hath been drinking with 
us, 
Aad did pledge us too. 

Jenkirt, Hath he so? knee), I dub you gentlemen. 

Shoemaker. Beg it of the king, Jenkin. 

Jenkin. I will. I beseech your worship grant me one 
thing. 

Edward. What is that? 

J^enkm. Hark ia your ear. 

[He whitpeTi tJie King in the ear. 

Edward. Go your ways, and do it. 

Jenkin. Come down on your knees, I have got it. 

Shoemaker. Let us hear what it is first. 

Jenkin. Marry,becau3eyouhavedTunk with the lung. 
And tlie king hath so graciously pledg'd yoil, 
Vou shall no more be called Shoemakers ; 
But you and yours to the worlds end. 
Shall be called the trade of the Gentle Craft. 

Shoemaker. I beseech your majesty reform this 
Which he hath spoken. 

Jenkin. I beseech your worship consume this 
Which he hath spoken. 

Edviard. Confirm it you would say. 
Well he hath done it for you, it is sufficient. 
Come Geoi|;e we will go to Grime, 
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And hare thy love. 

JenktH. I am sure 
Your worship wiU abide ; for yonder is coming 
Old Mu^ore, and mad Cuddy his son. 
MasteT, my fellow Wily, comes drest like a woman , 
And master Grime will marry Wily, Here they come, 
E»Ur MuBOiiOTE a«(I Cuddy, and Matter Qrime, 
Wily, maid Marian and Bettris. 

EduoTd. Which is thy old father. Cuddy ? 

Cuddy. This, if it please your majesty. 

Edmard. Ah old Musgrove, stand up ; 
It fits not such grey hairs to kneel. 

MvtgTove. Long live 
Hy sovereign t long and happy be his days! 
Vouchsafe, my gracious lord, a simple gift, 
At Billy Musgrove's hand. 
King James at Meddeltom-castle gave me this, 
This won the honour, and this give I thee. 

Edtcard. Godamercy, MuBgTove,for diis friendly gift ; 
And for thou feld'st aking with this same weapon 
This blade shall here dub valiant Musgrofe knight. 

MuigTove. Alas, what hath your highness done? 1 
am poor. 
ward. ^* To mend thy living take thon Meddelldm- 
castle. 



the Mveral cbiuiges of its owners, in his Amiqu'dia cf Engfoni 
If'siM, vol. IV. suppowi, that this Plaj halh little oi no fouuua- 
tion in Hiatotj. " The Kiag isja he, here ia umid; nsmed Ed- 
" waid, withoDt anv other dulinctiDn ; but aa the Scots King is 
called James, and mention is made of Edwaid'i Son, it can acXj - 
be Edward the Fourth, he being the first of that name contem-. 
porary with a Jamea, and the last Aat had issue. 
" Hanng thiu osceitaiKsd the King, tha nsit fltep is b> see, 
whether the other circumstances accord with the erenta of that 
reign ; but in these there is veij little similarity for sithsueh 
there waa a war with Ae Scots, no decisiTe battle was faaght 
near Middleham, neither waa the King of Scotland taken pri- 
unei. It Is true, thcce was an iusuneclion in Yoritidiire to- 
wards the lattw end of this reign, on account of a contribntioD 
demanded (or the maintenance of an bo^tol at York ; but tUs 
waa terminated bj the defeat of the rebels at Banbuiy. I will 
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The hold of both ; and if thou want living, complain, 
Thou shalt have more to maintain thine estate. 
George, which is thy love * ? 

George. This, if please your majesty. 

EdMiard. Art thoa her aged father? 

Crime. I am, and it Ulce your majetity. 

Ed*>ard, And wilt not give thy daughter unto 
Qeorge? 

Grime. Yes, my lord, if he will let me marry 
With this lovely lass. 

Edward. What aay'st thou, Geoi^T 

Qeorge. With all my heart, my lord, I give consent. 

Grime. Then do I give my daughter unto George. 

Wilg. I'hen shall the marriage soon be at an end. 
Witness, my lord, if that I be a woman. 
For I am Wily, boy to Oeorge a Greene, 
Whofor my master wrought this subtle shift. 

Edmard. What I is it a boy? what say'st thoil to 
this, Grime ? 

Grime. Marry, my lord, I think this boy hath 
More knavery than all the world besides> 
Yet am I content that Qebrge shall both haVe 
My daughter and my lands. 

Edinatd. Now, George, it rests I gratify thy worth : 
And therefore, here I do bequeath to thee. 
In full pos«ession,half that Kendal hath ; 
And what as Bradfoid holds of tne in chief, 
I give it frankly unto thee for ever. 
Kneel down, George. 

George. What will your majesty do ? 

' not object lo the ODachroiium of intioduciug here Robin Hood, 
' who lived iu the reign of Richard the First. The indodaction 
' of imaginary characters waA a liberty then froqaeutly taken in old 
' hisloiical Plays, in order to diTert the audience, and eoliTcn the 
repreaentation — a compliment to the upper galleriea of those tjmei. 
' It may also be objected, that the Caatle of Middleham vaa, 
' about th&t period, the pToperty of Richard, Duke of Gloucester. 
' To this it may b« aaswemd, that a man of the age old Mn^iave 
' ifl here described to be, would not in all probabilin bold it abova 
' ii.yeac or tvo, after whicli it might be granted to Ilichard." 

* Wa must conclude tbat George has gone out during the pre- 
;eding dialogne. and here returns with Bettria. Glime ^so enters 
at the same lime. C. 
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Edicard. Dub thee a knight, George. 

George. I beseech your ^ce, grant me one thiag. 

Edward. What is that ? 

George. Then let roe live and die a yeoman still ; 
So was my father, so mast live his son. 
For 'tis more credit to men of base degree. 
To do great deeds, than men of dignity. 

Edward. Well, be it so Oeorge. 

Jame*. I beseech your grace dispatch with me. 
And set down my ransom. 

Edward. George a Greene, set down the king of 
Scots 
His ransom. 

George. I beseech yonr grace pardon me. 
It passeth my skill. 

Edward. Then let king James make good 
Those towns which he hath burnt upon the borders i 
Give ft small pension to the fatherless, 
Whose fathers he caus'd murthered in those wars ; 
Pnt in pledge for these things to your grace, 
And BO return. King James, are you content. 

Jamet. I am content, and like your majesty. 
And will leave good castles in securiw. 

Edward. 1 crave no more. Now George a Greene, 
I'll to thy house; and when I havp supt, 
I'll go to Ask, and see if Jane a Bailey be so fairt 
As good king James, reports her for to be. 
And for the ancient custoni of Vail staff, 
Keep it still, claim privity from me. 
If any ask a reason, whyf or how? 
Say, English Edward vail'd his staff to you. [Exeunt. 



EDITION. 
A PLEASANT conceyted Comedie of Geo^ a 
Greene the Pinner of Wakefield. As it was sundry 
times acted by the Servants of the Right Honourable 
the Earl of Sussex. Imprinted at London, by Simon 
Stafford, for Cuthbert Bnrby ; and are to be sold at his 
Shop neare tlte Royall Exchange, 1599, 4to. 
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Fkou Heywood's Apology for Acton, it appears that 
Thoma* Kyi was the author of the Spaniik Tragedy, or 
Bieronifflo ti mad a^otn.*— But whether he lilcewiie 
wrote this first part of Jeioaimo does not appear. 

TkU fint part of Jeronimo is so scarce that many 
have doubted whether it ever existed ; and Mr. Cox- 
eter and the author of the Playhouse Dictionary were 
of opinion, that what is called " The Spanish Tragedy, 
" or Hieronimo is mad again," was only the old play 
altered and new named. — Ben Jonson has a passage in 
the Induction to Cynthia's ReveU, 1600, that seems to 
favour that opinion. " Another swears down all that 
" sit about him, that the old Hieronimo (as it was fint 
" acted) was the only best and judiciously pen'd play 
" of Europe." 

They were however, two distinct plays, as appears 
from this copy of the first part, which is printed from 
one in the valuable collection of David Garrick, Esq. 

From another passage in the Induction to Cynthia't 
Revels, acted in 1600, it may be conjeclured that 
Jeronimo first appeared on the stage about the year 
1588.t " They say (says one of the children of the 
" Queen's Chapel) the ghosts of some three or four 
" plays, departed a dozen yean since, have been seen 
" walking on your stage here." 

■ Heywoo 
HptaiuhTTag, 

■'Wii „ . „ . 

And King! and EmppTOun have tana delight 
To make eipeiience of their wiu in plajei." 
These tbree lines are to be found tovaida the conunencement of act 
V. of tfce Vnifft TViwdiji. C. 

t It appeal! fiom Philip Henslowe'i Papere, latelj discovered in 

the lobbiah of Dnlnich College, that " the Comedy of Jeronimo," 

viuplayed by "the Jjord SmmgM men the 10th April, 1591." 

O.G. 
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UKAHATIS PERSON «. 



King o/'Spaih. 

King of PoKTOGAL. 

Balthezar, kit Son. 

Jeronimo. 

HoHATio, his Son. 

Duke o/' Medina. 

Duke of Castille. 

RocEKo. 

Andrea. 

Albxandro, -J 

VoLLUPO, >Porlugueie Nobiet.. 

Pedro, J 

Lorenzo. 

Alcario. 

Lazarotto. 

Pedrihoano. 

Cabbimero. 

Revenge. 

Charon. 

Spanith and PoTtugue$e Generak. 



The Scene, Spam tmd Portugal. 
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THB nRST PART OF 

J E R O N I M O. 



Sound a tignet ', and pant over ike liage. Enter at one 
door the King o/Spais, Duke of Castile, Duke 
Medina, Lobenzo, and Roceru; at anothtr door, 
AvoKEA, Hokatio, and Jerosixo. Jerohimo 
kneeli dotcn, and the King creates Aim Marshall of 
Spain : Lorenzo puli on hii tpuri^, and Andrea 
his sword . Tfu King goet along icHh Jeronimo fo 
hit house ; after a long signet is sounded, enter all the 
Nobtei, loith covered dishes to the banquet. 
Exeunt omnes. That done euttr all again at before. 
Spain. Fsoligr Jeroaimo. thou art now confirm'd 

Marshal of Spain, by ail the dues 

And customary rights unto thy office. 

Jeronimo. My knee sings thanks unto your highness 
bounty : 

Come hither, boy Horatio; fold thy joints; 

Kneel by thy father's loins, and thank my leege, 

By honouring me, thy mother, and thyself. 

With this hi^h staff of office. 
Horatio. O my leeg^e, 

I have a heart ihrioe stronger than my years, 

And that shall answer gratefully for me ; 

' Sound a lignet.] Thif woid which ig Tarioualy spelt, as uml, 
cyn^, Knnet, iiftet, tiff^nale, tymiel, signet, 5cc. I believe to be aomore 
ihan s coiTupIioii of »na<a. Ital. See a note on Jvlwi Oaar, toI. 
VIII. p. 9. and another on King Henry VIU. tdL VII. p. «3e. «. 

* Loraair puts oh hii qniri,] Thii ceremony is atill retained in 
the creation of a Knight of the Bath, and is geneialk perfonned 
bv some penon oF eminence. See Anatis, Hiilvrieai Eitng vpon the 
Kwghtluied •^' tht Bath, 4to. I7t!r. hold lleih fit of Cherbury's Life, 
p. 54. 

Dinlz-MNGOOJ^IC 



M THE FIRST PAKT 

Let not my vouthfu) blusb irapare my Taloni. 

If ever you hare ton, or red field scars, 

ni empty all my veins to serre your wars: 

I'll bleed for yoti ; and more, what speech affords, 

I'll speak in drops when I do fail in words. 

Jeronimo. Well spoke, my boy, and on thy father's 
side; 
My l«^:e, how like you Don Horatio's spirit? 
Wtat ! doth it promise fair ? 

Spain. Ay, and no doubt his merit will purchase 
more. 
Knight Marshal rise, and still rise 
Higher and greater in thy sorereign's eyes. 

Jeronimo. O fortunate hour, blesaed minute, happy 
day. 
Able to ravish even my sense away ! 
Now I remember too : O sweet remembrance I 
This day my years strike fifty, and in Rome 
Tbey cil the fifty year the year of Jubily, 
The merry year, the peaceful jeaii iocond year, 
A year of joy, of pleasure and delignt : 
This shall be my year of Jubily, for 'tis my fifty. 
Age ushers honour : 'tis no shame; confess, 
Beard thou art fifty full, not a hair less. 
Enter an Embassador. 

Spain. How now? what news from Spain ?* tribute 
letura'd ? 

EmboMtador. Tribute in words, my leege, but not in 
coin. 

Spain. Ha! dare he still procrastinate with Spain ? 
Not tribute paid ! not three years paid ! 
Tis not at his coin, 
But his slack liomage, tbat we most repine. 

Jeronimo. My leege, if my opinion m^ht stand firm 
Within your highness' thoughts—— 

Spain. Marshal, our kingdtHD calls tbee father ; 
Therefore speak free. 



muBt luppoie Spain nuBpiinted ibi Porni^dl. 
would destroy tht " 



TTua [MMBge ought either to be " What 'aevii^ Spain, 
t luppoie Spam nuBprintol for Porwgat The fubalii 
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Tliy counsel I'll embrace, as I do thee. 

Jeronimo, I thank yoar bighneas : then ray gracious 
leege, 
I hold it meet, by vay of ambassage. 
To deiaand bis mind, and the neglect of tribute : 
But, my teege. 

Here must be kind words, which doth oft besiege 
The ears of rough-hewn tyrants, more than blows : 
Ob, a politick speech beguiles the ears of foes. 
Marry, my leege, mistake me not I pray : . 
If friendly phTasea, honied speech, hewitchiOg accent, 
Well-toned melody, and all sweet gifts 
Of nature, cannot avail or win him to it. 
Then let him raise bis gall up to his tongue. 
And be as bitter as physicians' drugs, 
Stretch his mouth wider with big swoln phrases : 
Oh, here's a lad of mettle, stout Don Andrea, ^ 

Mettle to the crown, 

Would shake the king's high court three handfnis 
down. 

Spam. And well pick'd out Knight Marshal, speech 
well strung, 
I'd rather chuse Horatio, where he not so young. 

Horatio. I humbly thank your highness. 
On placing me next unto his royal bosom. 

Spain. How stand ye, lords, to this election? 

Otnnet. Right pleasing our dread sovereign. 

Medina, Only with pardon, mighty sovereign. 

CatlUe. f should have chose Don Lorenzo. 

Medina. I, Don Rogero. 

Rogero. Oh no, not me, my lords, 
I am war's champion, and my fees are swords. 
Pray king, pray peers, let it be Don Andrea, 
He's a worthy limb, 
Loves wars and soldiers, therefore I love him. 

Jeronimo. And 1 love him and thee, valiant Ri^^ero, 
Noble spirits, gallant bloods: 
Yon are no wise insinuating lords. 
You ha DO tricks, you ha none of all their sleights. 

Loreato, So, so, Andrea must be sent embassador ; 
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*rfir°"wi ifl nftti thflwght. "mh i CMi^ - 

III wak^ th^ cpiuTt^or s.tanle out so me blpofi '. 

Spain. How stand you, lordi, to'ttiis elecUOD ? 

Omnet. Right pleaHiig)Our dread ■oyeragn. 

Spain. Then Doa Andrea. 

Andrea, My approved leege. 

Spain. We make thee our I^jrd high embaosador. 

Jnrdea. Your highness circles me with hoaoar's 
bounds : 
1 still discharge the weight of your command 
With best respect : if friendly tempered phrase 
Cannot affect the virtue of your charge, 
1 will be hard like thunder, and aa rough 
As Northern tempests, or the vexed bowels 
Of too insulting waves, who at one blow 
Five merchanta' wealths into the deep doth throw : 
111 threaten crimson wars. 

Rogero. Aye, aye, that's good ; 
Let them keep coin, pay tribute with their blood. 

Spmit. Farewel then, Don Andrea : to thy charge. 
Lords, let us in : joy shall be now our guest ; 
Let's in to celebrate our second feast. 

[Exeunt Mnne*, prater Lortitzo. 

Loremo. Andrea's gone embassador; 
Lorenzo is not dreamt on in this age: 
Hard fate. 

When villains sit not in the highest state ! 
Ambition's plumes, that flourish'd in our court. 
Severe authority Ims dash'd with justice ; 
And policy, and pride, walk like to exiles 
Giving attendance, that were once attended ; 
'\ And we rejected that were once high honoured. 
^' f hate Andrea, 'cause be aims at honour, when 
My purest thoughts work in a pitchy rate, 
Which are as different as heaven and hell. 
One peers for day, the other gapes for night. 
That yawning Betdara with her jetty skin, 
'Tis she I hug as mine effeminate bride, 

* Spoken sude. 



Dinlz-MNGOO'^IC 



For snch complexiouB best appease. my ptide. 

I have a lad in pickle of this atamp, 

A melancholy ducon tented coortier, 

Whose famiih'd jaws look like the chap of death : 

Upon nhose eye-brows hang damnation ; 

Whose hands are wash'd in rape, and murdera bold : 

Him with a golden bait will 1 allure, 

(For courtiers will do any thing for gold) 

To be Andrea's death at his return. 

He loves my sister ; that shall cost his life : 

So she a husband, be shall lose a wife. 

sweet, sweet policy, 1 hug thee I good : 
Andrea's Himen's draught shall be in bloood. [ExU. 

Enter Horatio at one door, Andeea ataaother. 

Horatio. Whither in such baste, my second self? 

Andrea. I 'faith my dear bosom, to take solemn leave 
Of a most weeping creature. 

HnnUio. That's a woman. 

Enter Bellimpbkia. 

Andrea. That's Bellimperia. 

Horatio. See, see, she meets you here : 
And what is it to love, and be lor'd dear I 

BeUwijieria. I have heard of your honour^ gentle 
breast, 

1 do not like it now so well roethinka. 

Andrea. What ! not to have honour bestowed on 

Bellimperia. O yes : but not 9 wandering honour, 

I could afford well didst thou stay here. 

Could honour melt itself into thy veins. 

And thou the fountain, 1 could wish it so. 

If thou would'st remain here with me, and not go. 

Andrea. "Tis but to Portugal. 

Horatio. But to demand the tribute, lady. 

BelUmperia. Tribute! alas! that Spain cannot of 

Forbear a little coin, the Indies being so near ! 
And yet this i« not all : 1 know you are too hot, 
Too full of spleen for an embassador. 
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And witl leftn much to honour. 

Andrea. Push 1 

Bellimptna. Nay, hear me, dear : I know you will 
b« rough 
Aad Tiolent; and Portingal hath a teoipestuoui son, 
Stampt with the mark of fury, and yon too. 

Andrea. Sweet Bellimperia I 

BetUmperia. We'll meet like thunder*, each impe- 
rious 
Over other's spleen ; you have both prond Bptrks, 
And both will strive to aspire ; 
When two ves'd cbuds jostle, they strUce ont fire : 
And you, I fear me, war, which peace *forefend t 

dear Andrea, pray, let us have no wars ! 
First let them pay the soldiers that were maim'd 
In the last battle, ere more wretches fall, 

Or walk on stilts to timeless funeml. 

Andrea. Respective dear, my live's happiness, 
The joy of all my bein^, do not shape 
Frightful conceit beyond the intent of act I 

1 know, thy love is vigilant o'er my blood. 

And fears ill fate which heaven hath yet withstood. 
But be of comfort; sweet Horatio knows 
I go to knit friends, not to kindle foes. 

Horatio. True, madam Bellimperia, that's his task : 
The phrase he nseth must be gently styl'd; 
The king hath warned him to be smooth and mild. 

Bellmperia. But will you indeed, Andrea ? 

Andrea. By this. 

BeUttnperta. By this lip-blnshing kiss. 

Horatio. ,0 you swear sweetly. 

BetUmperia. 111 keep your oath for you tilt you 
return. 
Then III be sure you shall not be forsworn. 
Enter Fedrinoako. 

Andrea. Ho, Pedringano ! 

Pedringano. Signioro. 
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Andrea. Are all thia^ kboardt 

PedtingaHo, They are, mr good lord. 

Aadrta. Tben, Bellimpena, I take leave : Hondo 
Be io my absence my dear self, chaite Klf : 
Whatl playing the womao, Bellimperie ? 
Nay then you love me not, or at the least 
Tou drown my honours in those flowing waters. 
Believe it, Bemmperia, 'tia as common 
To wee|) at parting as to be a womau. 
Love me more valiant ; play not this moist prize ; 
Be woman in all parts save in thy eye* : 
And BO I leave thee. 

BeUimperia. Parewe), my lord: 
Be mindful of my love, and of your word. 

Andrea. 'Tis fixed upon my heart , adieu, soul's friend ! 

Horatio. All honour on Andrea^* steps attend. 

Bellmperia. Yet he is in sight, and yet but now he's 
vanish'd. {_Ex'U Andrea. 

Horatio. Nay, lady, if you stoop so much to passion, 
I'll call him back again. 

BelUmperia. O, good Horatio, no : it is for honour. 
Pr'jthee let him go. 

Horatio. Then, madam, be compos'd, as you were 
wont, 
To musick and delight; the time being comick, will 
Seem short and pleasant, till his return 
From Portingal: 

And, madam, in this circle let your heart move: 
* HDnour*d promotion is the sap of love. [Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Lorenzo and Lazarotto, a dUcontented 
couTtier. 

Lorenxo. Come my soul's spaniel,my life's jetty sub- 
stance. 
What's thy name? 

tazarotto. My name's «n honest name, a courtier's 

'Tis Lazarotto. 

Lorenzo. What, Lazarotto. 

Lazarotto. Or rather rotting in this lazy age 
That yields me no employment: I have mischief 
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Within my breast, more than my 'bulk can bold : 
I want a midwife to deliver it. 

Lorenxo. I'lt be the he-ooe then, and rid thee soon 
Of this dull, leaden, sod tormenting elf. 
Thou know'st the love betwixt Beltimperia and 
Andrea's bosom? 

Latarotlo. Aye, I do. 

Lorenzo. How might I cross it, my sweet mischief! 
Honey damnation I how ? 

Laxarotlo. Well: 
As many ways as there are paths to hell. 
And that's enow ifaith. From usurers' door. 
There goes one path : from friers that nurse whores. 
There goes another path : from brokers' stalls. 
From rich that die and build no hospitals. 
Two other paths : from farmers that crack barns 
With stuffing com, yet starve the needy swarms. 
Another path : from drinking schools one. 
From dicing houses — bnt from the coitrt, none, none. 

Lorenzo. Here is a glave just of the stamp I wish ; 
Whose ink soul's blacker than his name, 
Though it stand printed witii a raven's qoill. 
But, Lazarotto cross my sister's love, 
And I'll rain showers of duckets in thy palm. 

Laiarotlo. Oh duckets, dainty ducks; forgive me 
duckets, 
111 fetch you duck enough for gold ; and chink 
Makes the punk wanton, and the bawd to wink. 

Lorenzo. Discharge, discharge, good Lazarolto, how 
We may cross my sister's loving hopes. 

Latarotto. Nay, now I'll tell you. 

Lorenzo. Thou knowest Andrea's gone embassador. 

Lazarolto. The better; there's opportunity; now 
list to me. 



( Nkt Folinir, bj BeaiunoDt and Flcfclifr, vol. 
p. 3U. adidoa JT78: 

■' Mj mainlenaaet, raical> '. mji bvA, my eihilitioD I" 
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Enter JEKONiHOOftd HoKATio, aitdiMerh^ar Hmr talk. 

Alcario, the duke Medina's 1011, 

Dotes on your sister Bellimperia: 

Him in her private gallery you shall place 

To court her; tet his protestations be 

Fashioned with rich jewels, 'for in love 

Great gifts and gold have the best tongue to more. 

Let him not spare an oath without a jewel 

To bind it fast ; oh I know women's hearts 

What stufi* they are made of, my lord : gifts and giving 

Will melt the chastest seeming female living. 

Lorenzo. Indeed Andrea is but poor, thouih honour- 
able; 
His bounty among soldiers sokes him dry, 
And therefore great gifts may bewitch her eye. 

Jeronimo. "Here's no fine villainy, no damned bro- 
ther I' 

Lorenzo. But say she should deny his gifts, be all 
Compos'd of hate, as my mind gives me that 
She will : what then ? 

LazOTotto. Then thus : at his return 
To Spain, I'll murder Don Andrea. 

Lorenzo. Dar'st thou, spirit? 

Laxarotto. What dares not he do that ne'er hopes to 
inherit? 

Horatio. He dares be dama'd like thee. 

• —for in loiw, &c.] The Mme Beadment is in botb ShakapaSH 
and Besumoat and Fletcher. 

Tan OtBlUmen tf Vfrona, A. 3. S. 8 : 

" Win her with gifts, if she iBipecU not words ; 

" Dumb jewels <mni in didr rilent kiod, 

" More than quiok words, do mois » woman'* miltd.'' 
n* Woman Hater, A. 4. S. S; 

" your offers must 

" Be full of bount; ; TelTcts to taniiih s gown, ■ 



" For petticoMa and torepsitt, shae for lining ; 
" Forget not tome pret^ jewel to ntsten after 
" Some little comprement ! If she deny this c< 



" Double jnur bounties ; be not wanting in sbimdsDCs : 
" PohiBH of gifts, link'd with a pleasing tongue, 
" Will win an anchorita." 
Hen'i nofim vULany] See Note to Thi Mayor «f Quaioraafh, 
* This line and the next words of Hoialio are spoken asids. 
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Laxarotto. Dare I? Ha, hal 
I have no hope of everlasting height, 
Mr soul's a Moor you know, aalvatioa's white. 
What dare I not enact th«a? Tush, he dies ; 
I will make way to Bellimperia's eyes. 

Lorento. To weep 1 fear, but not to tender love. 

Laxarotto. Why, is she not a woman? she must 
weep 
Awhiie, as widows use till their first sleep ; 
Who in the morrow following will be sold 
To new, before the first are throughly cold. 
So Bellimperia : for this is common ; 
The more she weeps, the more she plays the woman. 

Lorenzo. Come then, howe'er it hap, Andrea shall 
be crost. 

Lazarollo. Let me alone, I'll turn him to s ghost. 

{Exeunt Lorenzo, and Lazarotto and Horatio' 
Manet Jekowino. 

Jeronvno. Farewet, true brace of villains ; 
Come hither, boy Horatio, didst thou hear them ? 

Horalio. O my trne breasted father, my ears 
Have Buck'd in poison, deadly poison : 
Murder Andrea I O inhuman practice 1 
Had not your reverend years been present here, 
I should nave ponyarded the villain's bowels. 
And shoved his soul out to damnation. 
Murder Andrea ! honest lord ! impious villains I 

Jeronima. I like thy true heart, boy ; thou lov'st thy 
friend, 
It is the greatest ailment and sign, 
That I b^ot thee, for it shews thou art mine. 

Horatio. O father, 'tis a charitable deed 
To prevent those that would make virtue bleed ! 
I'll dispatch letters to Don Andrea; 
Unfold their hellish practice, damn'd Intent, 
Against the virtuous rivers of his life. 
Murder Andrea 1 
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£iifer IsAXKLLA. 
Jeronimo. Peace: wko comes her«? oews, news, 

Isabella. 
I*abeUa, What news, JercHiimo? 
Jenmmo. Stnuge news : 
Lorenzo is beccHne an honest man. 
IsabetUt. Is this yoat vondrous news? 
JtTonimo. Is it not wondrous 
To have honesty in hell ? go tell it abroad now ; 
But see you put no new additions to it. 
As thus — shall I telt you, gossip; Lorenzo is 
Become an honest roan :— beware, beware; for honesty 
Spoken in derision points out knavery. 
O then take heed ; that jest would not be trim, 
He's a great man, therelore we must not knare him. 
In, gentle soul; 111 not be long away, 
As, short my body, short shall be my stay." 

[ExU ItabeUa. 
Horatio. Murder Andrea I what blood-sucking slave 
Could choke bright honour in a scabbard grave ? 

Jerommo. What harping still upon Andrea'a death? 
Have courage, boy ; 1 shall prevent their plots, 
And make thero both stand like two politick sots. 

Horatio. Lorenzo has a reach as far as hell, 
To hook the devil from his flaming cell : 
Oh, sprightly father, he'll out-reach you then ; 
Koaves longer reaches have than honest men. 

Jeronimo. But, boy, fear not,ril out-stretch them all. 
My mind's a giant, though my bulk be smalP. 

[^ExeutU onmet. 
Enter the Kai^ ofPoRTiKGAL, Balthbzak, Alex- 
AMDao, Don Voll.upo, and othtrt: a peal of ord- 
nance i within, a griat thout of people. 
King. What is the meaning of this loud report? 



that Ben JoDBOn lutd supported the character of JeTOainio, but 111 

tionmoit likely applies to the Spaniih T ' 

It for the MCDnd portof JerouimD, fiom w 

loiation. C. 

T Small] The fiist edition it 



assertion most likely applies to the Spaniih TragaSv, or what wss 
' ■' '" ' n whidihe introduces > 
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Atacandro. An embassy, my lord, is new arrived 
from SpaiM. 

Ki»g. Son BaltUezar, we pray do yon ^ meet him, 
And do him all the hoaoor that belong* him. 

Balthtiar. Father.my bcit endeavourriiRllobey you : 
Welcome, worthy lord, Spain's choice embassador. 
Brave, stout Andrea; for so I gnesi thee. 
Enter Avdrba. 

Andna. Portugal's, ere I thank thee. 
Thou seems no less than what thou art, a prince. 
And SD heroiclc spirit : Portingal's Iciog, 
I kiss my hand, and lender on thy throne 
My master's love, peace, and affection. 

KUt^. And we receive them, and thee, worthy 
Andrea : 
Thy master's high-prized love unto our heart, 
Is welcome to his friend ; tiiou to onr court. 

Andrea. Thanks PortiDgal. My lords I had in 
cha^e 
At my depart from Spain, this embassage, 
To pnt your breast in mind of tribute due 
Unto our master's kingdom, these tiiree years 
Detained and kept back : and 1 am sent to know. 
Whether n^lect, or wilt, detaim it so. 

Kmg. Thus much return unto thy king, AndiM; 
We have with best advice thought of our state, 
And find it much dishononr'd by base homage : 
I not deny, but tribute bath been due 
To Spain by our forefathers' base captivity. 
Yet cannot rase out their successors merit. 
Tis said, we shall not answer at next birth 
Onr fathers' faults in heaven ; why then on earth t 
Which proves and shews, that which they lost 
By base captivity, 

We may redeem with honoured valiancy : 
We borrow nought : our kingdom is our own : 
He is a base king that pays rent for his throne. 

Andrea. Is this thy answer, Portingal ? 

BaUhetar. Ay, Spain ; 
A royal answer too, which I'll maintain. 
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PnMU. And all the peers of Portuynl th< like. 

Andrea. Tben thiu all Spain, which but three mi- 
nntesago 
Was thy full friend, is now retunied thy foe. 

Bahhtzar. An excellent foe; ve ihall have Muffling 
good. 

jtndrea, Thoa ihalt pay tribute, Portugal, with 
blood. 

Ballheiar. Tribute for tribute then ; and foei for 
foei. 

Andrea. I bid you luddea wars. 

Baltknar. I ludden blows, and that's as good ai 
wars. 
Don, I'll not bat« 

An inch of courage, not a hair of fate : 
Pay tribute I with strokes. 

Andrea. Aye, with itrokes you shall : 
Alas, that Spain should correct Portugal 1 

Balthezar. Correct I 
O, in that one word such torments do I fe^ 
That I could lash thy ribs with valiant stael. 

Andrea. Prince fialtliesar, riiall's meet? 

BaWuMor. Meet, Don Andraa! ye* in the battle's 
bowels; 
Here it my gage, a never-failbg pawn ; 
Twill ke^ his day, hia hour, nay nuDSte : 'twill. 

Andrea, Then thine, und this, possess on« quality. 

Balthezar. O let them kiss: 
Did I not understand thee noble, valiant. 
And worthy my sword's society with thee. 
For all Spain's wealth, I'd not grasp hands. 
Meet Don Andrea, 1 lell thee, noble spirit, 
I'd wade up to the knees in blood, I'd maka 
A bridge of Spanish carcases, to single thee 
Out of the gasping umy. 

Andrea. Wool thou, prince? 
Why even for that, I love. 

BaUtuxar. Tut, love me, man, when we have drank 
Hot blood together: wounds will lie 
An everlasting settled ami^, 
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And so shall thiae. ' 

Anina, And tbioe. 

BaUhexar. What! ^ve no place? 

Andrea. To whom ? 

BdilhezaT. To me. 

Andrea. To thee ? 
Why should my face that's placed above my mind, - 
Pall under it ? 

Batthezar. Ml make thee yield. 

Andrta. Aye, wbeo you get me down; 
But I stand even yet, jump crown to crown. 

Balthezar Dar'stthou? 

Andrea, I dare. 

BaUhfzar. I am all vezt. 

Andrea. I care not. 

Baltkezar. I sliall Torget the law. 

Andrea. Do, do. 

BaUhezar. Shall I? 

Andrea. Spare not. 

Baltheim. But thon wilt yitild first. 

Andrea. No. 

BaUhezar. 0, I hug thee for't, 
The valiant'st spirit e'er trod the Spanish court : 
Here let the rising of our hot blood set. 

AlexandTo. My leege, two nobler spirits never met. 

BaUhezar, Until we meet in purple, when our swords 
Shall 

Andrea. Agreed, right valliant prince:— 
Then Portugal, this is thy resolute answer. 

King. -So return: it's so: we have bethought ti9 
What tribute is; how poor that monarch shews. 
Who for his throne a yearly pension owes ; 
And what our predecessors lost to Spain, 
We have fresh spirits that can reuew it again. 

Arulrea. Then I unclasp the purple leaves of war : 
Many a new wound must gasp through an old scar^ 
So Portugal, I leave thee. 

King. Ourself in person 
Will see thee safe aboard : come son, come lords. 
Instead of tribute we must payour swords^ 
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Balthezar, Remember, Don Aodrea, thai >- ' ■ - t. 

Andrea. Up hither sailiog in a crimson H' • ' 

El''.'-. ■ ' 
F.nter Lokenzo and Alcario. 

Lorenzo. Do you affect my sister? 

AUario. Affect! above affection, for 
Her breast is my lives' treasure ; O entire 
Is the condition of my hot desire ! 

Lorenzo. Then this must be your plot, 
Tou know Andrea's gone embassador. 
On whom niy sister Bellimperia 
Caatu her auction : 

You are in stature like him, speech alike. 
And had yon but his vestment on your back. 
There's no one living but would swear 'twere he 
Therefore sly policy must be your guide. 
I have a suit^ust cf Andrea's colours, 
Proportion'd in all parts :— nay, 'twas hia own i 
This suit within my closet shall you wear, 
Aod so disguised woe, sue, and then at last— - 

Alcario. What? 

Lorenzo. Obtaiu thy love. 

Alcario. This falls out rare ; 
In this disguise I may both wed, bed, and board her. 

Lorenzo. You may, you may: 
Besides, within these few days he'll letnm. 

Alcario. Till this be acted, I in passion bum. 

Lorenzo. Ail falls out for the purpo«: 'all hit« 
jump; 
The date of his embassage nigh expired 
Gires strength unto our plot. 

•^ o« hiujaaf\ i. e. tmctly. So, ia HmJa : " —jtmf U lhi« 
" -dead hour." S. 

AgaiD, Tht Twt KMe Eintmfli, A. 1. S. S : 

" -whera ev'rj seemiag good's 

" A certain evil ; where not to be ^ujtinp 
" Ab the; are, here weie to be ittangen, and 
" Such things to be mere moDBteia.* 

OthiUo, A. 2. S. 3 ; 

" Mj»elf the while will draw the Moor apart, 
" And bring himjung) where he may Casho find." 
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Alcario. True, true; all to the parpOBe. 
Loremo. Moreover, I will boz Aadrea's landing; 
Which, once but crept into the vulgar mouths, 
Is hurried here and there, aod sworD for troth : 
Think, 'tis your love makes me create this guise, 
And willing hope to see your virtue rise. 

Alcario. Lorenzo's bounty 1 do more enfold 
Than the greatest miae of Indian's brightest gold. 
Lorenzo. Come, let us in : the next time you shall 
show 
All Don Aadrea, not Alcario. [Extttnt omnes. 

Enler JvBOMiMO tTvatiug of hu points ; HoKATiomA 
pen anil ink. 
Jeronimo. Come pull th^ table this way: lo; *tis 
veil: 
Come write, Horatio, write ; 
This speedy letter must away to. night. 

[Horaliir folili the paper the contTanf way. 
What I fold paper that way to a nobleman ? 
To Don Andrea, Spain's embassador I 
Fie ! I am ashamed to see it : hast thou worn 
Gowns ia the university, "tost l<^iGk, 
Suckt philosophy, eat cues, drunk cees *", and cannot 

give 
A letter the right courtier's crest? 
O theres a kind of state, 
In every thing, save in a cuckold's pate 1 
Fie, fie, Horatio I what is your pen foul t 

Horatio. No, father, cleaner then Lorenio's soul; 
That's dipt in ink made of an envious gall, 
Else bad my pen no cause to write at alL 
Jeronimo. Sigoior Aadrea, say. 
Horatio. Signior Andrea — ■ 
Jeronimo- 'Tia a villainous ^e this. 

* The quarto leada JeiC 

'" Eat caei, drank cea,^ Teimi comnt in the onneraities for 
diffetent poitioaa of bread and beer. S. 

Id the cbai&cter of an old college-buttlei by Dr. Eaile, Micro- 
GDRmographie 1638, it ia tsiA: " He domineerH over freahmea 
when they fint come to the hatch, and puizles them with BCrange 
language of eua and eeti, and tarni broken lAtin, which he has 
learnt at hi« bin." 
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H^atio. Tis a rillainous tge thit— 

Jeronimo. That a nobleman should be a knav« at 
Well as an ostler. 

Horatio. That a nobleman should be a knave ai 
Welt ai an ostler — 

Jtronimo. Or a Serjeant. 

Horatio. Or a serJeant — 

Jeronimo. Or a broker. 

Horatio. Or a broker — 

Jeronimo. Yet I speak not this of Lorenzo, 
For he's an honest lord. 

Horatio. 'S foot, father. Til not write him honest 
lord. 

Jeronimo. Take up thy pen, or I'll take up thee. 

Horatio. Whatl r^ht him honest lord? I'll not 
agree. 

Jeronimo. You'll take it up, sir ? 

Horatio. Well, well. 

Jeronimo. What went before ? thouhastput me out: 
beshrew 
Thy iropadence or insolence. 

Horatio, Lorenw's an honest lord — 

Jeronimo. Well, sir — and has hired one to muider 
you. 

Horatio. O, I cry you mercy, father, meant yoa so ? 

Jeronano. Art thou a. scholar, Don Horatio, 
And canst not aim at figurative speech ? 

Horatio. I pray yon, pardon me ; twas but youth's 
Hasty error. 

Jeronimo. Come, read then. 

Horatio. And has hired one to murder you — 

Jeronimo. He means to send you to heaven, when 
You return from Portugal. 

Horatio. From Portugal— 

Jeronimo. Yet he's an honest duke's son. 

Horatio. Yet he's an— 

Jeronimo. But not the honest son of a duke. 

Horatio. -But not the honest — 

Jeronimo. O that vilkiiny should be found in the 

great chamber t 
Horatio. O that villainy— 
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Jerofiifflo. And honesty in the bottom of a cellar. ' 

Arrafio. And honesty— 

Jeronimo. If you'll be murdered, yon may. 

Horatio. Ifyoullbe— 

Jeronimo. If you be not, thank God and Jeronimo. 

Horatio. If you be not — 

Jeronimo. If you be, thank the devil and Lorenzo. 

Horatio. If you be, thanlc — 

Jeronmo. Thus hoping you will not be murdered, 
and you can choose. 

Horatio. Thus hoping you will — 

Jtronimo. Especially being warned before hand. 

Horatio. Especially — 

Jeronimo^ I take my leave, boy; Horatio, write leave 
Bending in the hams like an old courtier: — 
Iliy assured friend, say, 'gainst Lorenzo and 
The devil, — little Jeronimo marshal. 

Horatio. Jeronimo marshal. 

Jeronimo. So, now read it o'er. 

Horatio. Signior Andrea, 'tis a villainous age this, 
That a noblemen should be a knave as well 
As an ostler, or a serjeant, or a broker; yet 
I speak not this of Lorenzo : he's an 
Honest lord, and !ias hired one to murder you. 
When you return from Portugal : yet 
He's an honest duke's son, but not the 
Honeat son of a duke. O that villainy 
Should be found ia the great chamber, and honesty 
In the bottom of a cellar I 



To sajr, knavery in the court, and honesty in a 
Cheese-house. 

Horatio. If you'll be murder'd you may: if you be 
Not, thank God and Jeronimo : if you be, 
ThWk the devil and Lorenzo. Thus hoping 
You will not be murder'd, and you can choose ; 
Especially being warn'd before-hand, I take my leave. 

jeronimo. Hoiatio, bast thou written, leave bending 
in the 
Hams, enough, like a gentleman usher? 'Sfoote, 
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No Horatio ; thou hast niad« bm stractdle too much 
Like a Frenchmao : for ahame, put his legs closer. 
Though it be painful. 

Horatio. So, 'tis done, 'tis done.— 
Thy assured friend 'gainst Lorenzo and the deril ; 
Little Jeronimo Marshal. 

Enter Lokbnzo and Isabella. 



Jeronimo. Wax, wax, Horatio: I had need wax too, 
Onr foes will stride else over me and yon. 

UabtUa. He's writing a love-letter to some Spanish 
lady. 
And. now he calls for wax to seal it. 

Lorenzo. God save you, good knight Marshal. 

Jeronimo. Who's tlust my lord Lorenzo! velcoine, 
- welc<xne ; 
" You're the last man I thought oil, save the devil : 
Much doth your presence grace our homely roof. 

Larento. O Jeronimo, 
Your wife condemns you of an uncourtesy, 
And over-passing wroag ; and, more, she names 
Love-letters which you send to Spanish dames. 

Jeronimo. Do you accnse me ao, kind Isabella ? 

Isabeti^. Unkind Jeronimo. 

■ Lorenzo. And for my instance, this in . your hand is 
one. 

Jeronimo. In sooth, my lord, there is no written 

Of any lady, then no Spanish dame. 

Lorenzo, If it were not so, you would not be airaJd 
To read, or show, the waxed letter ; 
Pray you, let me behold it. 

" Teu-re the ZM mam &e.] Mr. SteerenB obaerTu (Note to 
Merry Wivet, iccA.i-S. S.), that " in the ancient inteiludM md 
" molalities the beings of fupieme powei, excelleDCe or depravit;, 
aia occaiitniallj s^Ied Sink So, in Much ada ahnit nothing, 
Dogberry Baja, God'i. a good man. Again, in an EpitB|>b, pait 
of which has been borrowed aa an ab»Md one by Mr. Pope and 
laa associatee, who were not very well ttc^n^Qled with an^eni 
Phtaseology. See Xemoirs if P, P." 
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Jeronimo. I pra^ yon |»rdon me. 
1 mast conTau, my loid, it treats of lore, 
Lotre to Andrea, ay tven to hu very boaom. 

Lortnzo. What news, my lord, hear you from Por- 
tugal T 

Jtronimo. Who 1 ? before yonr ^race it must not be ; 
The bad^r feeds oot tit) the lyon's senred; 
Nor'* fits it news so soon l^iss subjects' ears, 
As the fair cheek of high authority. 
Jeronimo lives much absent from Uie court. 
And, being absent, there lives from report. 

Lorenzo. Farewel, Jeronimo. 

Itabetta. Welcome, my lord Lorenzo. 

[Exewit Lorenao and IiaMla^ 

Jeronimo. Boy, 
Thy mother's jealous of my love to her, 

Boratio. O, she ptay'd us a wise part ; now ten to 
one 
He had not heard the tetter read 
Just as he enter'd. 

Jeronimo. Though it had happen'd evil. 
He should have heard his name yoked with the devil. 
Here, seal the letter with a loving knot: 
Send it with speed : Horatio linger not; 
That Don Andrea may prevent his death, 
And know his enemy by his envious breath. [Exeunt. 
Enter Lokemzo and Alca&io, ditguWd Iife« Amdrea. 

Loreuxo. Now,' by the honour of Castile's true house. 
You are as like Andrea, part for part. 
As he is like himself! did I not know you 
By " my cross I swear, I could not think vou but 
Andrea's self, so legg'd, so fac'd, so speech'd, 
So all in all, methinks I should salute 
Your quick return, and speedy haste from Portugal : 
Welcome, fair lord, wordiy embassador, 

W Kbr Jiti it atiu » n«ii kin ai^ett/ tm,1 III Uie quarto, the 
word tan it omittad. As the senSe of thi» paaug« u imperfect 
without Bome' eddition, I hsre adopted Ae sbove emeadatioD. 
which WW propoipd by Mr. Steerwis. 

" fljf my cTott t netar.X See Note 67, on the Fimier of Wake- 



ii,,i,-ni, Google 



OF JEEOKIMO. 73 

Brave Don Andrea. O I laugh to lee 
How we iball jest at her miabuung thee. 

Alear'w. What bare yon g^ven it ont Andrea is re- 

Lorenzo. "Tis all about the court ia every ear. 
And my iavention, brought to me for oews 
Last night at supper ; and which the more to cover, 
I took a bow) ana quaft a health to him. 
When it would scarce go down for extream laughter. 
To think bow soon report had scatter'd it. 

Akario. Bnt is the villain Lazarotto 
Acquainted with our drift? 

LoTtmo. Not for Spain's wealth : 
Though he be secret, yet suspects the worst. 
For confidence confounds the stratagem. 
The fewer in a plot of jealousy 
Built a foundation surest, when multitudes 
Make it confused ere it come to head. 
Be secret then ; trust not the open air, 
For air is breath, and breath-blown words raiMcue. 
This is the gallery where she most frequents. 

Alcana. Within this walk have I behchl her diUly 
With my shape's substance. O immortal povrais ! 
Lend your ^sistance; clap a silver tongue 
Within this palate, that, when 1 approach 
Within the presence of this demy goddess 
I may possess an adamantJck power. 
And so bewitch her with my honied speech. 
Have every syllable a music stop; ■ • 

That, when I pause, the melody may move. 
And hem persuasion 'tween her snowy paps, 
Thfit her heart hearing may relent and yield 1 

Lorenzo. Break off, my lord : see where she maker 
approach. 

Enffl- Bellimperia. 

Akario. Then fall into your former vehia of terms. 

Lorenzo. Welcome, my lord, welcome, brave Don 
Andrea, 
Spain's beat of spirit, what news 
Prom Porti^al "i tribute or war ? ' 
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But Bee, my siatai Bellimperia comes ; 

I will derer it to some other time, 

Foi company hioders love's cooference. [Exit Lorenzo. 

BelUmjieria, Welcome, my life's self-form, dear Don 
Andrea. 

Alcario. My words iterated gives thee as much : 
Welcome, myself of self. 

BeUimperia. What news, Andrea? treats it peace or 
war? 

Alcario. At first they cried all war, as men resolv'd 
To lose both life and honour at one cast : - 
At which I thundei'd words all clad in proof. 
Which stroolc amazement to their palled speech, 
And tribute presently was yielded up. 
But, madam Bellimperia, leave we this. 
And talk of former suits and quests of love. 
They wtatper. Enter Lazarotto. 

Lazarotto. 'Tis all about the court Andrea's come i 
Would I might greet him ! and I wonder much, 
My lord Lorenzo is so slack in murder. 
Not to afford me notice all this while. 
Gold, I am true, 

I had my hire ; and thou shalt have thy due : 
Was't possible to miss him so? soft! soft! 
This gallery leads to Bellimperia's lodging: 
TTiere he is sure, or will be sure. I'll stay : 
The evening too begins " to slubber day : 
Sweet, opportuneful season; here I'll lean, 
Like a courtJiound that licks fat trenchers clean.. 

Bellimperia, But has the king partook your embassy? 

Mcario. That till to-morrow shall be now deferr'd. 

Belimperia, Nay, then you love me not; 



lejO.p.IIT. " Sorely, for the most part »o tbsy are, as may bo 
" gadieied pithei by tba colouis oi die gannenti, at the «luUErjT^ 
" m set pinpon to beatow laiiie gnatei grace and colour of aaCi- 
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Let that be first dupatcli'd ; till vhen receive this tokea. 
[She kiiui Aim. Exit Bellimperia. 
AUario. I to the king with this nnfaithfal heart I 
It mast not be : I play too false a part. 

Laxarotto. Up, La^rotto; yonder comes thy prize! 
Now lives Andrea, now Andrea dies. 

[Laxarotto kilit hm, 
Alcario, That villain Lazarotto has kill'd me. 
Instead of Andrea. 

Enter Andrea, and Roqbro, and others. 
Rogero, Welcome home, lord embassador. 
Alcana. Oh, oh, oh. 

Andrea. Whose groan was that? what frightful nl- 
Iain's this. 
His sword unsheathed ? whom hast thou murderedr 
slave 1 * 

X^xarotto. Why Don, Don Andrea. 
Andreo. No counterfeiting villain. 
He says, my lord, that he hath murdered me. 

Lazarollo. Aye, Don Andrea, or else Don the devil. 
Andrea. Lay hands on him : some rear np 
The bleeding body to the light. 

Jtogero. My lord, 1 think 'tis you : were you not 
here, 
A man might swear 'twere you. 

Andrea. His garments— ha 1 like mine, his face mad^ 
like: 
An ominous horror all my veins doth strike. 
Sure this portends my death ; this misery 
Aims at some fatal pointed tragedy. ''* 

Enter JEBOifiMO and HoRATto. 
Jeronimo. Son Horatio, see Andrea slain ! 
Ufyralio. Andrea slain! then weapon " cling ^ly 

breast. 
Andrea. Live, truest friend, for ever loved and blest. 

" clti^ Dty brtatt^ The word clmg is bo TaiiotiBly used in dif- 
ferent antlioni, that it a diSicoIt lo affix any pieciu meaning U> it. 
SeTeial instaneea are (juofed by Mr. SteeTou, in his Noto oa 
JUocMh. A. b. S. 5. 1 unaglne Horatio means, that his weapon 
ahall clinj to Um, nr nst lemehm, until he had gratified Mb revenge 
for his faend'i muider. 
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' Hvratio. Ures Don Andrea? 

Andna. Aje, but slain in thought. 
To see 80 strange a likeness foiled and wrought, 
Lords, cannot yon yet descir 
Who is the owner of this red melting body? 

Rogero. My lord, it is Alcario, doke Medina's son, 
I know him by this mole upon his breast. 

Laxarotto. Alcario slaia! hast thou begnil'd me, 
sword ? 
Arm hast thou slain thy bountiful kind love? 
Why then rot off and drop upon, the ground. 
Straw all the galleries with goblets round. 
Enter Loaenzo. 

Lorento. Who names Alcario slain? it is Alcario^ 

curaeddeedl 

CiMld'st thou not see, but make the wrong man bleed? 

Laxarotto. 'Sfoot, 'twas yonr fault, my lord ; you 
brou^t no word. 

iMTtnio, Peace; no words : III gftt thy pardon ; 
Why mum then, 

Enter Bellihperia. 

BelUmperia. Who names Andrea slain? 'tis Andrea : 
O, I swoon, I die. 

Lorenzo. Look to my sister Bellimperia ! 

Andrea. Raise up, my dear love, Bellimperia! 
6 be of comfort, sweet : call in thy spints ; 
Andrea lives : O let not death beguile thee ! 

Bellimperia. Are you Andrea? 

Andrea. Do not foi^et. 
That was Alcario, my shape's counterfeit. 

Li/renxo. Why speaks not this accursed damned 
villain ? 

iMearotto, 0, good words, my lords ; for those are 
courtier's vails : 
The king must hear ; why shonld I make two tales ? 
For to be found in two, before the king 

1 will resolve you all this strange strange thing : 
I hit, yet mist ; 'twas I mistook my part. 

Boratio. Aye, villain ; for thou aim'st at this true 
baan. 
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JoTtmimo. Horatio, 'twai we)l, u fortuns Btuids, 
This Iet(«r came act to Andrea's haada. 
Horatio. Twas happi&eH indsed. 
BeUin^yeria. Was it not you, Andrea, quaatioaed me 
'Bout lore? 

Andrea. No, Bellimperia, 
Belike 'twaa false Andrea; for the fint 
Object mine eyes met, wa* that moit accurst 
Which, I much fear me, by all signs portenda 
Most doubtful wars, and daugerous pointed ends 
To tight upon my blood. 

Bellmptrui. Angels of hearen forefend it ! 
Andrea. Some talce up the body ; others take charge 
Of tiiat accursed villain. 
Lorauo. My lord, leave that to me; 1*11 look to him. 
Jervimao. Hark, mark, Horatio : a villian guard a 

villiao. 
Andrea. The king may think my nevs ii a bad 
guest. 
When the first object is a bleeding breast. 

Exeunt omnei. 
Enter King nf Sfaik, Castils, Mediha, Roozko, 
and othertj a dead march taUlan. 
King. My lords, 
What heavy sounds are these ? — nearer and uaarer I 

ha! 
Andrea the forerunner of these news ? 
Nay, then I fear Spain's inevitable ill. 
Ha ! Andrea, speak I what news from Portugal^? 
What, is tribute paid? peace or wars ? 
Andrea. Wars, my dread leege. 
King. Why then 
That bleeding object doth pres^e what shall 
Hereafter follow. What's he that lies there al^n, 
Or hurt, or both ? Speak. 

Andrea. My leege, Alcana, duke Medina's son ; 
And by that slave this purple act was done. 

Medina, Who names Alcario slain? ah me, 'tis he: 
Art thou that villain? 
Lazarotto. How didst thou know my name^ 
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I see an excellent Tillun bath his fame, 
As well ai a great courtier. 

M*dma. Speak, villain : wherefore didst thou thii 
accursed deed ? 

Lazaretto. Because I was an ass, a villainous ass ; 
For had I hit it right, Andrea had lain there ; 
He waik'd upright : this ominous mistake, 
Thia damned error breedeth in my soul 
An everlasting tenor. 

King. Say slave, how came this accursed evil? 

Latarollo. Faith, by myself, my short sword, and 
the devil. 
To tell you all, without a tedious tongue, 
I'll cut them down, my words shall not hang " long,- 
That hapless bleeding lord Alcario, 
Which this hand slew, pox on't, was a huge doter 
On BelJimperia's beauty, who reply'd 
In scorn, and his hot suit deny'd ; 
For her affections were all firmly planted 
In Don Andrea's bosom ; yet unwise. 
He still pursued it with blind lover's eyes> 
Then hired he me with gold— fate thou elf I 
To kill Andrea, which here kill'd himself: 
For not content to stay the time of murder. 
He took Andrea's shape unknown to me. 
And in all parts disguis'd as there you see, 
Intending, as it seemed by that sly shift. 
To steal away her troth : short tale to tell^ 
I took him for Andrea ; down he fell. 

JSTtii;. O impious deed. 
To make the bf ir of honour melt and bleed 1 
Bear him away to execution. 

Lorenzo. Peace, Lazaretto, I'll get it of the king. 

Laxarotlo.Do it quickly then, or I'll spread villainy. 

Lorenzo. My lord, he is the most notorious rogue 
That ever breath'd. [/nAitenr, 

King. Away with him. 

Ijormzo. Your highness may do well to bar his 
speech, 

'* ^"^■1 This word is not in the qnatto. 
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Tis able to infect a virtuous ear. 

King. Away with bira, I will not hear him speak. 

Latarolto. My lord Lorenzo is a ' 

[Tbe^itop hit movth, and bear him in^ 

JtTonimo. Is not this a monstrous courtier ? 

Horatio. He is the court-toad, father. 

King. Tribute deny'd us ? ha ! 

Andrea. It is, my leege, and that with no mean 
words: 
He will redeem his honour lost with swords. 

King. So daring I ha 1 so peremptory I 
Can you remember the words he spake ? 

Andrea. Word for word, my gracious sovereign. 
And these they were. — TIiub much return to Spain : 
Say — That our settled judgment hath advised us 
What tribute is, how poor that monarch shews ' 
Who for his throne yearly pension owes; 
And what our predecessors lost to Spain, 
We have fresh spirits that can renew it again. 

King. Ha 1 so peremptory, daring, stout ! 

Andrea. Then, my leege, 
According to your gracious dread command; 
I bad defiance with a vengeful hand. 

Spain. He entertained it? 

Andrea. Aye, and retnraed it with naenticiug brows ; 
Prince Balthezaf his son 
Orew violent and wished the ^ht begun. 
Enter Lorenzo. 
Lorenzo. So, so, 1 have sent mv slave to hell ; 
Tho' he blab there, the devils will not tell. 
" A Tucket within. 

Spain, How now! what means this trumpet's sound 7 
Enter a Menenger. 
• Me$tenger. My leege, the Portugals 
Are up in arms, glittering in steel. 

" Atiukttmllun.'] Ta M'lwMthal mdivell,A.S.S.5. One 
of tli« *twa-diiections u a Taektt afar v|f ; and, in Hmry V. A. 4. 
S. 9. the Constabh sayi .' 

" — —Then let llietninqietiMnmd 
" TAi TiKket RODuance, and the note to momt." 
A Tucket h, ^eiefbre, probably a truniptt. 
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Spain. Where's our lord general, Loren«>, stout 
Andrea, 
With whom I rank sprightJj Horatio ? 
What ! for shame, shall the Portugal^ 
Trample the fields before jou? 

General, No, my leege, there's time eKOUgh 
To let out blood enough: uibute shall Bom, 
Out of their bowels, and be tendered so. 
Spam. Farewel, brave lords ; mj wi«hes are be- 
queath'd, 
A nobler rant of spirits never hreath'd. 

[Exeunt King and fteUa. 
Jeronmo. O my sweet boy, hearen shield thee still 
from caie! 
be as fortunate as thoQ art fvrl 
Horatio. And heaven bless you my father, in this 
fight. 
That I may see your gray head crown'd in white I 

lExtttllt (MMEf. 

Enter Amsrea, and Bzli.iuperia. 
Bellimperia. You came but now, mutt you part 

You told me th&t your spirit 

Sh(mld put on peace; but see war follows war, 

Andrea. Nay, sweet tove, cease ; 
To be deny'd our honour, why 'twere base 
To breathe and live ; and '* war in such a case 
Is even as necessary as our blood. 
Swords are in season then when right's withstood : 
Deny us tribute, that so many years 
We have in peace told out! why it would raise 
Spleen in the host of angela : 'twere eaongh 
To make out tranquil aaiats of angry ataS, 

£eUtmf)erui.. You have o'erwrooght the chiding of 
my breast ; 
And by that argument you firmly prove 
Hononr to soar above the pitch of love. 
I*nd me thy loving and thy warlike arm, 

" ««•] Tha Bnt editMn leada uttn. , 
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On which I knit thia Eoftuid silken charm. 
Tied with an amorous knot : O may it proTe 
Inchoated armour, being charmed by love ; 
That when it mounts up to thj warlike crest. 
It may put by the sword and so be blest. 

Andrea. what diyinity proceeds from love! 
What, happier fortune than myself can move I 
Hark! the drum beckons me : sweet dear, farewel. 
This scarf shall be my charm 'gainst Foes and hell. 

Bellimperia. O let me kiss thee first. 

Andrea. The drum again. 

Bellimperia. Hath that more power than H 

Andrea. Do't quickly then : farewel. [ExU Andrea. 

Beltimperia. Farewel : O cruel part ! 
Andrea's bosom bears away my heart. 

[Exit Bellbaperia. 
E»ter Balthezae, Alexandro, Vollopo, Don 
PfiDKO, with Soldieri, drum and colours. 

BaUhezar. Come, valiant spirits; you peers of Por- 
tugal, 
That owe your lives, your faiths, and services. 
To set yon free from base captivity : 
O let our fathers' scandal ne'er be seen 
As a base blush upon our free-born cheeks : 
Let all the tribute that proud Spain recdv'd 
Of those all captive Portugales deceased, 
Turn into chafe, and choak their insolence. 
Methinks no moiety, not one little thought 
Of them whose servile acts live in their graves, 
But should raise spleens big as a cannon-bullet 
Within your bosoms : for honour. 
Your country's reputation, your live's freedom. 
Indeed your all that may be termed revenge, 
Now let your bloods be liberal as the sea ; 
And all those wounds that you receive of Spain, 
Let theirs be equal to quit yours again. 
Speak Portugales : are you resolved as T, 
To live like captives, or as free-bom die. 

Vollupo. Prince Balthezar, as you say, so say we ; 
To die with honour, scorn captivity. 
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Jlexandro. Why, spoke tilie true PortDgales indeed : 
1 am assured'of your TorwardQess. 
Now, Spain, git finn, I'll make thy towers shake. 
And all that gold thou hadst from Portugal, 
Which makes thy court melt in luxuriousness, 
I vow to hare it treble at thy hands. 
Hark, Portugales I 1 hear their Spanish dram : 
March on and meet them : this must be the day. 
That all they have received they back must pay. 

[The PoTtugalei march about. 
Enter Jeronimo, Ahskxa, Houatio, Lorekko, 

LordGbneral, RoGERO, ahd^ttendantiwUAiJrum 

ami colours. 

Jeronimo. What are you braving ns before we 
come! 
Well be as ishrill as you : strike alarum, drum. 

[They sound a fiourish on both sties. 

Bailkezar. Thou inch of Spain, 
Thou man, from thy hose downward scarce so much, 
Thou very little longer than thy heard. 
Speak not such big words ; they'll throw thee down. 
Little Jeronimo: words greater than thyself I 
It must be. 

Jeronimo. And thou long thing of Portugal, why 

Thou that art full as tall 

As an English galloWs, upper beam and all, 

Devourer of apparel, thou huge swallower. 

My hose will scarce make thee a standing CoUeU' : 

What ! have T almost quited you ? 

Andrea. Have done, 
Impatient marshal, 

Balthezar. Spanish combatants. 
What ! do you set a little pigmy toarshal 
To question with a prince? 

Andrea. No, prince Balthezar, 
I have desired him peace, thst werni^ht war : 
What! is the tribute-money tendered yet? 

Balthezar. Tribute? ha'l ha! 
What else, wherefore meet our drums, 
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But to tender and recdve the sums 

or many a bleeding heart, which ere sun fall 

Shall pay dear tribute, even their lives and all ? 

Andrea. Prince Ballkezar, I know your valiant 
spirit ; 
I know your courage to be tried and good, 
And yet, O i»ince, be not con&rmed in blood : 
Not that I taite of fear or cowardice. 
But of religion, piety, and love 
To many bosoms that yet firmly move ■ 
Without disturbed spleens : O in thy heart 
Weigh the dear drops of manv a piuple part 
That must be acted on the field's peeo stage 
Before the evening dews quench &e son's rage. 
Let tribute be appeased and so stayed, 
And let not wonted fealty be " deuayed 
To our desartful kingdom : Portugales, 
Keep your forefathers' oaths ; that virtue craves ; ■ 
Let them not lie foresworn now in their graves, 
To make their ashes peijur'd and unjusti 
For heaven can be revenged on their dust. 
They swore to Spain both for themselves and ywi : 
And will posterity prove their sires untrue? 
This should not be 'mong men of virtuons sprit ; 
Pay tribute then, and receive peace and writ. 

BaUhezar. O virtuous coward ! 

Horatio. i^oble spirit ! 
To term him coward for his virtuous meritt 

Aadrea. Coward 1 nay then, relentless rib of steel. 
What virtue cannot, thou shalt make him fee). 

Lorenzo. Proud Alexandro, thou art mine ? 

Alexandra, Agreed. 

Bogero. And thou, Vollupo, mine. 

Follupo. I'll make thee bleed. 

Horatio. And thou, Don Pedro, mine. 

Don Pedro. I care not whose; or thine, or thine, or 
all at once. 

Baltheiar. I bind thee Don Andrea, by thy honour, 

"denajfti] SeeNota to TuJiot«I onrf GimUBrfa, vol. 11. p. 19«. 
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Thy valiancy, and all that thou hold'at great. 

To meet rae single in the battle's heat ; 

Where I'll set down, in characters on thy flesh. 

Four precious lines, spoke by our fathers' mouth, 

When first thou cam'st embassador: these they are: 

Tis said we shall not answer at next birth 

Our fathers' faults in heaven, why then on earth ? 

Which proves and shews, 

That what they lost by base captivity. 

We may redeem with wonted valiancy : 

And to this crimson end our colours spread : 

Our courages are new born, our valours bred : 

Therefore Andrea, as thou tenderest fame. 

Wars, reputation, and a soldier's name. 

Meet me. 

Andrea, I will. 

Balthezar. Single me out. 

Andrea. I shall. 

Alexaadro, Do you the like. 

Lorenzo. And you all, and we. 

Andrea. Can we be foeSf and all so well agree 

BalthetaT. Why, man, in war there's bleeding 
amity: 
And he this day gives me the deepest wound, 
I'll call him brother. 

Andrea. Then prince, call me so ; 
To gain that name, I'll give the deepest blow. 

Jeronimo, Nay, then, if brotherhood by strokes come 
due, 
I hope, boy, thou wilt gain a brother too. 

Horatio. Fatlier, donbt it not. 

Andrea. Lord Geoeral, 
Breathe, like your name, a general defiance 
'Gainst Portugal. 

General. Defiance p> the Portugales. 

Balthezar. The like 
Breathe our Lord General gainst the Spaniards. 

General. Defiance to the Spaniards. 

Andrea. Now cease words, 
I long to hear the musick of clashed swords. 
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halthezaT, Why, thou shall hear it preseotiy. 

[They offer tojight. 

Andrea. Quickly then. 

Balthetar. Whyuow? 

General. O stay, my lords. 
This will but breed a mutiny in the camp. 

Balthetar. 1 am all fire, Andrea. 

Andrea. Art thou ? good : 
Why then I'll quench thee, piince, vith thine own 
blood. 

Balthetar, Adieu. 

Andrea. Adieu. 

Ballheiar. Let's meet 

Andrea. TIs meet we did. [Ereanf Po^lugaUt. 

Lorenzo. Alexandre. 

Alesandro. Lorenzo. 

Rf^tTO. VoUupo. 

Fotlupo. Rogero. 

Horatio. Don. Pedro. 

Don Pedro. Horatio. 

Jermimo. Aye, aye, Don Pedro, my boy shall meet 
thee. 
Come valiant spirits of Spain ; 
Valiant Andrea, fortunate Lorenzo ; 
Worthy Rogero, sprightly Horatio; 

let me dwell a little on that name [ 

Be all as fortunate as heaven's bleat host, 
But, blame me not, I'd have Horatio most; 
Ride all conquerors when the fight is done, 
Especially ride thee home so, my son. 
So now kiss and embrace : come, come, 

1 am war's tutor : — stnke alarum, drum. 

[Exeant omnet. 
[After a long alarum, the Portugatet and 
Spaniards meet. The Portugaki are 
put to the worst. 
Enter Jekoniho solut. 
Jeronimo. valiant boy! struck with a giant's 
arm: 
His sword so falls upon the Portugales, 

l,.;l,GtH>«^lc 



Ab if he would siice them out like orangiea, 
And squeese their bloods out : O abundant joy ! 
Never had father a moie happier boy. [Exit Jeronmo. 
Enter Balthezar, anda Soldier. 

Batlhezar. Can you not find Don Aitdrea Forth ? 
O for a voice shriller than all the trumpets 
To prince Andrea's ears through the hot anny ! 
Go search again : bring him, or ne'er return. 

[Exit Soldier. 
Valiant Andrea, by thy worthy blood. 
Thy honour'd faith which thou pawn'st to mine ; 
By all that thou hold'stdear upon this earth, 
Sweat now to find me in the height of blood : 
Now death doth heap his goods up all at once. 
And crams his store-bouse to the top with blood. 
Might I now and Andrea, in one fight. 
Make up thy wardroope richer by a knight ! 
Enter Rogero. 

Rogero. Ha! Vollupo! 

BaUheiar. No; but a better. 

Rogero. Pos on't. 

Salthezar. Pies on't, 
' What luck is this ? but, sir, you part not so, 
Whale'er you be, I'll have a bout with yon. 

Rogero. Content: this is joy mixed with spight. 
To miss a lord, and meet a prince in fight. 

Balthezar. Come, meet me, sir. 

Rogero. Just half way; I'll meet it with my sword. 
[They fight. Balthezar beat* in Rogero. 
Enter AHtinEA with a Captain. 

Andrea. Where might I find this valorous Balthezar, 
This fierce, couragioiis prince ; a noble worthy. 
Made of the ribs of Mars and fortitude 1 
He promised to meet fair, and single me 
Out o' the misty battle : did you search 
The left wing for him ? speak. 

Captain. We did, my lord. 

Andrea. And could ne not be found ? 

Captain. Not in that wing, my lord. 

Andrea. Why, this would vex the resolution 



- OF JEEONIHO. 8T 

or a sufiering ipleeo — Prince BaltheMC I 
Portngal's TBltant heii! 
The glory of our foe, the heait of courage. 
The very BonI of true nobility, 
I call thee by thy right name ; answer me. 
Oo, Captain, pass the left wing squadron; hie, 
Hingle youTself again amidst the army ; 
Pray sweat to find him out. [Exit Captain. 

This place I'll keep : 

Now wounds are wide, and hlood is very deep. 
'Tis now about the heavy dread of battle. 
Soldiers drop down as thick as if death mowed them 
As sith men * trim the long-haird ruffioB fields. 
So fast they fall, so fast to fate life yields. 
Enter Balthbzar. 

BallhezaT. I have sweat much, and cannot find 
him>v Andrea t 

Jndrea. Prince Balthezar : o lucky minute I 

Balthezar. O loog-wished-for hour ! 
Are you remember'd, Don, 
Of a daring message and a proud attempt 
You braved me, Don, withia my father's court? 

Andrea. I think 1 did. 

Balthezar. This sword shall lash you for it. 

Andrea. . Alas I 
War knows I am too proud a scholar grown 
Now to be lashed with steel : h^ I not known 
My strength and courage, it had been easy then 
To have bom me on the backs of men : 
But now I am sorry, prince, yon come too late, 
That wear proud steel ; yfaith that should do that. 

BallhezoT. I can hold no longer : 
Come, lets see which of our strengths is stronger. 

Andrea. Mine for a w^^. 

BaUkexar, Thine I whatw^er? say. 

Andrea. I hold three woun<u to one. 

Balthezar. Costent a lay : but you shall keep stakes 
then. 

jftdrea. Nay, I'll trust you. 

* ScydiG-men or mowen. 
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For you're a prince, I know you'll pay your due. 

Baithezar. I'll pay you soundly. 

Andrea. Prince, you might have paid 
Tribute as well, then battles had been staid. 

Ballhetar. Here's tribute for you. 

Andrea. I'll receive it of you. 
And give you acquittance with a wound or two. 

{Tbey fighi. Baltkexar hath Andrea dotnn^ 
Enter Jbroniuo and Horatio. Horatio beats 
away Balthbzar. 

Andrea. Thou art a wondrous friend, a happy spirit; 
I owe thee now my life ; Couldat thou inherit 
Within my bosom, all I have is thine, 
For by this act 1 hold thy arm divine. 

HoroHo. Are you not wounded ? let me search and 
see. 

Andrea, No, my dear self, for I was blest by thee. 
Else his unpitying sword had cleft my heart. 
Had not Horatio play'd some angel's part. 
Come, happy mortal, let me rank by thee. 
Then am I sure no star will threaten me. 

Horatio. Let's to the battle once more : we may 

This haughty prince, and wound him at our feet. 

\Exevnl omnes. 
Enter RootRO and Alt.sandro in thar tkirtt, with 
" PoUaxes. 
Rogero. Art tbou true valiant ? hast thou no coat of 
proof 
Girt to thy loins 1 art tbou true loyal ''. 

Alexandro, Why look ; 
Witness the naked truth upon my breast. 
Come, lets meet, lets meet, 
And break our haughty sculs down to our feet. 

\They fight. Alexandro beats in Rogero. 

. * PdUrucs.] Poles headed bj aiei. Cnitus wniri muniliu. 
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JEnier Lobshzo ^iiid Dos Pedbo at one door, and 
ALKXAvaZJ^andRooYRO at another door. Loreiizo 
kiUt Don Pedko, and Alsxakdbo JriU» Rogero. 
Enter at one door Andrea, at anothtr door Bal- 

TUEZAR. 

Andrea. O mel ill stead ! valiant Rt^ero slain 1 
Balthexar. O my sad fates ! Don Pedro weltenog in 
his gore 1 

could 1 meet Andrea now my blood's a tiptoe, 
This hand and sword should melt him : 
Valiant Don Pedro! 

jtndrea. Worthy Rogero, sure 'twas multitudes 
That made thee stoop to death: one Portugal 
Could ne'er overwhelm thee in such crimson streams, 
And no mean blood shall quit it. Balthezar, 
Prince Balthezar. 

Balthtxar. Andrea, we meet in blood now. 

Andrea. Aye, in valiant blood of Don Rogero's 
shedding, 
And each drop is worth a thousand Portugales. 

Balthezar, I'll top thy head foi that ambitious word. 

Andrea. You cannot, prince: see a revengeful 
sword 
Waves o'er my head. 

Balthezar. Another over mine, 
Let them both meet, in crimson tinctures shine. 

[They f^ht; and Andrea hath Balthezar down. 
Enter Portugales, and relieve Balthezar, and kill 
Andrea. 

Andrea. O I am slain ! help me, Hpratio! 
My foes are base, and slay me cowardly. 
Farewel dear, dearest Bellimperia ! 
Yet herein joy is mingled with sad breath : 

1 keep her favour longer than my breath. {He diei. 

{Sound alarum, Andrea slain, and Prince 
Baltketar vaunting on him. 
Enter Jeroniho, Horatio, and Lord General. 
Horatio. My other soul, my bosom, my heart's friend, 
O, my Andrea slain ; ( have tiie price of him 
In princely blood. 
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Prince Baltbezar, my Bword shall stiike tnie stniasr ' 

And fetcli Andrea's ransom forth thy veins. 

Ixai General, dme tkom bencer iriule I make war. 

Baitbetar, Hath war made tbee so in^iudsit and 
yoang? 
Hy Bwoid ihall give correction to thy tongae. 

Jtranimo. Correct thy rascals, prince ; thou cwrect 

Luf with him boy : honours in blood best swim. 

[TbegJ^ht ami breathe afttth. 
Baltheiar. So young and Talourons this arm ne'er 
met. 
So strong a conrage in bo graea a leL 

Horatw. If tbou be'st valiant, ceaaetheae idle words. 
And let revenge hang on our glittering awordi, 
With this piond prince the haughty Baltheiar. 

[Horalto kat Prince Baltheiar d e w .- then 
enter Letwtio and tnzet Air weaptm. 
Horatio. H^id off, Lorenzo; touch sot my prisoner. 
Lorenio, He's my prisoner, 
I seiz'd his weapons first. 

Horatio. base renown I 'tis easy to seize those. 
Were forc'd laid down. 

Lorenzo, My lance first threw him from his wariiltc 

steed. 
Jeronimo. Thy lance, Lorenzo I now by my beavd 

you lye. 
fforoiio. Well, my loid, 
To you a while I tender my whole prisoner. 

Lorenzo. Horatio, 
You tender me part of mine own, you know. 

Horatio. Well, peace; with my blood dispense. 
Until my liege shdl end the difference. 

Jeronimo. Lorenzo, thou dost boast of base reoowii ; 
Why I CDsId whip all these, were their hose down. 
Horatio. Speak, prince, to whether dost thou 

yield? 
Balliexar. The vanquish'd yields to hod), to you 
first 
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HoraHa. O street piiace ! what, doat thou yiekl to 
two? 

Jertmimo. Content tbe«, boy ; thoa ^alt sustain no 
wrong. 
Ill to tbe king before, and let him know 
The Sam of victory, and his overthrow. {Exit Jermtmo. " 

Lorenzo. Andrea slain ! thanks to the stars above. 
rS ehoose my sister out her sev.'>nd love. 

[Exenrri Loraize and BaHhetar. 

Horatio. Come, noble rib of honour, valiant carcass, 
I loved thee so entirely when thou breathest. 
That 1 cobM die wert but to bleed mth thee, 
And wish me woands« even for society. 
Heaven and this arm once saved thee hoia thy foe. 
When his all-wrathful aword did baseTy point 
At the rich circle of ^y labouring heart, 
Thou groveling under indignation 
Of sword and rath : then slept heaven and I 
Between the stroke, but now alack mast die. 
Since so the powers above have writ it down, 
In marble leaves, that death is mortal crown ; 
Come then, my friend, in pnrple I will bear 
Thee to my private tent, and then prepare 
For honour'd funeral for thy melting corse. 

[He takes hu icarf and ties it about lUs arm. 
This scarf I'll wear in memory of our souls 
And of our mutual loves ; here, here, I'll wind it ; 
And full as often as I think on thee 
I'll kiss this little ensign, this soft banner, 
Smear'd with foes' blood, ail for the master's honour. 
Alas! I pity Bellimperia's eyes. 
Just at this instant, ber heart sinks and dies. 

[Exit Horatio carrying /tndrea on kit back, 
£R(er Jekonimo iolut, 

Jeronimo. My boy adds treble comfort to my age ; 
His share is greatest in the victory. 
The Portugales are slain, and put to flight 
By Spanitu^s lorce, most by Horatio's might, 
I'll to the Spanish tents to see my son, 
Give him my blessing, and then all is done. 
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&iter two dragging of entigns ; IhenlheJanerat'ofAv' 
SREA : next Horatio ami Lorenzo leading Prince 
Balthezar. active! then the Lord General 
with othen, mourning; agreatcry tDii?tm, Cbardn, 
a boat, a boat: then enter Charon and the ghoit of 
Andrea. 

HorattQ. O, m? lords. 
See Don Andrea s ghost salutes me, see embraces me I 
Jjoienxo. It is youi lore that shapes this ai^arition". 
HoraHo, Do you not see him pluoly, lords? 
Now he would kiss my cheek :— -O, my pale friend. 
Wert thou any thing but a ghost, I could love thee. 
See, he points at his own hearse ; mark all. 
As if he did rejoice at funeral. 
Andrea, Revenge, give my tongue freedom to paint 
her part, 
'o thank Horatio, and commend his heart. 
No, you'll blab secrets then? 
By Charon's boat, 1 will not. 
/ Revenge. Nay, you shall not; therefore pass ; 
C Secrets in hell are lock'd with doors of brass: 
\Use action If you will, but not in voice, 
\Your friend conceives in signs how you rejoice. 

Horatio. See, see, he points to have ""us go forward 



[Sound Irumpete, and a peal of ordnance, 

Andrea. I am a happy ghost ; 
Revenge, my' passage now cannot be erosti 
Come, ChaiDn ; come, hell's sculler, waft me o'er 
Your sable streams which look like moulten pitch. 
My funeral rites are made, my hearse hung rich.. 

{JUxeimt Ghott and Revenge : a great noise toitlan. 

WttUn. Charon; a boat, Charon! Charon! 

OuiTon. Who calls so loud on Charon ? 
Indeed 'tis such a time, the truth to tell, 
I never want a fare, to pass to hell. [£reiin( mines- 



> 
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Souiui a fiouruh- Enter, marxking, Hokatio and 
LoBEMzo Uadiag Prince Balthezar, Lord Gene- 
ral, Philippo, and Cassimero with followers, 
Horatio. These honoured rites and worthy duties 
Bpeat 
Upon the funeral of Andrea's dust; 
Those once his valiant ashes, march we now 
Homeward with victory to crown Spain's brow. 

General. The day is ours, and joy yields happy 
treasure : 
Set on to Spain, in most triumphant measure. 

[Exeunt omnei. 
Enter 3t,ROViKotohu. 
Jeronimo. Foregod! I have just mist them: ha! 
Soft, Jeronimo : thou hast more friends 
To take thy leave of: look well about thee; 
Embrace them, and take friendly leave. 
My arms are of the shortest ; 
Let your loves piece them out. 
You're welcome all, as I am a gentleman : 
For my son's sake, grant me a maa at least, 
At least I am : so giood-night, ^kind gentles. 
For I hope there's never a Jen among you all ; 
And so i leave you. [Exit. 

^ — I — - kind gentlea, 

For I hope there's never a Jew among you oH ;] A Play npon words 
vaa tbe failing of almost ereij writer of (he times. The quihble 
here upon gtJilla and Jeu is bIbd in Shakapeaie's Merchant of 
Veniee, A. 3. S. 7. See the Notes on that passage by Dr. Johnson, 
Mr. Steevens, and Dr. Fanner, vol. III. edit. ITTe, p. IT). To the 
instances there qaoLed, may be added the following irata £upAu0, 

1581. p. 6S ;. " Consider with thy selfB that thou art a g — ' 

" yea and a Gentile, and if thou neglect tby calling, thon 
■ ' thaa a Jewi." 
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EDITION. 

The Firet Part of Jeronimo. With the Warres of 
Porti^;atl and the Life and Death of Don Aodnea. 
Printed at London for Thomas Paryer, and are to be 
solde at hia shop, at the entrance into the Exchange. 
16DS. 4to. 
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SPANISH TRAGEDY, 

HIERONIMO IS MAD AGAIN. 
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This Pla; was tbe object of ridicule to almost erery 
writer of the times*. Phillips and Winstanly ascribe 
it, but erroneously, to Thomas Smith. We learn from 
Heywood, that it wag the production of Thomas Kyd : 
to whom, therefore, all the absurdities contained in it 
are to be charged. The former edition was printed 
fnan a very incorrect copy. It ia here given from that 
published by Mr. Hawkins, who appears to have accu- 
rately collated all the several editions, and the varia- 
tions ia each are put at the bottom of the page. We 
find, from Dekkar's Sattnma^trix, that Ben Jonson 
or^^ally perTormed the part of Jeronimof. 

Fiyilne, ia hii 

IS pauage vlucb, in all piobilu- 
lity. refeiB to tbe Spanish Tragedy ; be ia qaotingliieaalbDiit? of 
tbe " English Gentlewoman." by R. Biaithwaite, who, it it stated 
in the mai^, was present at tbe occurrence. " To tbsie two 
former precadeats (say« Piynne) I eba.ll annei the pwallel emn- 
ple of a late English Gentlewoman of good ranke; who daily be- 
stowing the eipence of her best houres apoD the stage, and at last 
foiling into a dangerous aicknesae of nhich she died, her friends in 
hei eitiemity sent for a minister to comfort, couasell, and prepare 
her for bei end, who coming to instruct her, and advising; her to 
repent, and call upon God for mercy, she made him no repW at all ; 
but cried out Hiervaiaa, fliironina : O let mee aea HietomiCo actedj 
(calling out for a play, in stead of cryingunto Ood for mercy,) and 
oo cloud her dying eyes." C. 

t See Hawkins' Ongin of the EngUoh Drama, III. 1 IT. TUi 
fact depends merely upon the evidence of Dekkar. which is denied 
by Mr. Uifibrd: at the same time it is a point of little importance, 
for were it tine it could form no imputation against Ben Jonson. 
Mr. Gifford also (Jonson'e Works, I. xrii.) notices tbe oityriont made 
by JoDSon 10 Jeiooimo. This fact rests apoo the following qnot»- 
tions from the lately discoiered MSS. of Henslowe. 

" Lent unto Mi. Alleyn the t5 September 1601, lo lend unto 
Bengemen Johnson, upon his writing of hia aJycunii to Jeronimo, 

" Lent unto Bengemy .Tobnsone at the apojntment of E. AUnn 
and William Birde, the Si of June I60t, iu earnest of a books 
called Richard Crook-back, and for new oductoM foi Jeronimo, the 
some of lib." 

Unquestionably these additions, which will be found dinin- 
gnisbed by italics, bear maAa of a hand greatly auperioi to that of 
Kyd, though Mr. Hawkins says, " they weie foisted in by the 
playeis." They are meudoued on the title page of (he edition of 
leoS of the SpantaA TVi^nijr. Henslowe ccoifonnds Jenmimo and 
the f^niA Tragtdy, and it does not appear Ibat any addititni 
weie made to tbe former. 
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•^yieeroy of Poktingale. 
P^pim Ctf'riajj, Duke ofCasHle. 
HiZRONiHO, Marshal of Spam. 
/Balthazab, the Vieerog't Son, in Love viilk Beltm- 
A peria. 

(U^UEMzo, Duke of ■Caitik'i Son. 
^Horatio, Hieroramo't Son. 

ALlZABDao, 
VlLLOPPO. 

;Pedrinoano. Kn-^'w-^ 
Ceebereme. 
Christophel. 
Old Mak. 
Painter. 
Paoe. 
Hanohan. 
CiTizEKS, Soldiers, Attekdants. 

-:> Isabella, Bieronimo'a Wife. 
Bklihperia, Lorenzo's SUter. 



The Scene, Sprnn and Portugal. 
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SPANISH TRAGEDY: 



HIERONIHO IS MAD AGAIN. 



ACT. I. 

Enter the Glw§t ijf Andkea, and vitk him Retehos. 

Ghotl. Whek this eternal subEtance of my soul 
Did live impriBOn'd in my 'wanton flesh. 
Each in their function serving other's need, 
I was a courtier in the Spanisli court: 
My name was don Andrea ; my descent, ' 
Tho' not ignoble, yet inferior far 
To gracious fortunes of my tender youth : 
'For there, in prime and piide of all my yean. 
By duteous service, and deserving love, 
In secret I possest a worthy dame, 
Which hight sweet Belimperia by name. 
But, in the harvest of my 'summer joys, 
Death's winter nipt the blossoms of my bliss, . 
Forcing divorce betwixt my love and me: 
For in the late conflict with Portingale, 
My valour drew me into danger's mouth, 
TiU life to death made passage thro' my wounds. 
When I was slain, my soul descended strait 
To pass the flowing stream of Acheron ; 
But churlish Charon, only boatman there. 
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Said, that, my rites of burial not perfortn'd, 
I might not sit among his passengers. 
Ere Sol had slept three nights iu Thetis' lap, 
And *3lak'd his bmoaking chariot la her flood. 
By don Horatio, our knight mambal's son, 
My funerals and obsequies were done. 
Then was the leiryman of hell content 
To pass me over to the slimy strand. 
That leads to fell Avernus' ugly waves ; 
There, pleasing Cerberus with honied speech, 
I paBs'<l the perils of the foremost porch. 
Nor far from hence, amidsf ten thousand souls. 
Sat Minos, £acus, and Rhadamant ; 
To whom no sooner 'gan I make approach, 
To crave a passport foi my wandering ghost. 
But Minos, in graven leaves of lottery, 
Drew forth the manner of my life and death. 
This kuight (quolb be) botb liv'd and died in love ; 
And, for bis love, try'd fortune of tbe wars. 
And by war's fortune lost botb lore and life. 
Why then, said .^kcus, convey him bence. 
To walk with lovers in our fields of love. 
And spend the course of everlasting time 
Under green myrtle-lrces, and cypress- shades. 
No, no, said Rbadamant, it were not well. 
With loving souU to place a martialisl: 
He died in war, and must to martial fields, 
Where wounded Hector lives in lasting pain, 
And Achilles' myrmidons do scour the plain, 
jThen Minos, mildest ^censor of tbe three, 
f Made this device, to end tbe difference : 
. Send bim, quoth be, to our infernal king. 
To doom him as best seems his majesty. 
To this effect my passport strait was drawn. 
In keeping on my way to Pluto's court. 
Thro' dreadful shades of ever 'glooming night, 
I saw more sights than thousand tongues can tell, 

< ilackt. 1618. ' ctmsuTer, 1618. S3 33. h ibapaa of 

ever bboiaiiig iii|jht 1616. shadei of ever bloomiag night, 
■1633. 33. ■ 
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Or pens can write, or mortal hearts can think. 
Three ways there were ; that on the right hand side 
Was ready way unto the 'foresaid Tfields, 
Where lovers tive, and bloody martialista ; 
But etHier sort contain'd within his bounds. 
The left hand path, declinin]^ feBrfully, 
Was a ready "dowBfal to the deepest hell; 
Where bloody furies shake their whips of steel, 
And poor Ixion turns an endless wheel; 
Wheie.usurers are choak'd with melting gold, 
And wantons are embrac'd with ugly snaLes ; 
And murderers ^rone with ever-killing wounds; 
And peijur'd wights, scalded in boiling lead. 
And all foul sins with torments overwbelm'd. 
'Twixt these two ways I trod the middle path, 
Which brought me to the fair Elysian green; 

IJb midst whereof there stands a stately tower, 
The wails of brass, the gates of adamant : 
Here finding Pluto with hia Proserpine, 
I shew'd my passport, humbled on my knee ; 
Whereat fair Proserpine began to "^mile, 
■'And begg'd that only she might give my doom. 
Pluto was pleas'd, and seal'd it with a kisa. 
Forthwith, Revenge, she "rounded thee in th' ear, 
And bade thee lead me thro' the "gates of horn, 
Where dreams have passage in the silent nighti 

' field, leia a. 33. 
•Mldoim, iGie.a3.33. 

•muideren ijeeTe, IfilB. mnrdererg green, ItiSS. 33. 

"1 begg'd, laiB. 33. 3S. 

>i —Touadtdthre in ih' mi-.] i. e. wUepeied. 3o, in Gasecrigne'a 
FiAlt Ffrimanda Jeroninii. p. SOS : " After bis due reierence, 
" he lajd his haude on liei lempleB, and prinlie nrundin^ her in htr 
" eon, dosiied bei to conuDaunde, &c." 

Euphtui, p. !1 : " — Feiando ei 
*' welcomed home, who TBu,ndine I'kUa 
;' to accompaoie Mm ioimeduUeije." 

Sea tilso Mr. Sleevens's Note od Xing John, A. i. S. 3. 

" — gattt D^ Asm,] of ifif. aecond editton o{ Hanoi, 1618, t% 33. 
For— the OatM of fcom. See Virgil, b. VI. Sunt gtmiaa, wmni 
pvTtg. Note on Uswkini'a Edition. 
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No sooner Itad ahe tpcAs, bat we were kere, 
■*I wot oot how, in twinklini; of mn eye. 

Revenge. Then know, Andrea, thu tboa art atriv'd 
Where thou ihalt see the author ofthv death, 
M'^ Don Balthaiar, the prince of POTdngale, 
" -^ Depriv'd of life by Belinp^m. 

Here sit we down to see tE?3iy»tery, 
And serre for Ckonu in this tra^dy. 
Enter Spaitisb Kiva, Obkebal, CAariLB, and 

HiBBONIMO. 

<:'._ King. Now say, lord General, how fiires oar campf 
Gctwrol. All m^, my soi^iei^Ue^, except aooK few 
That are deceas'd by fortune of the war. 

fin;. Bnt what 'tportenda thy cheerful coBntraaoc*, 
And posting to our presence thns in haste 7 
Speak, man ; hath fortune given us victory! 

General. Victorr, my tiege, aod that with Kttle loM< 
King. Our Portingals will pay os tribute, then 1 
General. Tribute, and wonted homa^ therewithal. 
King. Then bleat be heaven, and guider of An 
heavens, 
From whose feir iDfluence soch jnstice flows 1 
Qatile. O swltom tlilecte Deo, tihi imtUat atker, 
Et conjurata turtaio popUte getUat 
Succumbant; recti lorw ett victoria jtirit. 
King. Thanks to my lovii^ brother of Castile, 
But, General, unfol^ in brief discourse 
Ymir form of battle, and your war's tnccessi 
That adding all the pleasure of tby newa 
Unto the he^ht of former happiness. 
With deeper wage, and greater dignity. 
We >«may reward thy blissful chivalry. 

Qmeral. Where Spain and Portingale do jointly knit 
Thdr Axintiers, leaning on each other's ■'botind. 
There met oar armies m th^ proud amy ; 

I* I «mC nM hou,] 3ee Note to O mmt n Ouriau'i Nmik, vol. II. 
p. 68. 

>»Dnt»d». 16t«.>3.39i 
"wiU,l«33. ' 
IT bounda, I6I3. 1633. 
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Both fiiniidi'd well, both full of bmc ud hu. 
Both menacing alike, with duing ihowi. 
Both vanntii^ ■ondry colours of dcTice. 
Both cheerly sounding trumpets, drums, and fifes. 
Both raising drcad^ clamours to the ^Hky, 
That vallies, hills, and rivers, made rebound, 
And heaven itself was frighted with the sound. 
Oar battles both ware pitch'd in squadroa-fomt. 
Each coraei strongly fenc'd with wings t^ shot ; 
But eie we join'd and came to push of pike, 
I bioi^ht a squadron of oni readiest shot. 
From out our rearward, to begin the fight: 
They brought another wing t' encounter us : 
Mean while our ordnance play'd on either side. 
And captains strove to have their "valours try'd. 
Don Pedro, their chief horsemen's colonel, 
Did, with his >°cornet, bravely make attempt 
To break the order of our battle ranks : 
But don Rc^ero, worthy man of war, 
March'd futh against him with oar musketeers. 
And stopt the maUce of his felt approach. 
While they maintwn hot skirmish to and fro, 
"'Both battles join, and fall to handy-blows: 
Their violent uiot resembling th' ocean's rage, 
When roaring loud and with a swelling tide, 
It beats upon the rampirea of huge rocks* 
And gapes to swallow Beighbour-bounding lands. 
Now '■while Bellona rageth beie and there, 
pliick storms of bullets rain like winter's hail. 
And shirei'd lauuces ■^dark the troubled air. 



Knlomr, 16ia IS. SS. 

"eoKHMrt, 1618.33.33. 

■' Bath boHltijom, and fall to basdy-blowi :] Thia Ptay, tluMgh 
Dt mentioned tii the Key to Thi Beheartal, aeaot to bave been 
one of thoM ridkided b; the Daks of Baoiingkam in that wlt^ 
— <■ See A. a 



.0 hiHidif-blan." 
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Pede pet, et aupide cutpit, 

Amut tenant armit, vir petilurque viro. 
On every side "drop captains to the ground, 
*'And soldiers some ill maim'd, some slain out-right: 
Here falla a body, sunder'd from his head, 
There legs and arms lie bleeding on the grass. 
Mingled with weapons, and "unbowel'd Bte«da, 
That scattering overspread the purple plain. 
In all this turmoil three long hours and more. 
The victory to neither part inclin'd ; 
Till don Andrea, with his brave lannciers, 
In f^their main battle made so great a breach. 
That, half dismay'd, the multitude retir'd: 
But^alt hazar, the Portingale's young prince, 
Broughrrescue, and encourag'd them b) atay. 
Here-hence the fight was eagerly lenew'd, 
And iu that conflict was Andrea slain ; 
Brave man at arms, but weak to Balthazar : 
Yet while the prince, "insulting over Km, 
Breath'd out proud vaunts, sounding to our reproach, ^t 
Friendship and hardy valour join'd in one, __ i ,,2^/^ 

''Priclc'd ^)rth Horatio, our knight marshal's son, 
To challenge forth that prince to single fight: 
Not long between these twain the fight endur'd. 
But strait the prince was beaten from his horse. 
And forc'd to yield him prisoner to his foe. 
When he was taken, all the rest they fled. 
And our carbines pursued them to the death; 
Till, Phoebus waving to the western deep. 
Our trumpeters wererharg'd to sound retreat. 

King. Thanks, good lord General, for these good 

And for some argument of more to come. 
Take this, and wear it for tliy sovere^n's sake. 

[Giva him a chaai' 
But teH'onrOow, hast thou confiim'd a peace? 

*• d«n>t, I6le. 23. S3. 

' Andsotdien lie maim'd, 1618. tS. 33. 

>ilimbovred, 16iaiS3.33. 

" hu, 1618. 

" pictt, K18. - ■ - 
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General. No peace, my liege, but peace conditional, 
lliat if, vtith homage, tribute be ''well paid, 
The fury of **your forces will be staid ; 
And to "this peace their viceroy bath subscrib'd, 

[Gives the King a paper. 
And made a solemn vow, that during lifa 
^His tribute shall be truly paid to Spain 

King, These words, these de^s, become thy person 
well, — 
But now, Icnight-niarshal, froliclt with **thj king. 
For 'tis thy son that wins ^this battle's pnze. 

BUronimo. Long may he live to serve my sovereign 
liege. 
And soon decay, unless he serve my liege. 

Eng. Nor thou, nor he, shall die without reward. 
[A >>tucket afar of. 
What means this warning of the trumpet's sound? . 

General. This tells me, that your grace's men of war. 
Such as war's fortune hath reserv'd from death. 
Come marching on towards your royal seat, 
To shew themselves before your majesty ; 
For so I gave ""in charge at my depart; 
Whereby, by demonstration, shall appear 
That all, except three hundred, or tew more, 
Are safe return'd, and by their foes enrich'd. 
The army enter^. B^i.Tn*z*.a. l 
and Horatio, captive. 

King. A gladsome sight, I long to see them here. 

[They enter, andpanby. 
Was that the warlike prince of Portingale, 
That by our nephew was in triumph led ? 

Geaeral. It was, my liege, the prince of Portingale. 

King. But what was he, that on the other side 
Held him by th' arm, as partner of the prize ? 

Bieronimo. That was my son (my gracious sovereign), 

" tribute ma; be paid, 16ia 93. 33. ■■ out, 1618. S3. 3S. 

" Ihat, 1618. M. 33. *'Thii, 1618.S3.S3. "tlie. 

16laS3.3S. " that. 1618. as. »»tninipet, lfil8.tS.33. 

"tudi^] See Note H, WiiMFini Pan of Jenmimo. ■'gave 

them cha^, 1618.13.33. " meets, 1618. S3. S3>. ■ 
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Of whom, tho' from his tender ialancy 
My loving thoughts did never hope but well. 
He never pleas'd his father's eyes till now, 
Nor fill'd my heart with oTer-dc^ing joys. 
King. Go, let them march once more about these 

That, staying them, we may conrer and talk 
With OUT brave prisoneT and his double gnatd. 
Hieronimo, it greatly pleaseth us 
That in our victory thou have a share, 
By virtue of thy worthy ton'u exploit. 

Enter again. 
Bring hither the young prince fif Portingale 
The rest march on ; but, ere they be dismiM'd, 
We will bestow on every soldier two dncatS) 
And on every leader ten, that they may know 
Our IsA^esB welcraaes them— 

Exeunt all but Bal. Lor. and Hor. 
Welcome, doa Balthazar, welcome, n^hew ; 
And thou, Horatio, thou art welcome too. 
Toung prince, altho' thy father's herd misdeeds, 
In keepmg back the tribute that he owes. 
Deserve but evil measure at our hands. 
Yet shalt tiiou know that Spain is honourable. 

BaUhaiar. The trespau that my father made in peace 
Is now controi'd by fortune of ^e wars ; 
And cards once dealt, it boot* not ask why so : 
His men are slain, a weakening to ^'his realm ; 
His colours seiz'd, a blot upon his name ; 
His son distrest, a cor'sive to hii heart: 
These punishments may clear Us late ofience. 

King. Aye, Balthazar, if he »>obBerve this trace. 
Our peace will grow the stronger for these wars: 
Mean while live than, Mhough not in liberty. 
Yet «'free from bearing any servile yoke ; 
For, in our hearing, thy deserts were great. 
And is on ^ht thyseUT art gradoas. 

BaUhaxar. And I shall study to deserve this graCe. 
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£119. But tell nw (for their koldingmakaane doubt) 
To whicb of tbese twun art thou piisoner ? 

Xorenzo. To me, my *)liege. 

Horatio. To me, my aovereign. 

Lorenzo. Thuhand&rattook^biiconracrbytheraiut. 

Horaiio. ButGntmylauDcedidputbunfiombuborae. 

Lorenzo. I seis'd his weapon, and enjoy'd it firat. 

Horatio. Bnt fint I forc'a hUn lay his wenpoos domi. 

King. Let go bis arm npm out privily*.— 

[TKey let Afan go. 
^Say, worthy prince, to whether dtdM thott yield? 

BaUhazor. To him in courtesy, to this perfwc* ; 
Hft ipake me foir, this other gave me strokes ; 
He promis'd life, this other threaten'd death ; 
He won my tove, this other conqaer'd me ; 
Aad, truth to say, I yield myself to both. 

Bieronimo. Bnt that I know your graes for just and 
wise. 
And might seem partial in this difierence, 
Inforc'd by nature, and by law of arms, 
Hy tongtie should plead for yonng Hraratio's right. 
*^He hunted well, that was a lion's death ; 
Not he that in a garment wore his ikin : 
So hares may pull dead lions by the beard. 

King. Content thee, maishiu, thou shall have no 
wroi^: 
And, for thy sake, thy bod shall want no right. 
Will both atnde the censure of my doom ? 

Lorento. I crave no better than vour grace awards. 

Boratio. Nor I, altho' I sit besioB my r^t. 

King. Then, by my judgment, thus your strife shall 
end: 
You both deserve, and both shall have reward. 

u'lord.ieiB.ES. 33. 
« the, 1618. 9S. 33. 
"Bo, 16ie.S3.33. 
•• H< iwitaj imU, &c.] So, in ShakMpiaM'* JOi^ Jaki, A. 3. 
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Nephew, thou took'at his veapons and his horse ; 

His weapons and his horse are thy reward. 

Horatio, thou diilst force him first to yield ; 

His ransom therefore is thy valour's fe?; 

ikppoint the sum as you shall both agree. r, . i i 

But, nephew, thou shalt have the prince in guard,' ^ '^ 

For thine estate best fitteth such a guest. 

Horatio's house were small for all his train : 

Yet in regard thy substance passeth his, 

And that just'" guerdon may befall desert, 

To him we yield the armour of the prince.— 

How likes don Balthazar of this device ? 

BalthatoT. Right well, my liege, if this proviso were, 
That don Horatio hear us company. 
Whom f admire and love for chivalry. 

King. Horatio, leave him not that loves thee so.— ^ ■ 
Now let us hence tn see our soldiers paid, 
And feast our prisoner as our friendly guest. [Exeunt. 

Enter Vicbbot, * Alexandro, and Villuppo. 

Ficeroy. Is our ambassador dispatch'd for Spain ? 

Alexandra. Two days, my liege, are past since his 
depart. 

Viceroy. And tribute-payment gone along with him? 

Alexandra. Aye my good lord. 

yiceroj/. Then rest we here a while in nur unrest, ■ 



H« 



" Yet apeak tiie truth, and I will gutr^m tkee." P. ISi. 
Sen Johsoq's Cynthia's Recili, A. 5. 8. 11 : 
" And for this eerrice of ducoien, 
" F^rfona'd hj thee, irx honour m our name, 
" We vow to guerdon it with such due grace, 
" Aa ahail become oui boiint; and thy place." 
Pcctailer, A. 3. S. 4 : 

Yet speak the truth, and I will guerdon thee, 
" if thi ■ ■■ ■ ■ '" '■ 



But if thou dally once again, thou dieat<" 



" 1 hope, as guerdon fat my ji 
" To have it for my deteatabtt 



Called King of Fo^tngal oi Foitinf^ ia the firal part of Jero- 
Oi The *ceDe here change* to Portiiga]. C. 
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And feed our sorrows with some inward sighs; 
For deepest cares break never into tears. 
But wherefore sit I in " a regal throne? 
This ** better fits a wretch's endless moan. 

[FalU to the ground. 
Yet this is higher than my fortunes reach, 
And therefore better than my state deserves : 
Aye, aye, this earth, image of melancholy. 
Seeks him whom fates *» adjudge to misery. 
Here let me lie — Now " am I at the lowest. 

Quijacel in terra, aon habet unde cadat. 
In me coiuvMpiil tires foriuna nocmdo! 
Hit *' iupereit vt jam po»tit abeue magis. 

Tes, fortune may bereave me^jf my crown : 

Here, take it — Now let fortune do her worst; 

She will not rob me uf this sable weed. 

O no, she envies none but pleasant things ; 

Such is the folly of despiteful chance ! 

Fortune is blind and sees not my deserts : 

So is she deaf, and hears not my laments : 

And could she hear, yet is she wilful mad, 

And therefore will not pity my distress. 

Suppose that she could pity me ; what then ? 

What help can be espt^cted at her hands, 
' Whose foot is standing on ^ rolling stone. 

And mind more mutable than fickle winds? ' 

Why wail 1 then, where's hope of no redress ? 

O yes ! complaining makes my grief seem less. 

My late ambition hath di^tain'd mj faith ; 

My breach of failh occasion'd bloody wars, 

Those " bloody wars have spent my treasure ; 

And with my treasure my peoples' blood; 

And with tbeir blood, my joy and best belov'd, 
1 My best belov'd, my sweet and only son. 
; O wherefore went 1 not to war myself? 

"tMa, 1618. !3.3S, "It, 161B. •adjodged, 1618. 

aS-SS.. , "lam, 1633. " hihil, 163S. « Thpia, 

1683. 33. 
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The cause was mine — I might have died for both : 
My years veie mellow, his '^ bnt young and green ; 
My death were natural, but his wbs forced. 
AUxandro. No doubt, my liefe, but still the prince 

survives. 
RceroV' Survives I aye, " where ? 
AUxmdn. In Spain, a prisoner, by mischance of 

war. 
Viceroy. Then they have slain him for his father's 

fault. 
AUxandTO. Tliat were a breach to common law of 

arms. 
Vicwog. Thn^ reck no laws that meditate rsreitge. 
Alexandro. His ransiHn'a worth wilt stay from foul 

revsnge. 
Fteeroi/. No; if he liv'd, the news would soon be 

here. 
Alexandra. Nay, evil news ** fly faster stiU than 

good. 
Ftceroy. Tell me no more of news, fbr be is dead. 
yiUuppo. My sovereign, pardon the uithor of iB 
news. 
And I'll bewray the fortune of thy son. 

Ficeroi/. Speak on, I'll guerdon thee, whate'erit be; 
Mine ear is ready to receive ill news ; 
My heart grown hard 'gainst mischi ef's ba ttery. 
Stand up, I say, and tell thy tale at large. 

Filluppo. Then hear " that truth, wUoh these mine 
^- eyes have seen. 

When both the armies were in battle jmn'd, 
Don Balthazar, amidst the thickest troops, 
To win renown, did wondrous feats of arms: 
Amongst the rest I saw him, hand to hand, 
, In single fight with dieir ionl general, 
I Till Alexandro (Uiat here counterfeits 
V Under the^eohnnr of a duteous friend) 
Dischai^d his pistol at the prince's back. 
As though he would have slain their general; 
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But therewi&ftt don Balthazar fell down, 
And when he fell, then we began to fly; 
But, had he liv'd, the day had sure been oun. 

Akxanilro. O wicked forg;ery ! tnut'rons mis- 
creant! "" 
Fiaroy. Hold thon thy peace — Bat now, Villain, 
•ay. 
Where then became tbe carcase of my ion ? 

VtUiippo. 1 aaw them drag it to the Spanish tents. 
ViceToy. Aye, aye, my nightly dreams have told me 
this. — 
Thou false, unkind, unthankful, trait'rons beast. 
Wherein had Balthazar offended thee. 
That thou shuuld'st thus betray him to our foes? 
Was't Spanish gold that bleared so thine eyes. 
That thou couid's see no part of our deserts ? 
Perchance, because thou art Teraer&'s lord, ' 
Thou ** had*st some hope to wear this diadem, 
If first my son, and then myself were slain : 
But thy ambitious '^ thougbtjhali break thy neck — 
Aye, this was it that made thee spill his blood. 

[He takes the ertnen, nndputt it on again. 
Bnt I'll now " wear it, till thy blood be spilt. 

Alexaudro. Vouchsafe " dread sovereign, to hear me 

speak. 
fweroy. Away with faim — his «ght is second hell : 
Keep him, till we determine of hii death. 
1 If Balthazar be dead, he shall not live.— 
Viiluppo, follow us for thy reward. [Exit yietroy. 

Villuppo. Thus have 1, with an envious forged tale, 
Doceiv'd the king, betray'd mine enemy. 
And hope for guerdon of my villainy. [Exit^ 

Enter Hokatio and Bblihpekia.* ,^t' '. ' " 
Belimperia. Signior Horatio, this is tbe place and 
hour 
Wherein I mnstintreat thee to relate 
The circumstance of don' Andrea^ death, 

u hast, 16S3. 33. 

« now I'U, laiS. SS. 83. 

* The scene retnms to Spain. 
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Who, living, was my garlaod's '^ sweetest flower, 
And in lua death hath buried my delights. 

Horatiff. For love of him, and service to yourulf, 
I *■* aill refuse this heavy doleful charge : 
Yet tears and sighs, 1 fear, will hinder me. 
When both our armies were enjoin'd *' in fight. 
Your worthy cavalier amidst the thickest. 
For glory's cause still aiming at the fairest. 
Was at the lapt by young don Balthazar 
Eocounter'd hand to hand : their fight was long ; 
Their hearts were great ; their clamours menactDg : 
Their strength alike ; their strokes boUi dangerous : - 
I But wrathful Nemesis, that wicked power 
JEDvying at Andrea's praise and worth, 
1 Cut short his life, to end his praise and worth : 
tSfae, she herself, disguia'd in armour's mask, 
l(As Pallas was before proud Pergamus) 
iBrought in a " fresh supply of halberdiers, 
IWhich paunch'd his horse, and *" ding'd him to the 

ground ; 
i Then young don Balthazar, with ruthless rage, 
' TakiDg advantage of his foe's distress, 
Did finish what his halberdiers begun. 
And left not till Andrea's life was done. 
Then tho' too late, incens'd with Just remorse, 
I, with my band, set forth against the prince. 
And brought him prisoner from his halberdiers. 

<* cMefest, I6I3. 33. <■ I'll not refose tliu doleful heaiy, 

1618. 99. SI. •< to, 1618. SS. 3S. •■ a omitted, 

1 618. tS. *> diof^d] i. t. threw bim to tlie gtonud with 

force. Ai, in the Second Part of Aulintio and tttUida, A. 4. S. 8. 
" DisCntught and raring, froin a turret's top 
" He threw his bodj high in the nwolne sea, 
" And a* he headlons; topeie turvje ding'd downs, 
" He stiU cry'd Melhda." 
Nash's Lentat Stuff, I69y : " For, besides the lond bellowing 
" prodigioDS flaw of indignation, stirred up against me in m; ab- 
" Sence and eitemination from the upper region of oui celestial. 
" r^jmen, which t^th duiv tm in a manner down to the infernal 
" bottom irf desolation, &c 
Matston's Satires, Sat. 5 : 

" Is ding'd Co hell, and vulture eates his haru" 
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BeUmptria. Would thou hadat slaia him that "* so 
slew my love I — 
B utth^p. wftfl do n Andjej^.cmcBaeJaflt ? 

Horatio. No, that v/as it for which I chiefly strove. 
Nor Rtept 1 back till 1 recorer'd him. 
I took him up, and wound him in mine arms, 
And " welding him unto my private tent. 
There laid him down, and dew'd hin>with my tears, 
And sigh'd and xorrow'd as became a frieijd : 
fBut neither friendly sorrow^, sighs, nor tears, 
iCould win pale death from his usurped right. 
Yet this I did, and less I could not do, 
I saw him honour'd with due funerat ; 
This *T scarf [ pluck'd from off his lifeless arm. 
And wear it in remembrance of my friend. 

Belimperia. I know th e scarf — would he had k«>t it 
still! 
For, bad he liv'd, he would have kept it still. 

And W""n it ffir Ilia Rflimppri a'a sake : 

Butnow, wear*" thou it, both for him and me ; 
For, after, him, thou hast deserv'd it be 
Aud for thy kindness in his life and death. 
Be sure, while Belimperia's life endures, 
She will be don Horatio's thankful firiend. 

Horatio. And, madam, dou Horatio will not slack 
Humbly to serve fair Belimperia. 
But now, if your good liking stand thereto, 
I'll crave your pardon to go seek the prince. 
For so-the duke your father gave me chai^. 

Belimperia, Aye, go, Horatio, leave me here alone, 
Forsolitudebest fits my cheerless mood, [Exit Horaiio. 
Yet, what avails to wail Andrea's death, 

•* » omitted, 1618. J3. 83. » ueWtng] CanyiDg orbear- 

iag. 6a, m Choichyard's CliatUnge. 1593, p. 116: 

" Almei deeds Bie dead, and coiuclence waieth cold, 
" Woild KratB and Krapr a, pluckeB flesh and felt from banc, 
*^ What conning heads, and hands can catch in hold, 
'■ 'ITiat coTetoos nundaa, doth eeeke to aeld alone." 
» Bonowfs, 1618. S3. 88. " This scarfo plujltt off (torn, 

1618. ?3. SS. —thau omitt«d, 1618. S3. 3S. 
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From whence Honlio proves my second lore t 
Had he not lov'd Andrea at he did, 
He could not sit in Bcliaiperia's thoughts. 
. But how can love find haiboar in my breast, 
^ "KU 1 revenge the death of my belov'd ? 
' Yes, second love shall farther my revenge : 
I'll love Horatio, my Andrea's fnend, 
TLe more to spight the prince" iliat wrought his end, 
And where don Balthazar that slew my love, 
Himself now pleads for favour at my hands, 
He shall, in rigour of my just disdain, 
Reap long repentance "" for his mnrd'rous deed; 
For what was't else but mnrd'rous cowardtse. 
So many to oppress one valiant knight. 
Without respect of honour in the fight? 
And here he comes that murder'd my delight. 
Enter Lokenzo and Balthazar. 
Lorenzo. Sister, what means this melancholy walk ? 
BeUvtperia. That fot a while I wish no company. 
Lorento. But here the prince is come to visit you. 
Belmperia. That argues, that he lives "■ in liberty. 
BaUAozdr. No, madam, but in pleasing servitude. 
BeHmperia. Your prison, then, (belike) is your con- 

ceit? 
Balthazar. Aye, by conceit my freedom is inthrall'd. 
Beltmperia. Then with conceit enlai^ yourself 

again. 
Balthazar. What if conceit have laid my heart to 

gage? 
BeUmperia. Pay that you borrow*d, and recover it. 
Balthazar. I die, if it return fHnn whence it lies. 
BeUmperia. A heartless man, and " live ? a miracle '. 
Balthazar. Aye, lady, love can work such miracles. 
Lorenzo. Tush, tush, my lord let go^ these am- 
bages, 
And in plain terms acquaint her with your love. 

« of, 16te. !S. 8S. ra at, 16IB. IS. 38. " livea ! 

1618. S3. S8. rr tmbagm,'] So in WUy biguilei, 1606 : 

" By Jeiiu, I cBimot ^y the diMcmblei, 
" ^d wooe aj loT> wiu courtly anAigti," 
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BeHmptria. What boots complaint, when there's no 

remedy? 
Balthatar. Yea, to your ^cbus self mast T com- 
pUin, 
In whose fair answer lies my remedy ; 
On whose perfection all my thonghts attend. 
On whose aspect mine eyes find beauty's bower ; 
In whose translucent breast my heart is lodg'd. 
BeUmperia. Alas, my lord, these are but words of 

And but" derice to drive me from this place. 

[She going in, lets fall her glove, which 
Hvratio, coming out, takes up. 
Horatio. Madam, your glove— 
Betin^ieria. Thanks, good Horatio — ^Take it for thy 

pains. 
Balthazar, Signior Horatio stoop'd in happy time. 
Horatio. I reap'dmoreg;race than I deserved orhop'd. 
Lorenzo. My lord, be not dismay'd for what is past ; 
You know that women oft are" humorous: 
r,/The8e clouds will overblow with little wind ; 
Let me alone, I'll scatter them myself. 
Mean while, let us devise to spend the time 
In " some delightful sports and revelling. 

Horatio. The king, my " lords, is coming hither 
straight, 

n dsTu'd, 16ia 39. 38. "ftunwrmi:] That u, act b»in 

caprice. So, in Beo Jomon's Every JUanoul i^hit Humour, IntrO' 
ductios : " — whea jou come to plays, bt bunurrmu, look with a 
" good starch'd face, and ruffle youi brow like a. new tK>at, laugh 
" at nothing but jour oon jeeti or else aa tlie noblemen laugh." 
D^kai'i iSiltranuitrtT, 1609. 

" all OUT nnderatandiog facnlcie* 

" Sit there in theii high court of pailiamml, 
" Enacting taws to swaj this liuinitroii world, 
" This little iile of man." 
The Second Put of Hmr^ IV. A. 4. S. 4 : 

" b«ing incena'd he'i flint, 

" Aa Aunwmut aa winter and as sudden." 
See also Mr. Steerena's Nate on the last pase^^. 
■ ■■ ■ ■ »ellt 



In some delightaome sports and lerellings, 1£16. \ 
lord, I6t8. 'iS. 33. 
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To feast Lhe Porthig&le ambctesador. 
Thirge were in readiness before I came. 

BaUbazat. Then here it fits us to attend the king. 
To welcome hither our ambassador, 
And learn my father's and my country's health. 

Euier the Banquet, Trumpett, Kino, and Ambas- 
sador. 

King. See, lord Ambassador, how Spain intreaU 
Their prisoner Balthazar, thy viceroy's son : 
We pleasure more in kindness than in wars. 

Aittbaisador. Sad is our king, and Portingale la- 

Supposiog that don Balthazai is slain. 

Saltkazar. So am 1 slain by beauty'a tyranny. 
You see, my lord, how Balthazar is stain, 
I frolick with the duke of CasUle's son. 
Wrapt e»ery hour in pleasures of the court, 
And grac'd with favours of his majesty. 

Kiag. Put off your greetings till our feast be done: 
Now come and sit with us, and taste our cheer. 

Sit to the banquet. 
Sit down young prince, you are our second guest : 
Brother, sit down,— and, nephew, take your place : 
Signior Horatio, wait thou upon our cup. 
For well thou hast deserved to be honour'd. 
Now lordlings fall to, Spain is Portingale, 
And Portingate is Spain; we^botb-Oie-fiiends; 
Tribute is paid, and we enjoy our right. 
I But where is old Hieronimo, our marshal? 
' He promis'd us, in honour of our guest, 
"To grace our bauqiiet with some pompous jest. 
Enter Hieronimo with a drum, three knighU, each itia 

'scutcheon: then kefelchet three kmgs, they take Ikeir 

croKm and them captive. 
Hieronimo, this mask contents my eye, 
Ahho' I found not well the mystery. 

" Te gract nuT banquet mlh vme pompons ieat.] To jejt.-u to 
I'lajapartin a Mmque. See Dr. ranner'fi Note on Kiig Awftard 
II. A. 1. S. 3: 

■' Aa geatle and as jocund as lojal." 



i,GtH>«^lc 



itCT 1.} TUBIPANIIH TRAGlDf. 117 

Hunmimo. The first ann'd knigfat, that hung his 
'scutpheon up, 

[He tikei the 'tcutvheon and give* it to the King. 
Was English Robert, Ear! of Glotester, 
Who, when king Stephen bore sway in Albion^ 
ArriT'd with "five and twenty thousand men 
In Portingale, and by success of war 
EnfoTc'd the kin^, then but a Saracen, 
To bear the yoke of th' English monarchy. 

King. My lord of Fortingale, by this you see. 
That which may comfort both your king and you. 
And make your late discomfort aeem the leu. 
Bat say, Hieronimo, what was the nest? 

Bieronimn. The second knight that hung his 'scut- 
cheon up, [He does tu hedid beforeJ 
Was Edmund earl of Kent in Albion, 
When Eneliah Richard wore the diadem; 
He came likewise uid raz«d Lisbon walls. 
And took the king of Portingale in fight; 
For which, and other such-like service done. 
He after was created duke of York. 

King. This is another special argument, 
That Portingale may deign to bear our yoke. 
When it by little Ei^land hath been yok'd. 
But now, Hieronimo, what were the lost 1 

Hienmimo. The third and last, not leastia oar account, 
{Doing luhe did before. 
Was, as the rest, a raUant Englishman, 
Brave John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaster, 
As by his scutcheon plainly may appear: 
He with a puissant army came to Spain, 
And took our king of Castile prisoner. i 

EmbatsadoT. This is an argument for our viceroy, |i 
That Spain may not insult for het success, 11 

Since English warriors likewise conquered Spain, j 1 
And made them bow their knees to Albion. I 

King. Hieronimo, I drink to thee for this device, 
\Thich hath pleas'd both the embassador and roe : 

"jdit and omitted, 1633. 33. 
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Pledge me, Hierommo, if Aod love the Eii^. 

[Takt* tht cup of Horatio. 
My lord, I fear we iit but orer'long. 
Unless our dainties were more delicate: 
Bot welcome are you to the best we have. 
Now let lu in, that ^*you may be dispatch'd ; 
I think our council is already set. [Exeunt omne*. 

Andrea, " Come we For this from depth of under- 
ground- 
" To see him feast that gave me my death's wound ? 
" These pleasant sights are sorrow to my soul; 
" Nothing but league, and love, and banqueting? 

Beeetige. " Be still, Andrea : ere we go from hence, 
" I'll turn their friendship mto fell despight; 
" Their love to mortal hate, their day to n^ht; 
" Their hope into despair, their peace to war; 
" Their joys to pain, Uieir bliss to misery." 



ACT H. 
Enter Lokekzo and Balthazar. 
Loraao, My lord, tbo' Belimperia seem thus coy, 
Let reason hold you in your wonted joy : 
In time the savage bull sustains the yoke ; 
In time all haggard hawks will stoop to lure : 
In time small wedges cleare the hardest oak; 
\*ln time the flint is pierc'd with softest shower; 
And she in time will fall from her disdain, 
And "me the sufferance of yonr friendly pain. 

Balikatar, No, she is wilder, and more hard widial. 
Than beast or bird, or tree, or stony wall :" 

™ we, 1618. n. 33. 

■° In time the haidest flint, l<c I61B. 23. 33. 

•■ rale, 1618. S3. 33. 

* Theie liuei, oa m; learned fiiend Mr. Tjiwbitt obwrrcd M 
ms, kre foond, with litde vaiiation, among a US. collsclloa of mi- 
nett, in the British Mnaeum, intitled, A Lailaiig Glauefir Laatru 
Wherein are conieyntd two vrrta of amarma paMtumt: At oiw txpra- 
iii^ the trtut eOcte mul ptrturbalioni of hym tftof >■ oetrgai mlh tov : 
the other, a fat drfyamt ta Ume and aU hU laicn. MSS. Hail. SS71. 
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But wherefore blot I Belimperia's aaroe? 
It is my fault, not she that merits blame. 

Ther ue dedicated, in no inelegant copy of Latl 
celebraied Vete, eati of OiCord, vho died a 

cond year of Jan 
addKH to hit boiA. 

[0 «tiaro tisiidni Veri pmlacia lubito 

' ' 1, qoa mnjii area lata patet. 

^■1., w ^eDioliiia Hon diritia eae clientiH, 

Confectmn Drvadia arte jnanoqao rndi. 

Ille Mrenato ta llonte toebitar ; ille 



laiM piia liyinphis dabiL i 
m de Cyptig 



Cum di _ ^ 
I ikall now transcribe 'ttiat'particalar sonnet, to which the a 
of the ^aniA Tngidg baa been indebted, togetbet witb iU intro- 
duction. 

" Amoiona Passion*.' 
46. 
" The oftener thia pauion is reild of hym that is no great deik, 
■' the more pleasure he ahall have in il. And this poaie a achoUer 
" hath appZyed to this aOQetT when he had considered well of it, 
" Tim coiu quMsa arfe et induttria. The two first versea are bo- 
"rowed bom owt Seiaphine, sonetto 103." [The author means 
Aquilano (Serafino) an Italian poet, whose worka, contintiui; of 
sonnets, edoguet, epistles, &c were first poblished at Roma in 
IMS.} 

" Col tnnpii «I FBoHeVo ol giagB mtna 
" Et Tar tifitn, t ti cmdt animate, 
" C(rf itrnpe el Faiean ('uM d ni«nitr Foie, 
" EriWroore i t« cWamando d JKno," 
" In tjms y boll is broof ht to beaie the joake ; 
" In tpstt all haggerd bawkes will ■to<^ j' lewrea ; 
" In-tyue soibU. wedge will cleave ;* Btucdiest oake; 
" In tytne the marble wearea with weakest fihewrea J 
" More fierce i« my sweet love, more hard withall 
" Then b«Bst, or bird, tbrai tree, orstoaoy wall. 
" Noe yoaJie pTerailfB, she will Dot yeeld to might ; 
" No lore will cawae her stoope aba beares full gorge ; 
" No wedge of woes make print, she roakes no right; 
" Ko shew^ of taaies can move, aho thinks I forge ; 
" Healp tberfore heav'nlie boy, cnme perce her biest 
" WiCh that same shaft which lobbd me of my rest. 
" So lett ber teele thy force, y' she relent ; 
" So keepe be? lowe, y' ^e Toutsafe a piaye ; 
" So frame her well to right, y' pride be spent i 
" So fbige, y' I may speed witbowt delaje; 
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My feature is DOt to content her sight ; 
My words are rude, and work her no delight:. 
The lines I send her are but harsh and ill, 
Such as do drop from Pan and "Marsia's quill. 
My presents are not of sufficient cost, 
And being worthless, all my labour's lost. 
"Yet might she love me for my valiancy : 
Aye, but that's slander'd by captivity. 
Yet might she love me to content her sire: 
Aye, but her reason masters '"bis desire. 
Yet might she love me, as her brother's friend : 
Aye, but her hopes aim at some other end. 
Yet might she love me to up-rear her state : 
Aye, but perhaps she ''hopes some nobler mate. 
Y'et might she love me as her beauty's thrall: 
Aye, but I fear she canuot love at all. 

Lorenzo. My lord, for my salce, leave these extastes, 

" Which if lliow doe, Tie aweare and ring; wiA joye 

" That love no longer ii a blynded boye. 
Since 1 traiucnbed iheae lines 1 LaTe disomred that the MS. 
which cimtaiua them ia odIj the pie«eDtati<Hi copy of Thomaa 
Watwm'a BoimetB. They weie publithed soon after the yeai 1580. 
^ly edition of them is imperfect both at ihe begianiog and end, so 
that I canaot speak of its date with certain^. It agrees, however, 
ia all bat the meiest tariflei (tnsara foe biare in the first line, and 
luRS (or limt in (he second) vicli the nuuusuript poem before as ; 
sicept that the following addition, to the iDtroductoiy proae, is 
foimed in the printed co;^. " Tfais piiasion containeth a relation 



u from flveiy tine of the first stafie, 
to evarr line of the second stafie, and from 
the second nuto the third." The following Taiiadons likewise 



occor — Instead of Aath applied Id lUt. it reads, tet iJiiim m. 
and for — tfc* Imo Jim iieria o« Urrroictd from mit Seraphine, — the 
two first Una are in imitaliim of Serapkini, 1 may add also, that 
in the one this sonnet ia numbered 46 and in the other 47. 

For some acconnt of Thomas Watsou, see Wood's Athens 
OzoDienses, vol. i. p. 969. S. 

Vide also the British BibUographer, vol. i*. p. 1. C. 

"Manes, 1S18.SJ.S3. 



Riluarul. SeeA. 3. S.5; 

" M jr legs, the emblem of my vi 
'•ber,i61S.«.33. 
» loves, 1613. 53. 
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And daubt not bat we'll fiod some remedy. 
Some cause there is, that lets yoa not be loT'd; 
First diat most needs be knowa, and then remov'd. 
What if my sister lore some other knight? 

Balthaxar. My summer's day will turn to winter's 
night. 

Lorenzo. I have already found a atratagemi 
To sound the bottom of this doubtful theme. \ 
My lord, for once you shall be rul'd hy me ; 
Hinder me not, whate'er you hear or see: 
By force, or fair means, will 1 cast about, ./ 
To find the tiutii of all this question ont. 
Ho, Pedringano 1 

Enttr Pedkingaho. 

Pedringano. Se^nor I 

Lorenzo. Vien qui presto, 

Pedringano, Halh your lordship any seirice to com" 

Lorenzo. Aye, Pedringano, service of import ; 
And, not to spend the time in trifling words. 
Thus stands tiie case : It is not long, thou know'sl. 
Since I did shield thee from my father's wrath. 
For thy conveyance in Andrea s love ; 
For which thou wert adjudg'd to banishment: 
I stood betwist thee end thy punishment. 
And since thou Icnow'st bow I ha*e favour'd thee, 
Now to these favours will I add reward, 
Not with fair words, but store of golden coia, 
And lands and '° living join'^ with dignities. 
If thou but satisfy my just 'demand : 
Tell truth, and have roe for thy lasting friend. 

Pedringano. Whate'er it be your lordship rfiall de- 
mand. 
My bounden duty bids me tell the truth. 
If case "it lie in me to tell the truth. 

Lorenzo. Then, Pedringano, this is my demand : 
jWhom loves my sister Bdimperia? \ 
ffor she reposeth all her trust in thee : ' 

. --.Google 
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Speak, man, and gain both friendihip and reward : 
I mean, wham ioves rite in Aodrea'a place? 

Pedringano. AlaB.my lard, smcedon Andiea'sdeath, 
I have no credit with her as before ; 
And therefore know not if t^e bve or no. 

Lorenzo. Nay if thou dally, then I am thy foe, 

[DroKM hit muord. 
And fear shall force what friendship cannot win : 
Thy death shall bury what thy life conceals ; 
Thou dyest for more esteeming her than me. 

Pednagana. Oh, stay, my lord. 

Lorenzo. Yetspeak thetiutb.and I will guerdon thee. 
And shield thee from whatever can enane. 
And will conceal whate'ei proceeds from thee. 
But, if thou dally once again, thou dyest. 

Pedringano. If madam Beliaperia be in love — 

Lorenzo. What, villain ! ifs and ands ?, 

Pedrittgaao. Oh stay, my lord, s he loves H oratio. 

[Balthaxar ttarls back. 

Lorenxo. What don Horatio, our knight-marshal's 

son? 
■Pedringanc. Even him, my lord. 

Lorenzo. Nowj' say but how **know'at thou he is her 
love, • 

And thou shalt find me kind and tiberal : 
Stand up, I say, and fearless tell tbe truth. 

Pedringano. She sent him lellen, which myself 
penis'd, 
Full fraught with lines, andargnmente of love. 
Preferring him before pttnce Ballhjizar. 

Lorenio. "'■ Swear on this cross, that what thou saycBt 
ia true; 
And that thou wilt conceal what thou hast told. 

Pedringano. 1 swear to both, by bim that made us all. 

I.orenu>. In hope thine oadi is true, here's thy reward : 
But, if Ipnvve thee4>erjur'd.and unjust. 
This very sword whereon thou io<dc'BttM ne path. 
Shall be the worker of ^yJagedy. 
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Pedringaito. Vfhai I hsre nid ia tme, and shell for 
me 
Be still coDceal'd from BetunperiB : 
Besides, your honour's liberality 
Deserves my duteous service , even till death. 

Lortnzo, Let this be all tJiat thou shall do for roe : 
Be watchful when, and where these lovers meet, 
A nd^ias_me notice in soine secreTSSft 

Pedrmgano. 1 will, my lord. 

Lorenzo, Then shalt thou find that I am liberal : 
Thou kaow'st tliat I can more advance thy state 
Than she : be therefore wise, and fail me not : 
Go and attend her as thy custom is, 
Lest absence malce her think thou doit amiss. 

[Enl Fed. 
Why so : lam armis, guam ingenio ; 
Where words prevail not, vic^nce prevails ; 
Hntgfijf^ doth, more tfia neitlfer of tEemliioth. ' 
How likes prince Balthazar "'this sfratagem! 

Balthazar. Both well and ill ; it makes lae gjad and 

Glad, that I know the hinder«r of ray love ; 
Sad, that I fear she hates me, whom I lore ; 
Glad, that I know on whom to be reveng'd ; 
Sad, that she'll fly me if 1 take revenge; 
Yet must I take revenge, or die myself, 
For love resisted grows impatient. 
1 jhinkJ i aia t i f i h* my . d eatin ' d B la g u eT' 
First, in his hand he brandisbea a sword, 
And with that sword he fiercely waged war, 
And in that war he gave me dang'rous woimds, 
And by those wounds he forced me to yield, 
And by my yieldiur I became his slave : 
Now in bis mouth he carries pleasing words. 
Which pteaaing words do hurbonr sweet conceits ; 
"Which sweet conceits are lim'd with slydeceits. 
Which sly deceits** smooth Belmiperia's ears ; 

<" of diia, 1618.33.33. 
. <" Thu fine omitted, 161a IS. SS. 
, « iweet, 16!8. tS. 88. 
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And thro' her ears dire down into her heart. 
And in her heart"* eet him, where I should stand. 
Thus hath he ta'en my body by his force. 
And now by slight would captiyate my soul : 
Bnt in his fall 1 11 tempt the destinies, 
And either lose my life, or win my love; 

Lorerno. t.et's go, my lord,^ your staying stays re- 
venge : 
Do you but follow me, and gain yoar lore. 
Her favour must be won by his remove. [Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio and Belihperia. 
Boratio. Now, madam, since by favour of your love. 
Our bidden smoak is turn'd to open flame. 
And that with looks and words we feed our thoughts, 
(Two chief contents) where more cannot be had : 
Thus in the midst of love's fair blandishments. 
Why shew you sign of inward I anguish ments ? 

[Pedringano gkeu>» all to the Prince and 
Liirenio, placing them in secret. 
Belimperta. My heart, sweet friend, is like a ship at 
aea. 
She wisheth port, where riding all at ease 
She may repair what stormy times have worn ; 
And, leaning on the shore, may sing with Joy, 
That pleasure follows pain, and bliss, annoy. 
Possession of thy love is the only port. 
Wherein my heart, with fears and hopes long toss'd. 
Each hour doth wish and long to make resort, 
"There to repair the joys that it hath lost; 
And, sitting safe, to sing in Cupid's quire. 
That sweetest bliss, is crown of love's desire. 

[Baltkatar and Lorenzo atide.* 
BaUhaiar. Oh sleep mine eyes, see not my love pro- 
fan'd ; 
Be deaf mine ears, hear not my discontent ; 
\ Die, heart, another joys what thou deserv'st. 

"wti, i6ia t3.8s. '• OUT, less. 

"TlieTeonrepaii, 1618.SS. SS. 

' The editicHU of I6!S ud 1688, lead Balthazar and ^enio 
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Lvrenzo. Watch sdll, mine eyes, to see m thU love 
disjoiti'd : 
Hear still, mine ears, to hear them both lament : 
I " Live heart, to joy at fond Horatio's -fall, * 

Lelimperia. Why stands Horatio speechless all this 
while? 

Horatio. Tlie less I speak, the more I meditate. 

Belimperia. But whereon dost "thou chiefly meditate? 

Horatio. On dangers past, and pleasures to ensue. 

Balthazar. On pleasures past, and dangers to ensue. 

Belimperia. What dangers and what pleasures dost 
thou mean ? . 

//firafio A Dangers of war, and pleasures of our love^ 

Lortnzo. Dangers of death, but pleasures none at alL 

Belimperia. Letdangersgo, thy war shall be with me: 
But such a war, as breaks ao bond of peace. 
Spealt thou fair words, I'll cross them with fair words: 
Send thou sweet looks, I'll meet them with sweet looks : 
Write loving lines, I'll answer loving lines. 
Give me a kiss, I'll counter-check thy kiss : , 

Be this our warring peace, or peaceful war. J 

Horatio. But, gracioiismadam,theuappotntthefield, ' 
Where trial of this war shall first be made. 

Balthazar. Ambitious villain ! how his boldness grovrs! 

Belimperia. Tben»^be thy father's pleasant bow'r, the 
field 
Where first we vow'd a "^mutual amity ; 
The court were dangerous, that place is safe; 
■01 Our hour shall be, when Vesper 'gins to rise, 
That summons home ""distressful travellers: 
There none shall hear us but the harmless birds; 

•• the, I61B, 13. SI. 

*< LhK.'i So, in the liMt editioa. Tkue of 1616. >S. 33. bav* 
leave; Mr. Dodsley read* Itap. 

" chiefly dMt thou, 1618. S3. 83. 

•"by, I61S. S3.aS. 

'"oi^, 1618. tS. 33. 

'" Our hour ihaU bt, &C-] Theie Im<:i describing Ibe ncetanr 
of the loren are. as Mr. Wballey obcerrei, tender and natuial, 
tice £jw_v ™ fHvAeipeiir'i Idandng, 1748, p. 48. 

">: (llsWCMed, 16J3. S3. • 
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HapNly* tite gentle nightingale 
Shall carrol ub asleep ere we befrare, 
And, linging with the prickle at her breast, 
Tdl onr delight and "» mirthful dalliance : 
Till then eftch hour will seem a year and more. 

Horatio. But, honey sweet, and honourable love, 
Return we now into your fathet'e sight, 
Daagerons suspicion waits on our delight. 
I Loremo, Aye, danger mixed with jealous desptgfat 
I Shall send thy soul into eternal night. [Exeunt. 

Enter Kikg of Spain, Portinoalb Embassador, 
DonCvrKiAV, 4c. 

King. Brother of Castile, to the prince's love 
What says your daughter Belimperia ? 

Cyprian. Although she cay it, as becomes her kind, 
And yet dissemble that sh^loves the prince ; 
I doubt not I, but she mil titoop in time; 
And were she frovrard, which she will not be, 
Yet herein shall she follow my advice; 
jWhich is to love him, or forego my love. 

King. Then lord embassador of Portftgale, 
Advise thy king to make this marri^;e up. 
For strength'ning of our late-confirmed league 
I know no better means to make us friends. 
Her dowry shall be targe and liberal ; 
Besides that she is daughter and half heir 
Unto our brother here, don Cyprian, 
And shall enjoy the moiety of his land, 
I'll grace her marriage with an uncle's gift : 
And this it is, (in case the match go forward) 
The tribute which 70H pay shall be releas'd : 
[ And if by Balthazar she have a son, 
1 He shall enjoy the Icingdom after ub. 

Embaitador. I'll make the' motion to my '"* soreieign 
liege. 
And work it, if my counsel may prevail. 

King. Do BO, my lord ; and, if he give consent, 
I hope his presence here will honour us, 

•i. e,"liaplj." 
'" a[.ortfi)l, 16S3. 33. '»• cfut, I6I8. * 
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In celebration of the nuptial day ; . 
And let >'» himself determine of the tim«. 

EmboMtador. Will't please your grace >o*command me 
aught beside ? 

King. Commend me to the king; and so forenelt. 
But Where's prince Balthazar, to take his leave? 

EmbtuiadoT. That is perform'd already, my good lord. 

King. Amongst the rest of what you hare in chu^. 
The prince's ransom must not be forgot : 
That's none of mine, but his tiM took htm prisoner ; 
And well his forwardness deserres reward: 
It was HoTatio, our knight- marsbars son. 

Embatsador. Between us, there's a price already 
pitcb'd, 
And shall be sent with all convenient speed. 

King. Then once a^in fafewel, my lord. 

Embauadar. Farewel, my lord of Castile, and the rest; 
[Exit. 

ftng. Now, brother, you must take some little '"'pains. 
To win fair Belimperia from her will : 
Young virgins iflust be ruled by their friends : 
The pnnce is amiable, and love- her well ; 
If she neglect him, and forego his love. 
She both will wrong her own eslate and ours ; 
Therefore, whiles I do entertain the prince 
With greatest pleasure "* that our court affords. 
Endeavour you to win your daughter's thought : 
If the give back, all this will come to nought. [Exeimt. 

Enter Horatio Belimperia, and Pbdrimoamo. 

Horatio. Now that the night begins with sable wings 
To over-cloud the brigbtnesa of the sun, 
And that in darkness pleasures may be done: 
iCome, belimperia, let us to the bower, 
Und liiere in safety pass a pleasant hour. 

Belimperia, I follow thee, my love, and will not back, 
Altho' my fainting heart controls my soul. 

Horatio. Why, make you doubt of Fedringano's faith ? 

I" hiinself. If 33. l" to commaDd, I61B. 

'■" palne. 16H<. ^8. 33. "* pleasure* 1618. CS. 33. 
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Betmperia. No, he is as trusty as my second self— 
Go, Pedringano, natch without the gate. 
And let us know if any make approach. 

Pedringano. Instead of watching, I'll deserve more 

f ^'^• 

By fetching Don Lorenzo to this match. 
' [Exit Pedringtmo. 

Horatio, What means my love? 

Belimperia. I know not what myself: 
And yet my heart foretels me some mischance. 

Horatio. Sweet, say not so: fair fortune is out friend. 
And **■ heav'ns have shut up day, to pleasure us. 
The stars, thou seest, hold back their twinkling shine. 
And Luna hides herself to pleasure ue. 

BeUmperia. Thou hast prevai I'd, 111 conquer my mis- 
doubt. 
And in thy love and counsel drown my feai: 
I fear no more, love now is all my thoughts. 
Why sit we not ? for pleasure asketh ease. 

Horatio. The more thou sitt'st within these leafy 
bowers. 
The more will Flora deck it .with her flowers. 

Belimperia. Aye, but if Flora spy Horatio here. 
Her jealous eye will think I sit too near. 

Horatio. Hark, madam, how the birds ""record by 
night. 
For joy that Belimperia sits in sight. 

Belimperia. No, Cupid counterfdts the nighting^e. 
To frame sweet musick to Horatio's tale. 

Horatio. If Cupid sing, then Venus is not far : 
Aye, thou art Venus, or some fairer star. 

ReHmptria. If I be Venus, thou roust needs be Mars ; 
And where Mars reigneth, there must needs be wars. - 

I" heaven hath. ]618. 88. 81. 

"0 racord,'] To rtcord, anciently signiSed In linf. Ai, in tb 
Ttai Gmtlasm of Finn*, A. 5. S. 8 ; 

" Here caa I lit alone, nnstiea of any, 

" And to the nightingale's complaining notrs 

" Tune my diatrtiBes andrwonl mj woes," 

See ^M Mr. SteevenB'i Note on this psiM^e. 
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Horatio. Then tiius begin our wan ; put forth thy 
band. 
That it may combat with my luder hand. 

Seimpma. Set forth thy foot, totrythepushof mine. 
Horatio. But first my looks shall combat against thine. 
Belimperia. Then ward thyself, I dart this kiss at thee. 
HoratHt. Thus I '"retort tbe dart thou thiew'st* at me. 
BeUtnperia. Nay, then to gain the glory of the field, 
My twining arms shall yoak, and make thee yield. 
Horatio. Nay, then mine, arms are large and strong 
withall: 
Thus elms foy vines afc compass'd till they fall. 

Belmperia. O let me go, for in my troubled eyes 
Now may'st thou read, that life in passion dies. 

Horatio. O stay a while, and I will die wiA thee. 
So shalt thou yield, and yet have conquer'd me. 

Beltrnperia. Who's there, Pediingano? We are be- 

tr^'d. 
Enter LuaEHzo, Balthazak, Ce&bbrikb and 

Pedhinqano, disguised. 
Lorenzo. Mylord, away with her; ""take her aside— 
O air, forbear ; your valour is already try'd. — 
Quickly dispatch, my masters. 

[They hang him in the arbour. 
Horatio. What, will y e murder me ? 
Lorenzo. Aye, thus, and thus ; these are the fruits of 
love. ~ ' [They stah him. 

BeUmperia, O save his life, and let me die foThim : 
, O save him, brother, save him, Balthazar: 
; 1 lov'd Horatio, but he lovd not me. 

Balthazar. But Balthazar loves Belimperia. 
Lorenzo. Altho' hia hfe were '" still ambitious, proud, 
Yet is he at the highest now he is dead. 

Belimperia. Murder! murder! help, Hieronimo, help ! 
Lorenzo. Come, stop ber mouth, away wi^ her. 

[Extuni. 

"'letum, 1618. 33. 33. 

■".tab h*r aside is printed as a maigiual diiectioa, 1618. Ti. SS. 

■" Mill omitted, 161S. 33. 33. 
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Zaler Mibkokiho m hit thirl, &c. 
Hieronmo, What >" outcries plnclc me from my uaked 
hed,' 
Aad chill "^my throbbing he^rt with trembling fear, 
Which never daa^r yet could daunt before? 
Who calls Hieronimo? speak — here I am. 
I did not slumber; therefore 'twas no dream. 
1 No, no, it was some woman cry'd for help ; 
And here within "*thia garden did she cry, 
And in this garden must I rescue her. 
But stay, what mnrderous spectacle is this I 

(A man naag'd up, and all the murderers gone! 

I And ill my bowei, to lay the guilt on me! 

, This place was made for pleasure, not for death. 

[He rulf tarn doan. 
Those garments that he wears I oft have seen : 
Alas, it is Horatio, my sweet bQH t 
Oh, no, but he '" mit whtlome was my son I 
Oh, was it thou that call'dst me from my bed ? 
Oh, speak, if any spark of life remain : 
I am thy father: who hath slain my son 1 
What savage monster, not of human kind, 
"'Hath here been glutted with thy harmless blood. 
And left thy bloody corpse dishonour'd here. 
For me, amidst these da;k and death ful shades. 
To drown thee with an ocean of my tears ? 

IOh, Heavens, why made you night to cover sint 
By day, this deed of darkness had not be^n. 
' Oh, Earth, why didst thou not in time devour 
, The '" viled profaner of this sacred bow'r ? 
O, poor Horatio I what hadst thou misdone, 
'To leese thy life, ere life was new begun ? 

'" outcry caila. 1618. US. 3S. 

* This line, (hough not mentioaed. it one of tbou ridiculed bjr 
Sbakeipeare in ibe Inductioa to tlie TaiiuBg tf l^ Shrae, wbete 
81; says, " Go to th; bed and warm thee." 

Thomu Kaadolph in hii PodJn-, 1631, alio allndss tait: " Je- 
lonymo riling &om his naked bed wu not 60 good a midwife." " 

"•chUI, 1618.-13. 3S. "•the. 1618. iS. 3S. 

■" that who whilome, 1618. 

"•rila, 161B.93. 33. 
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Oh, wicked butcher [ whatsoe'er thou wert, 
How conld'st thou strangle virtue and desert? 
Ah me 1 moBt wretched, that have lost my joy. 
In leesing; my Horatio, my Hweet boy ! 
Enter Ibabella. 



Ulerofiimo. Here, Isabella, help me to lament, 
For gigbs are stopt, and all my tears are spent. 

Itabella. What world of grief! my son Horatio! 
Oh, where's the author of this endless woe 7 

Bieronimo. To know the author were some ease o( 
grief, 
For in reTeiig« my heart would find relief. . 

Itabelia. Theu is he gone? and is my son gone too ? I 
Oh gush out tears, fountains and floods of tears : t 

Blow sighs, and raise an everlasting storm. 
For outrage fits our cursed wretchedness. 
'*o^A me! Hierottimo, tweet hutband, tpeak I 

Hierouimo. He mpp'd with ut to-night, froUdt and 

And iaid, lie mouldgovuU BalthMur, 
At the duke'r-pataceTi^e the prince doth lodge. 
He had no euilom to »tay out lO Utle, 
He mag be in Aii chamber ; toTne go tee — Roderigo, ho. 
Enter Pkdko and Jaques. 

Isabella. Jk ne, he rtwetXjweet Biermkfto I 

Hieronimo.'TlHKron'^ain laketnoteofit. 
BewUi, he is 10 gerieralbf belov'd. 
Hit najetty the other day did grace him 
With waiting on hit cup : these be/avourt. 
Which do aintre me that he cannot be Umg-Un'd. 

Isabella. Sweet Hteronimo I 

Hieronimo. t wonder how this fetlaw got hit cloatht : 
Sirrah, tirrah, FU know the truth of all : 
Jaquet, run to the duke of Caifile's pretenfly, 
Jnd bid my ton Horatio to tome home. 
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r and hit mother hone had $trange dreams to-night. 
Do t/ou hear me, sir 9 

Jaques. ^ye, sir. 

Hieronimo. Well, sir, be gone — Pedro, come hither; 
Know'sl thoit mho this is ? 

Pedro. Too well, sir. 

Hieronimo. Too leell ! who ? who it it? peace, Isabella. 
Nag, blush not, man. 

Pedro. It is my Uyrd Horatio. 

Hieronimo. Ha, ha, St. Jamet; but this doth make me 

That there are more deluded thaa myselj. 

Pedro. Deluded} 

Hieronimo. Aye, I mould have sworn myself tDifftm 
lAu hour. 
That this had been my son, Horatio, 
Hit garments are so tike .■ ha, are they not great persua- 

Isabella. O, would to God it were not to I 
Hieronimo. Were not, Isabella ? dost thou dream it it? 

Can thy toft bosom entertain a thought. 

That such a black deed of mitchief should be done 

On one to pure and spotless as our ton ? 
■ Away, I am asham'd. 

Isabella. Dear Hieronimo, 
\ Cast a more serious eye upon thy grief, 
1 Weak apprehension givet but ineak belief. 

Hieronimo. It teat a man ture that was hang'd uphera, 

A youth, at I remember: I cut him doten. 

If it should prove mj/ son how after all. 

Say you, say you : light, lend me a taper ; 
\vLet me look again. 

I ip god! confusion, mischief, torvient, death, and hell, 
' vrop all your stings at once in my cold bosom, 

That now it stiff with horror ; kill me quickly : 

Be gracious to me, thou infective night. 

And drop this deed of murder down in me; 

Gird in my waste of grief with thy large darkness, 

And let me not survive to see the Ught, 

May put me in the mind I had a son. 
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Isabella. 0, tweet 'BoraHo l 0, my deareit son ! 
Hieronimo. Bbw lUangely had I Utttmy wag to grief I 
Sweet lovely rose, ill pluck'd before thy time. 
Fair worthy son, not conquer'd, but betray'd ; 
I'll kiss thee now, for wonls with tears are staid. 

habeUa. And I'll close up the glasses of his sight. 
For once these eyes were '" only mv delight. 
Hieronimo. Seest thou this handkerchief besmear'd 
with blood ? 
It shall not from me, till I take Eevenge. 
Seest thou these wounds, that yet are bleeding fresh? 
■• 111 not entomb them till I hare '"rereng'd ; 
Then will I joy amidst my discontent; 
Till then, my ''^ sorrow never shall be spent. 

babeUa. The heavens are just, murder cannot be hid: 
Time is the author both of truth and right. 
And time will briug this treachery to light. 
Hieronimo. Mean while, good Isabella, cease thy 
plaints, 
Or at the least, dissemble them awhile : 
So shall we sooner find the practice out, 
And learn by whom all this was brought about. 
Come, Isabella, now let's take him up, 

[They take him up. 
And bear him in from out this cursed place : \ ^ . _ /',■*'■ 
ni say his dirge, singing fits not this case, j / '-V^ 

O aliqvit mihi quia puUhruni ver edvcat herbas, 

[Hieronimo sets his breast unto his sword. , 
M'uceat, et noitro detur medtcina dolori : i 

Aut si quifaciunt annorum oblivia tuccoi, I 

Prabeat, ipse mettim magHum quacunque per orbem, I 
Gramina sol pulckrat ejecit lacw in orat, z^'- 

Ipse bibam quicquid meditatur saga cenent, /'/ 

Quicquid et irarum vi cifea nenia nectit. / 

Omnia perpetiar, lelhvm quoque dum semel omnit, 
Nosier in extincto morialuT pectore tentvs : 
Ergo tuos oculoi nunquam, mea vita, videbo, 
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Et lua ptrpttuus tepeHvit lumina tomnus. 
fmertor tecum tic, $icjitvat ire tub tmbrai. 
AtUmeH adtittam properato ced^rt ktho, 
Ne mortem tmdicta tuam turn nulla tequatur. 

[Here he throws it from him, and 
beHrs (he body away. 
Andrea. " Brought'st thou me hither to increase my 
pain? 
" I look'd that Balthazar should have been slain : 
" But it's my friend Horatio that is slain I 
" And they abuse fair Belimperia, 
» " On nhom I doated more than all the worid, 
" Because she lov'd me more than all the world." 
Revenge. " Thou Ulk'st,of '•'harvest, whenthecom 

JBgreen; 

" The end iff — ^ crown of every work well done. 
' " The sickle comes not till the corn be ripe. 
V Be still ; and ere I lead thee from this place, 
t' I'll shew thee Balthazar in heavy case. 



Enter ViceHot of Porlingale, Noblbs, Alexautro, 

. ; VllLDRPO." 

Flcerog, Infortunate condition of klngB.t 
Seated '•'amidst so many helpless doubts ! 
First, we are plac'd upon eztreamest height. 
And oh supplanted with exceeding hate ; 
But ever subject to th e wheel of chance ; 

'** the harrest, 1619. aS. 33. 

"• growna, 1618, SS. 38. 

■ The iceiie cbsages again to PoTtofBl. 

t Mr. Reed printed thii line aa followi, withoat any aulhoiitj 



riably pranounced am two distiitct ayllablsB. Mr. Hawldne, vbom 
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AQd at our highest, oereT joy we lo. 

As we both doubt and dread our overthrow. 

So Btriveth not the waves with saodry wiuds, 

As fortune toileth in th' affairs of kiugs, 

That would be fear'd, yet fear to be belov'd, 

Sith fear, or love, to Icings is flattery : 

For iustance, lordUngs, look upon your king. 

By hate deprived of his dearest son ; 

The only hope of our successive *" line. 

IfohU. I had not thought that Alexandra's heart 
Had been invenom'd with such extream hate; 
But now I see, that words have several works, 
And there's no credit in tiie countenance. 

FUtuj^o. No ; for, my lord, had you beheld the train. 
That fained love had colour'd in his looks. 
When he in camp consorted Balthazar, 
Far more iocoDstant bad you thought the sun, \ 
That hourly coasts the center of the earth. 
Than Alexandro's purpose to the prince. 

Ficerog. No more, VJUuppo, thou hast said enough. 
And with thj words thou slay'st our wounded thoughts: 
Nor shall I longer dally with the world, 
Procrastinatin g Alexandro' sdeath : 

fin ■ninp nf ynii btiiI Jpfrh" l^trt mitor fo T th, 

That, as he IS condemned, he may die. 
Enter ALEXASDRo'toWia NcfBLKMAN, atul halbert$. 

Nobleman. In such extreams, will nought but pa- 
tience serve, 

AleximdTo, Butinextreanis,what patience shall I use? 
Nor discontents it me to leave the world, 
Witt whom there nothing can prevail bnt wrong. 

Nobleman. Yet hope the best. 

Alexandra. 'Tis heav'n is my hope ; . 
As for the earth, it is too muon "'infect, 
To yield me hope of any of her mould. 

HccToy. Whylingerye? bringforththatdaringfiend, 
And let him die for his accursed deed. 

Alexandra. Not that I fear the extremity of death, 

* Uvsi, 1619. M. 83. '•• intecWd, 1618. 35. 83. 
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(For DobleE cannot stoop to servile fear) 

Do I, O kiag, thus discontented live. 

But this, O this torments my labouring soul. 

That thus I die suspected of a ain. 

Whereof, as hea/ns have known my secret thoughts, 

So am I free from this su^estion. 

Fieerog. Nomore.Isay; to the**'tortures toitithim: 
Bind him, and bum his body in those flames. 

[They bind Aim to the stoke. 
That shall pTe%ure those unquenched fires 
Of Phlegeton, prepared for his soul. 

Alexandra. My guiltless death will be aveog'd on thee, 
On thee, Villnppo, that bath malic'd thus ; 
Or '**for thy meed hast falsley me accus'd. 

Villuppo. Nay, Alexandro, if thou menace me, 
I'll lend a hand to send thee to the lake. 
Where those thy words shall perish with thy works: 
Injurious traitor, monstrous homicide! 
Enter Embassador. 
Embauad<-T. Stay, hold a while; and here (with 
pardon of 
His majesty) lay hands upon Villnppo. 

Viceroy. Embassador, what news hath uTg*d this 

sudden entrance ? 
EmboMtadoT. Enow, i^' sovereign lord, that BaltiiaEat 

doth live. 
ViceTog. What sayest thou, liveth Balthazar our son 7 
EmboModoT^ Your highness' son, lord Balthazar, 
doth live. 
And, well intreated in the court of Spain, 
Humbly commends him to your majesty : 
These eyes beheld, and these my followers. 
With these the letters of the king's '"commends, 

[Gives him tetters. 

■a wlitn] The alWiaticui here adopted was made b; Mr. 

• -., .Jt8. 33.33. 
*' Know flovereignl that — 1618. 
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Are happy witness of his highness' health. 

[The king looki oh the Utter, and proceeds. 

Viceroy. Tfty ton doth live, your tribute « reeeiv'd : 
TTty peace u made, and v>e are tatii/ied : 
The reit retolve upon as things propoi'd 
For both our honours, and thy hent^t. 

Embassador. These are his hig'hneas' farther articles. 
[Gives him more letters. 

Viceroy. Accursed wretch, to intimate these ills 
Against the life and rqj ulalion 
Of nob2e_Arexandro !— Come, my lord, unbind him : 
Let him unBihd thee, that is bound to death. 
To make a quital for thy discontent. [They unbind lUm. 

Alexandra. Dread lord, in kindness you could do no 
less, 
Upon report of suoh a damned bet : 
But, thus we see our innocence hath sar'd 
The hopeless life which thou, Villnppo, sought 
By thy su^estions to have aiasaacred. 

Viceroy. Say, false VJUuppo.whereforedidsttboutlius 
Paisley betray lord Alejandro's life? 
Him, whom thou know'st that no nnkindoess else, 
But even the slaughter of our dearest son. 
Could I'' once have mov'd us to have tniscoQceiVd. 

Alexandra. Say, treacherous Villuj^o, tell the king : 
Of wherein huth Alexandro us'd thee ill ? 

Villnppo. Rent with remembrance of so foul a deed. 
My -"* guilty soul submits me to thy doom : 
For, not for Alexandre's injuries, 
teut for reward, and hope to be prefer'd, 
fhus have I shamelessly hazarded his life. 

Vtceroy, Which, villain, shall be ransom'd with tiiy 
death. 
And not so mean a torment as we here 
Oevis'd for him, who thou saidst slew our sod : 
But with the bitter'st torments and extreams. 
That may be yet invented for thine end. 

[Alexandro seems to iulreat. 
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Intieat me not, — go take tbe tnutor hence. — 

[ExU Vaiappo. 
And, Alexandro, let us honour thee 
With public notice of thy loyalty. 
To end those things '^'articulated here 
By our great lord, the mighty king of Spun, 
We with our counsel will deliberate : 
Come, Alexaudro, keep us company. [Exeuttl. 

Enter HlKRONlHO.* 

I Bieronimo. Oh eyes ! no eyes, but fountains fraught 

I with tears : 

i Oh life ! uo life, but lirely form of death : 

I Oh world! no world, but mass of public wrongs, 

1 Confus'd and fiil'd with murder wid misdeeds. 

'. Oh, sacred heav'ns I if this unhallowed deed, 
> \ If this inhuman and barbarous attempt ; 

I If this incomparable murder thus 
Of mine, but now no more my son. 
Shall unreveal'd, and unrerenged pass; 
How should we term your dealings to be just, 
If you unjustly deal with those that in your justice trust ? 
The night, sad secretary to my moans. 
With direful visions wakes my vexed soul. 
And with the wounds of my distressful son 
Solicits me for notice of his death. 
The ugly fiends do sally forth of hell. 
And frame my steps to unfrequented paths, 
"•And fear my heart with fierce inflamed Aou^ts. 

"• ertimfateif] L a. eiMbited in BrticlB*. See Mi. Steeveiu'i 
Note on tile Fimt Part of Heary IV. A. a. 8. 1. 
* The Icene again, returae to Spain. 

"" A«d teax bh| Kacrt viithjarct in^onMd thn^Ao.] Tbe yeAftar 
ii often lued bj oui ancient writers in die Maueof/r^httn, or mofct 
■froii Aj, in Eoeru Man in hii Humour, A. 3. S. 7 : 

" ftB ihaU not go) I )mt feat the knaTs.' 

Si^aimtmFaa,A..i: 

" Hi* nibtil^ hath cboae this doublii 

" To hold him eren in ; not »o to/mi , 

" Aj vhoUj put him, out, and yet give check 
" Uato hie &ither boldneu." 
A Fair Quarrtl, A. f . S. 1 : 

" Could but taj MHile TCtnbe a 
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The cloudy day my '*^ discontents reoords. 
Early b^ns to register my dreams, 
And drives me forth to seek the murderer. 
Eyes, life, vorld, heav'ns, bell, night, and day. 
See, search, shew, send some man, 
v' Some mean that may— [A Ulter/allelh. 

What's here, a letter ? tush, it is not so : 
A letter written to Hieronimo. [Red ink. 

Fur want of ink, receive this bloodj/ mrit; 

Me hath my hapteu brothtT hid from thee : 



Revenf^e t hyself on Balthazar and him : 
Fw thotewer v r h v^ tft offl i li n ftra rrKy ton. 
Sieronimo, rrrrii^f ffitratin't death, 
jtndbeUerfyrAhattJBeiimperia doth. 
What means this unexpected miracle ? 
My son slain by Lorenzo, and the prince 1 
What cause had they Horatio to maUga? 
Or what might move thee. Beliroperia, 
ToliccuBe thy brother had hg^en the mean? 
Hieronimo^eware, thou art betray'd. 
And to intrap thy lifcQiis train is laid : 
AdvuieTliee therefore, be pot creri tflloMS ; 
This is devised to endanger thee. 
That thou, by this, Lorenzo shouldat accuse : 
And he, for the dishonour done, should draw 
Thy life in question, and thy name in hate. 
Dear was the life of my beloved son. 
And of bis death behooves me be reveng'd : 
Then hazard not thine own. Hieronimo ; 
But live to effect thy resolution. 



lODtaine, noriea'ssii^e shonld hide bun ftom mee. 
" E'ne to faell'i threabold would 1 follow him, 
" And UM the alanderer in befoie I left him, 
"fiutiuitUit/Mr«me.'- 
Eaphaa cud hU England, p. 183 : "— not the threatningB of 
" l(iii(^ (which are penllons to a prince), nor the MiBwaiioD* of 
" Papiita (which are hoDU; to the mouth) coqld ^OiBifar htr, or 
" aUtue hir, ic." 

Tk* Cnrtoin Dratetr <^ thM World, 1619, p. 41 : " —if be ahalt 
" /ht* 01 ont of omrwita with gtiange words, ttc." 
w difcaatent, 16ia 89. 33. 
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I dierefore vill by circumstaiices try, 
What I can gather to confirm this writ ; 
And '"heark'ning near the duke of Castile's house, 
CloMei_if Ijao, with Belimperia, 
To~fi8ten more; but nothing to "•bewray. 
£n(«- Pedbinqano. 

Hieronmo, Now, Pedringano ! 

Pedringano. Now, Hieronimo ! 

Hiertmimo. Where's thy lady ? 

Pedringano. I know not : here's my lord. 
Enter Lorenzo. 

Lorenzo. How now, who's this, Hieronimo ? 

Hierontiuo. My lord. 

PedfingatM. He asketh for my lady Belimperia. 

torenxo. What to do, Hieronimo? the duke my 
father bath 
Upon some disgrace a while remov'd her bence : 
But if be aught I may infonn her of. 
Tell me, Hieronimo, and I'll let her know it. 

Hieronimo. Nay, nay, my lord, I thank you, it shall 
not need, 
I had a suit unto her, but too late. 
And her disgrace makes me unfortunate. 

Lorenzo. '"Why so, Hieronimo? use me. 

Hieronimo- ff^o you, my lord 9 
I nieroe your favour for a greater honour. 
Thit is a very toy, my lord, a toy. 

Lorenzo. AWi one, Hieronimo, acquaint me vith it. 

Hieronimo. Ffaith, my lord, 'tis an idle thing, I mull 

I ha been too Hack, too tardy, too remiss unto your 
honour. 
Lorenzo. How now, Hieronimo ? 

"• bewkm, 1618. SS. S3. 

'S* heurray] btvray, vMcb at present bas oiUy a dirty meaning, 
ancleotly siguiiieA in httray, la diiemer. Mr. Steerens'* Note on 
Ktif Lear, A. 3. S. 6. 

<^ Why m, &c.] This acene likewi*e ia rejected by Hi. Hav- 
kinii, iDetead of it, Hieronimo says : 

" O, no, my lord ; I daie not, it mnd not be : 
" I humbly ^laak yoiu iord^p.*' 
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Hieionimo. In troth, mf Ityrd, it u a thing of nothing; 
The murder of a ion, or 10 .■ ^ ,7. . - 

4 ihinff n f nolkiug. m^ tord . ,i •.-— 1>- 
' Lorenxo. Wky, then rarewel. 

Hieronimo. My grief no heart, my thoi^hts no tongue 
can tell. lExit. 

Lorenzo. Come hither, Pedringano; Eee'st thou this ? 

Pednngano. My lord, I see it, and suspect it too. 

Lortnzo. This a that datnn'd villain,.CerbeTiae, 
That hath, 1 fear, reveal'd Horatio' death. 

Ptdringano. My lord, he could not, 'twas so lately 

And since, he hath not left my company. 

Lorenzo. Admit he have not, his condition's such. 
As fear or flattering words may maJte him false. 
1 know his humour, and therewith repent 
That e'er I us'il him in this enterprise. 
But, Pedringano, to prevent the worst, 
And 'cause jl know thee secret as ray soul. 
Here, for thy farther satisfaction, take ■*■ thou this, 

[ Givet Um more gold. 
And hearken to me ; '**thus it is devis'd, 
This night thou must, (and pr'ythee so resoire) 
MeetCerberine at St. Lingis' park : 
ThoifSnow'st 'tis here hard by behind the hoose ; 
There take thy stand, and see thou strike him snre; 
Fo^ie Jiejiuwt, if -we do mean to live. 

Pedringano. But how shall Cerberine be there, ray 
lord? 

Lorenzo, Let me alone, I'll send to htm to meet 
The Prince and me, where thoa must do this deed. 

Pedringano. It shall be dcrne, my lord, it shall be done ; 
And 111 go arm myMlf to meet him there. 

Lorenzo. When things shall alt^, as I hope they Will 

Then shalt thou mount for this : thou know'at my mind. 

Chelejeron! [£r it Pedringano. 

£nter Page. 

Page. My lord I 

'« thee, 16J3. S3. '« —thus it i» diaguia'd, 1618. 33. 33. 
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Loratzo. Go, lirrah, to Cerbenne, and bid him 
foTthwidi 
Meet the prince and me at St. Lii^iB' paric. 
Behind the houiie, this evening, boy. 
Page. I go, my lord, 

Lorenzo. But, sirrah, let the hour be eight a clock : 
Bid him not fail. 
Page: I fly, my lord. [Etit. 

Lorenzo. Now to contirm the cotnplot thou hast cast, 
or all these practices, I'll spread the watch. 
Upon precise ciwimandment from the king. 
Strongly to guard the place where Pedringaao 
I This night shall murder hapless Cerberine. 
\ y \ Thus must we work, that will avoid disimat, 
*: I Thus must we practise to prevent mishap: 

' / I And thus one ill another must expnlse. 

This sly inquiry of Hieronimo 
For Belimperia breeds suspicion, 
And this suspicion bodes a farther ill. 
As for myself, 1 know my secret fault, 
^ , ,' And so do they ; but I have dealt for them : 
\ They that for coin their souls endangered, 
> "- To save my life, for coin shall venture theirs : 
And better 'tig that base companions die, 
Than by their life to hazard our good haps; 
Nor shall they live, for me to fear their fait^ : 
*. I'll trust myself, myself shall be my friend : 
>v: For die they shall : slaves are ordained '**to no other 
,-^ ^ end. [Eh*. 

~^j^ Enter VzDJiivaASOvUk a pistol. 

> Pedrmgano. Now, Pedringano, bid diy pistol hold ; 

^^ ^ And bold on, fortune, once more favour me. 
, "-., Give but success to mine attempdi^ spirit. 
And let me shift for taking of mine aim. 
J. Here is the gold, this is the gold propos'd. 
It is no dream that I adventure for. 
But Pedringano is possest thereof; 
And he that would not strain his conscience 

■"foi, 1618.U.39. 
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For him, that thus his liheral purse had itretcht. 
Unworthy such a favour may he Tail ; 
And wishing, want, when such as I prevail : 
As for the fear of apprehension, 
I know, if need should be, my noble lord 
Will stand between me and ensuing harms : 
Besides, this place is free from al) '**8uspect. 
Here therefore will i stay, and take my stand. 
Enter the Watch. 
Fint Watchman. I wonder much to what intent it is. 
That we are thus expressly charg 'd to watch. 

Second Watchman. Tia by commandment in the 

king's own name. 
Third Watchman. Butwe were neverwont to i*^ watch 
and '" ward ' ' 
So near the duke his "^brother's house before. 

Second Watchman. Content yourself, stand close, 
there's somewhat in't. 

Enler CfiBBKitiifE. 
Cerberine. Here, Cerberine, attend and stay thy pace 
For here did don Lorenzo's page appoint. 
That thou by his command shouldst meet with him : 
How fit a place, if one were so dispos'd I 
Methinks this comer is to close with one. 

Pedringano. Here comes the bird that I must seize 
upon: ' 
Now, Pedringano, or never, play the man. 

Cerberine. I wonder that his lordship stays so long. 
Or wherefore should he send for me so late? 

Pedringano. For this Cerberine, and thou shaltha't. 
"~ '" [Smts ihe Dag.^" 

'« iK^wl] Sen Note 45 to EdiMrd II. vol. Ti: ~ 

'■* —vatch and icanQ These aie teima used-in sereral modeA 
nets of parli&ment, for [bat compotition vhicli in paid in (be Cil; 
of LoiLdaa to excuse the attendees vhich fonneity erery hoiu«~ 
holder was obliged to pve in person lo tualch itt his reapectiTe 
aard. See Stow^s Survey, vol, II. p. 893. Stiype's Edition ITSO ; 

"*noi,161B. J3.33. 

'<> ItretluT'i omitted, 161S. 11. S3. 

'- Dag] The ancient name for a putot. So, in Arden of Ftvtr- 

" Or daie abide the noise tht d<^^ will make." 
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So, there he lies; my promise U peiform'd. 
Tke Watch. 
Rrst Watchman. Hark, geatlemeD, this is a [»atol shot. 
Second Watchman. And here's one slain; stay the 

murderer, 
Pedringano. Now by the sorrows of the aoab ia helt, 
[He atrwe* with the Watch. 
Who first lays hold on me, I'll be his priest. 

Third WatchTnan, Sirrah, confess, and therein play 
the priest ; 
^hy hast uiou thus unkindly Icill'd the man? 
_^ Pedringano. Why ? because he walk'd abroad so late. 
2^ird Watchman. Come, m, you had better kept 
your bed. 
Than have committed this misdeed so late. 

Second Watchman. Come, to the marshal's 'w with 

the murderer. 
First Watchman. On to Hieronimo's't^: help me here 
To bring the mnrder'd body with us too. 

PedringaKo. Hieronimo's? carry me before whom 

you will, 

Whate'er he be, I'll answer him and yon. 

And do your worst, for I defy you all. 

Enter Lorenzo and BALTHi 

Balthazar. How now, my lord, what makes yon rise 

so soon ? 
Lorenzo. Fear ofpreventing our mishaps too late. 
Balthazar. What mischi^ is it that we not miatnist? 



" rU leave jon and at joor dag') diocharga." 
AgaiD, 

" Mji di^^ vas leavelled athisharC." 
Jack Dnim'i EnWrlonuunl, 1616, A. 5 : 

" Witli ISii.yeaSii, and k> Sir, Uaadi wtud, 
" Whilst he would shew me how to hold tht daeg', 
" To draw the cock, to charge and set the flint." 
Roger Awham's Workt, «o. by Bennet, p. 31 : " The Pnnce 
" jet always bare hymselfe so wisely, that ho could not without 
" Bome Btuire be IhroBt downe gpenly : and lidjbg on hU joumey, 
" he waa once shot with a dagg' Secretly." 
"• maTshall, IGIB. S3. 33. 
1" HieKDJmq, 161S. 28. S3. 
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Lorenxo. Out greatest ilia we least mistrast, my lord. 
And unexpe<;te<i harms do hurt us most. 

Balthatar. Why, tell me, don Lorenzo, tell me,mati. 
If aught concerns our honour, and your own? 

Lorenzo. '" Nor you, nor me, my lord, but both in' 
one,: 
For I suspect, and the presumption's great. 
That by those base confederates in our fault, 
\TouchiDg the death of don Horatio, 
|We are betray'd to old Hieronimo. 

Balthazar. Betray'd, Lorenzo? tush! it cannot be. 

IiOrmzo. A guilty conscience, uiged with the thought 
Of former evils, easily cannot err: 
I am persuaded, and dissuade me not, 
That all's revealed to Hieronimo, 
And therefore know, that I have cast it thus. 

Enter Pass. 
But here's the Page — How now, what news with thee? 

Page. My lord, Cerberine is slain. 

BalthoMT. Who,~'CS1tu!riDe my man? 

Page. Your highness' man, my lord. 

Lorenzo. Speak, Page, who murdered htm? 

Page. He that is apprehended for the fact. 

Loremo. Who'? 

Page. Fedruig«no. 

Balthazar. <" Is Cerberine slain, that Idt'i) bis lord 
so well ? 
Injurious villain ! murderer of bis friend I 

Lorenzo. Hath Pedringano murdered Cerberine ? 
My lord, let me intreat you tolakej^e pains 
T ^ r^ Bipfr**^^ arrii Itf itpn bin rftvenr^ : 
With your complaints unto my lord the king, . 
This their dissension breeds a greater doubt. 

Balthazar. Assure thee, don Lorenzo, he shall die. 
Or else his highness hardly shall deny. 
Mean while I baste the marah^ sessions : 
For die be shall for this his damned deed. 

[Exit Balthazar. 

'*> Not, 1618. 83. 38. "I, Cetberine, )6I8. M. 33. 
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Loremo. Why «>, this fits oar fimaer policy, 
And thus experwDce bids the wise to deal: 
I lay tbe plot, be prosecutes the -point : 
I set the trap, he breaks the worthless tw^. 
And sees not diat wfaerewiA the bird was '" lim'd. 
Thus hopeful men, that mean to bold their own. 
Must look like fowlers to their dearest friends; 
He runs to kill, whom I hare '*'holp to cMch, 
And no man knows it was my reachtng fetch. 
Tis hard to trust unto a multitude. 
Or any one, in mine opinion. 
When men themselves their secrets will reveal. 
Enter a MEBseVoBK with a letter. 

Lorenzo. Boy. 

Page. My lord. , 

Lorento. Whst'she? 

Meuenger, I have a letter to your lordship. 

Lorenzo. Prom whence? 

Metsenger. From Pedringano, that's imprison'd, 

Lorenzo, So, he is '"in prison then? 

Meuenger. Aye, my good lord. 

Lorenzo. Wh&t would be with us? 
He writes us hew. To tUmd, good iMrenzo, and help 

him in dutrest, &c. 
Tell him I have his letters, know his mind ; 
And what we may, let bim assure' htm of. 
Fellow be gione, my Iroy shall follow thee. 

[Exit Mtnmgtr, 
This w«rks like wax ; y«t o»e« nore try thy wits. 
Boy, go, convey l^is parse to Pedringano, 
Thou kaow'st the prison, dosety give it bin. 
And be advis'd that none be there about : 
Bid bim be merry still, but secret; 

'•• lan'if.] i. e. tfoni, or tMat^td, as a bird with Uid-liDW. So, 
in linth ado o^t Nothing, A. £ S. 1. 

" iShi^i limed, I wsitont^on; we tiavB caught ber, nudani.'' 
Arim of FtverAKm. 

" Lime well jour twigs to catch thi" wary biid.'' 
"■ hope, IdU. JJ. 

'" imprison'd, i6l8. *S. 33. 
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And thougb th« manhnl "" leuutnia be ixi-imj, 
Bid him not doubt oC his delivery ; 
Tell him, hi« panlon is already aigu'd; 
And thereon bid him boldly be resolv'd; 
For were he ready to be turned off, 
(As 'tis my will the uttermost he try'd) 
Thou with his pardon ahalt attend him still: 

IShew him this box, tell him his pardon's tn't : 
But (q>en't not, and if thou lov'st thy life : 
But let bin wisely keep bis hopes unkaowa, 
He shall not want while dcm Loreoio lirei : avay- 

Page. 1 go, my lord, I run. [£xil Ptige. 

Lorenzo. B«t, simh, see Uut this be chnusly done. 
Now stands our forttine on a "'' ticlcle poiat. 
And now or never end Lorenzo's doubts 
One only thing is uaeffected yet, 
And that's to see the executioner. 
But to what end ? '" I list not trust the tur 
With utterance of our [»eteiice therein ; 
For fear the priry whispering of the wind 
Convey our words anoDgst unfriendly ears 
That lie too open to ad¥aBtagC4- 

Et tfuel cht vogUtt, io »et$tm bt ta, 
hteiide io quel mi batlara. [Erit. 

Eater Bot with the box. 

Bog. My master hath forbidden me to look is diis 
box; and by my >^troth 'tis likely, if he had not 
warned me, I should not have had bo much idle time : 
for we '"mcBskiBd in our minority aro like VMnen in 
their uncertainty ; that they ne umei forbidden, they 
will soonest attempt: so I now. — By my'^bareho- 
OMty, here's nothing but the bare empty box : wars it 
not sin agaiaat secrecy, I would say it ware a piiece of 
gentleman -like knavery, I mnat go to Pedringano, 

"• maishallt, 1618. fS. M. 

in tidtU] S«e NoCa to Canetut, toI. IL p. S*S. and Mr, Sta- 

vDat-t Hate oa fliB Second Part of Bawy Vf. A. 1. S, I. 

v lomitted, 161S. !8. 39. >'• boneity, ICIB. S3. ». 
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and tell him bis pardon is in this box ; avj, I would 
have sworn it, had I not seen the contrary. 1 cannot 
chuse but smile, to think how the villain will flout the 
^lows, scorn the audience, and descant on the hang^ 
man; and all presuming of his pardon from hence. 
Will't not be an odd jest, for me to stand and grace 
every Jest he makes, pointing my finger at this box, as 
who ■'vwouM say, mock on, here's thy warrant? Is't 
not a scnrvy jest, diat a man should jest himself to 
death ? Alas I poor Pedringano, I am in a sort sony 
for thee ; but, if I should be haug'd with thee, I cannot 
"* weep. [Exit. 

Enter Hiekohiuo and the Deputy. 

f/ierontmo. Thug must we toil in othftaian's extreams. 
That know not how to remedy our own ; 
And do them justice, when unjustly we. 
For all our wrongs, can compass no redress. 
But shall I never live to see the day, 
That I may come, by justice of the heav'ns. 
To know tde cause, that may my cares allay? 
This toils my body, this contumeth age. 
That onlv I to all men just must be. 
And neithei^ gods nor men be just to me. 

Deputy. Worthy Hieronimo, your office asks 
A care to punish such as do transgress. 

HUrontimo. So is't my duty to regard bis death. 
Who when he Uv'd, deserr'd my dearest blood. 
But come, for that we came for : let's begin. 
For here lies that, which bids me to be gone, 

Enter OFriCBBs, Bot, and PsnarNOANO toifA a 
Utter in hit hand, bound. 

Deputy. Britig forth the prisoner, for the coart is set 

Pedringano. Gramercy Iw : but it wastioetocome; 
For I had written to my lord anew, 
A nearer matter that concetneth him. 
For fear his lordship had forgotten me : 
But sith be hath remembered me so well, — 
Come, come, come on, when shall we to this gear ? 

WibimU.1618.S3.3a. <* could not. KtS. S3>tS, 
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Hieronimo. Stand forth, tiion monster, murderer of 
men. 
And here for satiBfaction of the world, 
Confess thy folly, aod repent thy fault ; 
For there's thy "* place of execution. 

Pedringano. This is short work: well, to your mar- 
shal ship. 
First, I confeaa, nor fear I death, therefore, 
I am the man, 'twas I slew Cerberiae. 
But, sir, then you thiok this shall be the place, 
Where we shall satisfy you for this gear ? 

Deputy. Aye, Pedringano. 

Pedringano. Now'", ! think not bo. 

Hieronimo. Peace, impudent ; forthoashaltfinditso: 
For blood with blood, shall (while I sit as judge) 
Be satisfied, and the law dischai^'d. 
And though myself cannot receive the like, 
Yet will 1 see that others have their right. 
Dispatch, the fault's approved, and confest; 
Ana by our law, he is condemn'd to die. 

Enter Hanomam. 
' HaOgman, Come on, sir, are yon ready ? 

Ptdringano. To do what? my fine officious knave. 

Hangman. To go to this gear. 

Ptdringano. O, sir, you are too forward; thou 
woaldit ^n furnish me with a halter, to disfuraisb 
me of my habit; 

So I snould go out of this gear my raiment, into that 
gear the rope : 

But, hangman, now I spy your knavery; I'll not 
change without boot, that's flat- 
Hangman. Come, sir, 

Pedrmgano. So then, I must up? 

Hangman. No remedy. 

Pedringaiu>. Yes, but there shall be for '*roy own- 
mg down. 

Hangman. Indeed here's a remedy for that. 
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Pedringaao. How? to be tarn'd off? 
Hangmaa. Aye, truly. Come, are you ready? 
I pray you, sir, dispatch, the day goes avay. 

Pedrmgauo. What, do yon hang by the hour? if 

I may chance to break your old cuitom. 

Hangman. Faith you have ■"'reason, for I am tike 
to break your young aeck. 

Pedringano. Doest thou mock me, hangman ? prey 
God I be not preaerv'd to break your knave's pale for 
this. 

Hangman. Alas! sir, yon are afoot too low to reach 
it : and I hope you will never grow so high, while I <un 
in the office. 

PedfingoHo. Sirrah, dost see yonder boy with the 
box in his hand ? 

Hangman. What, he that points to it with his finger ? 

Pedriagano. Aye, that companion. 

Hangman. I know him not, but what of him ? 

Pedringano. Dost thou think to live till his oh) 
doublet will make thee a new truss? 

Hangman. Aye, and many a Fair year alter, to trass 
up many an hoiiester man, than either thou, or he. 

Pedringano. Whathathheinhi9hox,asthoii think^st? 

Hangman. Faith, Icannotlell, norlcorenotg^atly ; 
Mettunks, you should rather hearken to your eoal's 
health. 

Pedringano. Why, sirrah, hangman, I take it,1^at 
what is good for the body, is likewise good for liiG 
soul : and it may be, in that box is batm for both. 

Hangman. Well, thou art even the merriest piece of 
mans-flesh that ever groan'd at my office-door. 

Pedringano. Is your rognery become an office with a 
knave% name? 

Hangman. Aye, and that shall all thay witness that 
see you seal it with a thiefs name. 

Pedringamt. I pr'jthee request thk good company 
to pray '"with me. 

K^Qoraann, IUe.>3, ». ■« for. 1616. 93.33. 
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Hangmtat. Aya, tDarij fir, thiBiBagoodioOtion — Vty 
mutars, you see here's a good fellow. 

Pedringano. Nay, a&y, now I remember me, let them 
aliHie till some other bme ; for now 1 have no great 

nieronimo. I have not seen a wretch so impudent. 
O monstreus times ! where murder's set so Ught. 
And where the soul, that should be shrin'd in heaven. 
Solely delights in interdicted things, 
Still wandering in the thorny passages. 
That intercepts itself of happiness. 
Murder, O bloody monster 1 God forbid 
A fault so foul should 'scape unpunish'd. 
Dispatch, and see this '*°executKin done: 
Tbia makes me to remember thee, my son. 

[Exit Biero»iiM. 
Pedritigano. Nay, soft, no baste. 
Deputy, Why, wherefore stay you 1 Havp you hope 

of life? 
Pedringtiao. Why, aye. 
Hangvtan. As how? 
Pedringatto. Why, rascal! by my pardon from (he 

king. 
Hangman. Stand you on that? then you shall i^ 
with this. [He turn* Afn offj 

Deputy. So, executioner — Convey him hence ; - 
But let his body be unburied : 
Let not the earth be choaked or infect 
With that which heaven' condemns, and men neglect. 
[ExeMnt. 
Eater HiERoviito. 
Hieronimo. Where shall I run, to breathe abroad my 
woes. 
My woes, whose weight hath wearied the earth? 
Or mine exclaims, that hare surcharg'd the air 
With ceaseless plaints for my deceased son T 
The blustering winds, conspiring with my words, 
At my lamenl) have mov'd the leaflless trees, 
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Dtnob'd th» meadows of their flower'd green, 
Hademoiiiitainsiiianh,with '""Bpriiig-lidexrfnylean, 
And broken thro' the brazen gates of hell. 
Yet still tormented is my tortur'd soul 
With broken sighs and restless passions. 
That winged mount, aod, hovenng in the air, 
Beat '^at the windows of the brightest heavens, 
SolieitJDg for justice and rerenge: 
But tbey are plac'd in those imperial heights, 
Where, countermur'd with walls of diamond, 
i find die place impregnable, and they 
Resist my woes, and give my words no way. 
£Hfor Hakoman wUk a letter. 
Hangman. O lord, sir, God bless yon, sir; the man, 
■ir, Petergud, sir, he that'was so full of merry con- 
ceits— 
Hieronimo. Well, what of biro ? 
Hangman. O lord, sir, he went the wrong way— the 
fellow had a fair commission to the contrary. Sir, 
here is his passport — I pray you, ur, we have done him 
wrong. 

Hieronimo. I warrant tfaee, give it me. 

Hangman. You will, stand between the gallows and 

me? 
Hieronimo. Aye, aye. 
Hangman. I thank your lord worship. 

[£sU. HaHgynan^ 
Hieronimo. And yet, tho' somewhat nearer me con- 
cerns, 
I will, to ease the grief that I sustain, 
Take truce with sorrow while I read on this. 
My lord, I icrile at my extremes reqtare. 
That you would labour my deUvery; 
\ If you neglect, mg life w desperale ; 
And in my death, I shall- reveal the truth. 
, i^ You know, my lord, I slew him for your sake, 
_-: ^d wot confederate with the j»rince and you ; 
X Won by rewards and hopeful promiies, 

Z help'd to murder don Horatio too. 
'• BpcinS-tide, 1618. SS. 38. ,'" But, 1618. S3. 33. 



ACT III.] TUK SPAHISH TRAOBDT. 1S8 

Holp he to marder mine Horatio, 

And acUin in th' accnned tragedy 

Waa't thou, Lpren^gi.Balt^azaJUaKd,thou, 

Of whom my son, my son deserv'd so Well ? 

Wliat have I heard ? nhftt have mine eyes beheld ? 

sacred beavens ! may it come to pau 

That BQch a moustrous and detested deed. 

So closely smother'd, and so long conceal'd. 

Shall thus '"by this be renged or reveal'd? 

Now see I what I durst not then suspect. 

That Beljniperia's letter was not feign'd ; 

Nor feigned she, tho' falsly they ha»e wrong'd 

Both her, myself, Horatioi.and themselyes. 

Now may 1 make compare 'twixt her's and this, 

Of every accident I ne er could find 

Till now, and now I feelingly perceive 

They did what heaven unpunish'd '''would not leave. 

false Lorenzo 1 are these thy flattering looks ? 
Is this the honour that thou didttt my son? 
And, Balthazar, bane to thy soul and me, 
Was this the ransom he reserv'd thee i»for? 

tie to the cause of these constrained wars ! 
se to thy baseness and captivity I 
Be to tliy birth, thy body, and thy soul, 
y cursed father, and thy conquer'd self! 
lAnd bann'd with bitter execrations be 
'The day and place where he did pity thee! 
I But wherefore waste I mine unfruitful words. 
When nought but blood will satisfy my woes? 

1 will go 'plain me to my lord the king, 
And cry aloud fur justice thro' the court, 

j Wearing the flints with these my wither'd feet; 
And either purchase justice by intreats, 
[ Or tire them all with my revenging threats. [Eiit. 



n should, leiS. i3. 31. "> foi thes, 161B, 13. S3. 
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Enter IsABej.LA anrf her Maid. 

ttabella. So that jou say this herb will purge the 

'"eye. 

And this the head — Ah, but none of them will pui^ 

lbs heart ! 
No, there's no medicine left for my disease. 
Nor any physick to recure the dead. . ^- ' '' "■ 

~" [She run* htnatick, 

Horatio. O where's Horatio ? 

Moid. Good madam, affright not thus yourself 
With outrage for your son Horatio, 
He sleeps in quiet in the Elysian fields. 

babella. Why, did I not give yon gowns, and goodly 
things? 
Bought you a whistle, and "'whipstalk too, 
To be revenged on their villainies? 

Maid. Madam, these humours do torment my sonl. 
Itabella. My soul, poor soul — Thou talk'st of things 
/ Thou know'st not what — My soul bath silver wings, 
That mount me up unto the behest heavens : 

"' FDimerl; tliM Play couiited oolv of fonc Acts. Hie diTuiaa 
of (Us act into t*o was nuuls by Hi:. Hawkiiu. 

It ahould seem neiertlieless as if Kyd did not mean lo make 
Has diTision, as at the end of all the other acts sometUag panes 
between the Gbost of Andrea and ReveDge^ltis sngnlBT ^atall 
the editions of this Tr^edy dionld be in ibtii Acta only, if sadi 
had not been the iiit«ition ^ the aothoi. C. 
■« eyes, 1618. S3. 33. 

'" icIupilaUi] or vhipstock, probably "the hajidle of a wbip, 
" round which a strap of leather is nsuallj twisted, sad ie mom- 
■' dmei pot for the u^ itself." 3a, in Ftrixln, A. ! : 
" For, bj his riuty outside, he appears 
" To 'ave practis'd. more (be vihtptlack than the laimce." 
And, in Beu Jouson'f A'fw Inn, A. 3. S. 1 . 
Trundle lays : 

" 1 will atop aude 

le itaUee, and Mlute my mans." 
ice reiJYi : 
" Yes, do, and deep with 'em, let hi 
Other ei 
A. S. 3. 3. 



ue uMfutDcl." 
T«t^h Nighl. 
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To heaveD, aye, there sits my Horatio, 
Back'd with a troop of fiery cberubimk 
DaDcing about his newly-healed woanas, 
Singiog sweet hymns, and chaunting heavenly notes : 
Rare luirmDny to greet his '" innocence. 
That "• died, aye died, a mirror in our days. 
But say, where shall I find the men, the murderers,- 
That slew Horatio? Whither shall I run, 
To find them out, that murdered my sod ? [Etewtl. 
BsLiurERiA at a window. 
JBelimperia. What means this outrage that is ofier'd 

Why am I thus sequester'd from the court T 
No notice I shall I not know the cause 
Of these my secret and suspicious ills ? 
Accursed brother I unkind murderer 1 
Why bend'st thou thus thy mind to martyr me? 
j Hierpnimo, why '" writ I of thy wrongs ? 
\ Or why art thou so slack in thy revenge? 
Andrea, O Andrea 1 that thou saw'st 
Me, for thy friend Horatio, handled thus ! 
And him for me, thus canseless murdered ! 
Well, force perforce, I must constrain myself 
To patience, and apply me to the time, 
Till heaven, as I have hop'd, shall set me free. 
Enter CnmsTopHEL. 
ChrUlopbeL .Come, madam Belimperia, this "" may 
not be. [Exeunl. 

Enter LoaEifzo, Balthazak, and the Paob. 
Lorenzo. Boy talk no further— Thus far things go 
well, 
Thou art assured that thou saw'st him dead? 
Page. Or else, my lord , I live not 
Lorento. Thai's enough — 
As for his resolution in his end. 
Leave that to him with whom he sojourns now. 
Here, take my ring, and give it Christophel, 
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And bid him let my gister be enla^d, . 

And briQf her hither straight—" '•' [Eat Page. 

This that I did was for a policy. 

To smooth and keep the murder secret, 

Which as a niue-days wontler, being o'er-blown, 

Hy gentle sister will I now enlaige. 

BaUhazar. And lime, I,orenzo ; for my lord the 
duke, 
You heard, enquired for her y eater- nig;ht. 

Lorenzo. Why, and my lord, I hope, you heard me 
say 
Sufficient reason why she kept away : 
But that's all one. My lord, you love her 7 

Balthaxar. Aye. 

Lorenzo. Then in your lore beware; deal cunningly ; 
I Salve all suspicions, only sooth me up; 
|And if she bap to stand on terms with us. 
As for her sweet-heart, and concealment so. 
Jest with her gently : under feigned jest 
Are things concealM, that else would breed '" unrest. 
But here she comes. 

Enter BELiuPEaiA. 

Lorenzo, Now, gister — 

Belmperia, Sister ! no, thou art no brother, but an 

Else would'st thou not have us'd thy sister so; 

First, to affright me with thy weapons drawn,' 

And with extremes abuse my company; 

And then to hurry me, like whirlwind's rage. 

Amidst a crew of thy confederates, 

And clap me up were none might come at me ; 

Nor I at any, to reveal my wrongs, 

What madding fury did possess thy 'm wite? 

"■ Exit. Pae« omitted. 1618, Jl, SS. 
the old wnten. At, a, Tur,, Andrmiau. A. 1. S.S : 
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See Mr. 8tee»eiu'i Note oa thJi line. 
Again, p. 119 -. 

" Then leit we here a while in out tmntt ' 
™ wit, 1618, J8. 8S. 
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Or wher«a ii't that 1 offeDded tbee ? 

Lorento. Advise you better, Belimpena, 
For I have done you no disparagement; 
Uaiess, by more discretion than deserr'd, 
I sought to save your honour and miue own. 

Selmpejia. Mine honour I why, Lorenzo, whereia 
is't 
That I neglect my reputation so, 
As you or any need to rescue it? 

Lorento, His highness, and my father, were retolv'd 
To come confer with old Hieronimo, 
Concerning certain matters of estate. 
That by the viceroy was detennin'd. 

Belimperia. And wherein was mine honour touch'd 
in that? 

Balthazar, Have patience, Belimperia, hear the rest. 

Lorento. Me (nesl in sight) as messenger they sent, 
To give him notice that they were bo nigh : 
Now when I came, consorted with the prince, 
And, unexpected, in an arbour there. 
Found Belimperia with Horatio. 

Belimperia. How then. 

Lorenzo. Why then, remembering that old disgrace 
Which you for dob Andrea had eudnr'd, 
And now were likely longer to sustain. 
By being found so meanW accompanied. 
Thought rather, for I '" knew no readier mean, \. ' 
To thrust Horatio forth my father's way. 

Baltkaiar. And carry you obscurley somewhere else, 
Lest that his highness should have found you there. 

BeUmperia. Even so, my lord ? and you are witneu 
That this is true which be intreateth of? — 
You, gentle brother, forg'd this for my sake; 
And you, my lord, were made his instrument: 
A work of worth, worthy the noting too I 
But whaf B the cause that you concealed me since ? 

Lorenxo. Your melanchoM sister, abce the news 
Of your first favounte don Andrea's death, 

wknow, IfilS, 13, SS. 
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My fiidiet's <dd wrath hath exasperate. 

BaUhazar. Awl beUer was't fof you, being in dis- 
grace, 
To absent yourself, and give his fury place. 

BeUmperia. But why had I no notice of his ire? 

Iionnfc. That were to add more fuel to >*^ your fire. 
Who burnt like ^tua, for Andrea's toss. 

fielimperta. Hath not my father, then, enquir'd for 

Lormto. Sister, he bath, and thus ezcus'd I diee. 

[He mihitperetk m her tar. 
But, Belimperia, see the gentle prince. 
Look on thy love, behold young Balthazar, 
Whose passions by thy presence are increas*d ; . 
And in whose melancholy thou may'st see 
Thy ^ hate, his love, thy flight, his following diee. 

itclMperM. Brother you are become an orat<», 
I know not I, by what experience. 
Too politick fiH* me, past all compare. 
Since last 1 saw you — But content yourself. 
The prince is meditating higher things. 

Balthazar. 'Tib of thy beauty then, that conqneni 
kings: 
Of those thy trenses, Ariadne's "" twins. 
Wherewith my liberty thou hast surpris'd ; 
Of that thine ivory front, my sorrow's map. 
Wherein I see no haven to rest my hope. 

Belimperia. To love and fear, and both at once, my 
lord. 
In my conceit, are things of more import 
Than women's wits are to be busied widi. 

BaUhazar. Tis I that lore. 
, Belimperitt. Whom t 

Balthatar. Belimperia. 

Belxmperia. But I, that fear. 

Bcmhtoar. Whom? 

BelimperUi. fietimperi^r 

Lorenzo. Fear yourself ?* 

i» the, 1618, 83, 3S. ' i" Thy h;ite u love, 1618. 
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Belimperia. Aye, brother. 

Loranio: How ? 

Belimperia. As those that, ■•* vbat they lore, a^ 

loath and fear to lose, 
Balthaiar. Then, fair, let Balthazar your keeper be. 
Belimperia. '^ No, Balthazar doth fear as well as we ; 
Ett frfiutlo melui pavidum junxere tmorem, 
EtvanuiH itolidiE prodilionis apvu. [Exit. 

Lorenzo. Nay an' you argue thin^ so cuoningiy, 
We'll go continue this discourse at court. 

Balthaxar. Led by the '^ load-star of her heavenly 
/ looks, 

; Wends '"' poor oppreised Balthazar, 
' As o'er the mountains walks the wanderer. 
Uncertain to effect his pilgrimage. [Exeunt. 

Enter Ivio PoKTuoiresE, and Hibrohiho meet* them. 
1 Portugueie. By your leave, sir. 
Hieronimo. "^ '7^ neitker at yoii think, nor a* you 
thmk, 
Nor a* fou think .- yoa're vide all — 
Theie siippen are not mine, they mere my sob SotoHo's. 
My ton I and what'i a»on? 
A thing begot teUhin a pair of minutet, there(^<mt: 
A lunqi bred up tn darknett, and doth terve 



>. 1; '• O fawpy foir! 

" Tour eyes are Und-aari," 
Upon this paMage Dt. Joluiioo obaerres, " TMa wa* a con^li- 
" meot not unfrequeut unoBg tbe old poeli. I^ itad-tim' is the 
" l*aiiitig or gnidug Mat, that i), the foir-iUir. The magnet it. 
" for the same reason, called the load- ><dt», either because it leads 
" iiOQ, ot because it guides the Bailoi.'' Milton has the uune 
thought ia L'AlUgro : 

" Tow'ra and battleroants he se«a 

*' Bosom*d high in tufted trees, 

" Where peihaps laiae beauty lies, 



*U eyea.' 

lee Note 16 to rotureilBnd.Giiiirunila.Tol. 
h omitted also in the second edhEon, 



See also Mi. Steeiena's Note on the above passage. 
••' Wiiub} See Note 18 to TotuTedBDdGuiiranilo, 
w This speech omitted also in the second edition. 
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To balance Ihoie light crtatures, me call nxmen. 
And at the nine monlhg' end, CTfeptfariK to Ugkt. 
What it there yet m a $on. 
To make a father doat, rave, or run mad ? 
Being honi, it poutt, crie*, and breedi teeth. 
What it thert yet in a ton? 
Be tmut be fed, be taught to go, and tpeak. 
Aye, or yet; why might not a man lone a cay at well ? 
Or melt i» patiion o'er afritking kid, as for a ton f 
Methinkt a young bacon. 
Or ajine Uttle tmooth hone-colt. 
Should move a man at much at doth a ton ; 
Fbr one of theie, in eery little time, 
Will grow to tome good utci whereat a /on, 
T%e more he growt in itature and in yeart. 
The more uniquoT'd *** unbeveled, he appeart, 
Reckoru hit parent* among the rank offoolt, 
Striket care"* upon their headt with hit'mad riott, 
Maket them look old before they meet with age : 
Tfdt a ton I and what a lou were thit, eontider'd truly ? 
Oh, but my Horatio gretn out of reach ofthote 
Intatiate humourt; he lov'd hit lacing parenlt; 
He wot my comfort and hit mother'tjoy, 
\ The very arm that did hold up our house — 
Our hopet tcere stored up m him. 
None but a damn'd murderer could hate Una. 
He had not teen the back of nineteen years, 
When fas strong arm vnhort'd the proud prince Bat- 

And Ail great t^nd, too full of honour. 

Took him us to mercy, that valiant but ignoble Partin' 

gale. 
Well, heaven is heaven still / 
And there it Nemesis, and furies, 
And thingt call'd wMps, 
And they sometime* do meet with murderers : 
They do not always 'scap^ that's some comfort. 
Aye, aye, aye, and then time steals on, and steals, and 

steals, 
■MmtlMnll'd, 1619. 3S. '- cues, IMt, M. 
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Till violence leapt foHh, Uke thunder 
Wrapt in a ball ofjire. 
And 10 doth bring con/usion to them all. 
Good leave have you: I pray you go, 
For ril leave off, if you can leave me to. 

Hieronimo. Good leave have you ; nay, I pray you, 
go.* 
For I'll leave you, if you can leave me so. 

2 Portuguese. Pray you, which is the '" next way to 
my lord the duke's? 

Hieronimo. The nest way from me. 

2 Poiiuguae. To his house we mean. 

Hieronimo. O, hard by; 'tis yon house that you see. 

2 Portuguese. You could not tell us if his son were 

Hieronimo. Who, my lord Lorenzo? 
I Portuguese. Aye, sir. 

[He goes in at one door, and come* 
out at another. 
Hieronimo. forbear, for other talk for us far fitter 

But if you be '°* importunate to know 
The way to him, and where to fiad him out. 
Then list to me, and I'll resolve your doubt : 
There is a path upon your left hand-side, 
That leadeth from a guilty conscience 
Unto a forest of distrust and fear, 
A darksome place, and dangerous to pass ; 
There shall you meet with melancholy thou^ts. 
Whose '" baleful Kumours if you but uphold, . 
It will conduct to you despair and death ; 
Whose rocky cliffs when you have once beheld. 
Within a hugy dale of lasting night. 
That"* kindled with the world's iniquities, , 

* Tiui aa*wet sppliea to the remaik of the 1 PortagaeK, " I 
" youi leave, eii, ' aappoung tlie long speech of Hieronimo 
Italics omitted. C. 

'*> nixt omitted, 1618, 21, 13. '" impoituse, 1618, B 

'" Wh.ose paleful bamonn if voa but behold, 1618, 3S, 33. 

•" Thafa, 1618, S8, 38, 
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Dolh cast up filthy and detested fumes. 
Not far from thence, where murderers have built 
All habitation for their cursed souls, 
There in a brazen cauldron, fU'd by Jove 
In his fell wrath, upon a sulphur flame, 
Yourselves shall find Lorenzo bathing him 
In boiling lead and blood of innocents. 
1 Portuguese. Ha, ha, ha. 

Hierotiimo. Ha, ha, hal Why ha, ha, baT Farewel, 
good ha, ha, ha. [Exit, 

3 Portuguese. Doubtless this man is passing lunatick. 
Or imperfection of his age doth make him doat. 
Come, let's away, to seek my lord the duke. [Exetmt. 
Enter Hieronimo with a poinard m one hand, and a 
rope in the other. 
Hieronimo. Now, sir, perhaps I come and see the 
king; 
Thekmg_sees_^me^nd fain wQuld. hfiai Joy «iiit 
Why "anot thVa sffahge and '''seld seen thing. 
That ^nders-by with toys should strike me mute ? 
Go to, I see their shifts, and say no more. 
Hieronimo, 'tis time for thee to trudge : 
Down by the dale that flows with purple gore 
Standeth a fiery tow'r; there sits a judge 
Upon a seat of steal, and molten brass. 
And 'twixt his teeth he holds a fire-brand, 
That leads unto the lake were hell doth stand : 
Away, Hieronimo, to him begone. 
He'll do thee justice for Horatio's death. 
Turn down this path, thou shalt be with him straight; 
I Or this, and then thou need'st not take thy breath, 
j This way, or that way: soft and fair, not so; 
■ For if I hang or kill myself, let's know. 
Who will revenge Horatio's murder then ? 
No, no, fie no ; pardon me, I'll none of that. 

[He flings away the dagger and halter. 
This way I'll take, and this way comes the king, 
j [He lakes them up againt 

iAnd here I'll have a fling at him, that's flat; 

!«• leU] See Nolo 7 to Cornelia, vol. II. p. 246. 
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And, Balthazar, fll be with tbee to bring — 
And thee, I-orenzo — here's the kin|^, nay, stay; 
And here, aye here : there goes the hate away. 
EnterKivv, Embassador, Castile and Lorenzo. 
King. Now, shew the embassador, what our viceroy 

Hath he receif'd the articles we sent ? 

Hieronimo. Justice ! O justice to Hieronimo. 

Lorenzo. Back, seest thou^ot the king is busy ? 

Bieronittto. 0, isHe so? 

Kvtg. Who is he that interrupts our business? 

Hieronimo. Not I : Hieronimo beware, ""go by, go by. 

Embastador. Renowned Icing, he hath receiv'd and 
read 
Thy kingly proffers, and thy promis'd league ; 
And as a mtm extreamly over-joy'd 
. To hear his son so princely entertain'd, 
: Whose death' he tad so solemnly bewail'd ; 
. This for thy farther satisfaction 
And kingly love, he kindly lets thee know : 
'^irst, for the marriage of his princely son 
XVith Belimperia, thy beloved niece. 
The news are more delightful to his sou). 
Than myrjh or incense to th' offended heavens : 
la penum therefore will he come himself, 
To see the marriage rites solemniz'd. 
And in the presence of the court of Spain 
To knit a sure ""inextricable band 
Of kingly love, and everlasting league. 
Betwixt the crowns of Spain and Portingaie; 
There will he give his crown to Balthazar, 
And make a queen of Belimperia. 

King. Brother, how like you this our viceroy's lovet 

Ctutite. No doubt, my lord, it is an argument 
Of honourable care to keep his friend, 

"goby.git by.'} This lino ia ridiculed bv Shakespeare in the 
Inductiim to TTit Taming of llu Sma, and bj other Poets of the 
timea, w in DeUai's Satiromailiz, when Tocca says, " %o by, 
Jeronimo, go by." See Hawkini' Origin, III. tlB, 

■>■ ineieaable, second edition. 
iueiplicahle, 1618. 33. 3S. 
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And wond'rous zeal to Balthazar his boh; 
Nor am I least indebted to his grace, 
That bends his liking to my daughter thus. 

Embastador, Now last, dread lord, here hath his 
highness sent, 
(Altho' he send not that hia son return) 
His ransom due to don Horatio. 

Bieronimo. Horatio! who calls Horatio? 

King. And well remember'd, thank his majesty : 
Here, see il given to Horatio. 

Hieronimo. Justice! O justice I justice! gentle king. 

King. Who is that, Hierouimo? 

Hieronimo. Justice, O juaticel O my bod, my son! 
My son, whom nought can ransom or redeem. 

Lorenzo. Hieronimo, you are not well advis'd. 

Hieronimo. Avi&y, Lorenzo, hinder me no more, 
For thou hast made me bankrupt of my bliss ; 
Qive me my bod, you shall not ransom htm. 
Away, ni rip the bowels of the earth, 

« [He diggetk with his dagger. 
And ferry over to the Elysian plains, 
And bring my son to shew his deadly wounds. 
Stand from about me, I'll make a pick-ax of my poinard. 
And here surrender up my marshalship ; 
For I'll go marshal up "*the fiends in hell, 
To be avenged on you all for this. 

KiTtg. What means this outrage? 
Will none of you restrain his fury ? 

Hieronimo. Nay, soft and fair, you shall not need to 

Needs must he go that the devils drive. [Exit. 

(/ King. What accident hath """hapt Hieronimo? — 
f 1 have not seen him to demean him so. 

Lorenzo. My gracious lord, he is with extreme pride, 
Concefv'd of young Horatio his son. 
And covetcras of having to himself 
The ransom of the young prince Balthazar, 
Distract, and in, a manner lunatick. 

King. Believe me, nephew, we are sorry for't. 
^' mj, 1618. 88, 38. «« hapt to, 1618. (5. 83. 
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Thia w the love that fathers bear their sodb ; — 
But, gentle brother, go give to him this gold, 
The prince's ransom ; let bim have his due. 
For what he hath, Horatio shall not want, 
Haply Hieroniroo hath need thereof. 

Lorenzo. But if he be thus ""helplessly distract, 
Tis requisite his office be resign'd, 
And given to one of more discretion. 

King. We shall increase his melancholy so, 
Tis best **that we see farther in it first. 
Till when, ouTself will exempt the place. 
And, brother, now bring in Uie embassador, 
That be may be a witness of the match, 
'T wixt Balthazar and Belim peria ; 
And that we may prefix a certain time, 
WhereTnTheTharriage shall he solemniz'd. 
That we may have thy lord the viceroy here. . 

Embastadtyr. Thereinyour highness highly shall con- 
tent 
His majesty, that longs to hear from hence. 

Kiitg. On then, and hear '°° you lord embassador. 
■ \Exeunt. 
Enter Jaques and Pedro.'" 

Jaques. / aonder, Pedro, tehg out matter thus 
At midnight unds ut with our torchet Ught, ' 
When men and birds, and beast, are alt at rest. 
Save thoie tluit icatchfor rape and bloody murder. 

Pedro. O Jaquet, know thou that oar master's mind 
Is mueA"* diitTaught jince his Horatio died. 
And now his aged yean should sleep in rest, 

«» hapieBBjy, 1618. 35. S3. 
*» (hat omiiwd, 1618. 93. 33. 
**jonr, 1616, 93,33. 

"" This Scene printed in Italichs ia rejected b; Mr. Hawkins, for 
the lame reiiBong ss the former. 

•" liistrmighi] Djaroug'if 19 diittacttd. So, in Jack Drum's En- 
Ur^iamnt, 1616, Sign. G3: 

" Alas, kind youth, how came he thus ^raaghtV 
IntheSecondPaTtof^nttniiDaTulMelftrJa, A. 3. S.S.- 
" Alae, mj san'a ^ttraught. Sweet boy app«aae 
" Thy motiiiing aSecdona." 
Ei'phift and hi> England, 41 : " Iflida so dislniv^hl of hei wits,> 
" with these newes, fell into a frensie." 
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Him heart itt-quiet, like a desperate man. 
Grows iunatick and chUtiith,/or hit ion .- 
Sometimes as he doth at his table tit, 
He speaks as if Horatio stood bg him. 
Then starting in a rage, /alls on the earth. 
Cries out, Horatio ! tohere is my Horatio 9 
So that with exlream grief, and cutting sorrott. 
There is not left in Aim one inch of man. 
See, here he cornea. 

Enter Hieronimo. 

HieroDuno. iprtf thro' every erevice of each wall, 
Look at each tree, and search thro' every brake. 
Beat on the buikes, stamp our grand-damfg earth. 
Dive in the water, and stare up to heaven : 
Yet cannot I behold my son Horatio. 
How now, who's there ? sprighti I sprightt I 

Pedro. fFe are your servants that attend you, sir. 

Hi^nimo, What make you uilh your torches in the 
dark? 

Pedio. You bid im light them, and attend you here. 

Hieronimo. No, no, you are deceiv'd, not I, you are 
deceiv'd : 
fVas I so mad to bid you tight your torches now ? 
I Light me your torches at the mid of noon, 
i When as the nun-god rides in all htf glory ; 
' Light me your torches then. 

Pedro. Tlien we *'° bum day-tight. 

Hieronimo. Let it be burnt, night is a murtCrous slut. 
That would not have her treasons to be seen : 
And yonder pale-fac'd Hecate there, the moon, 

*" — turn dag-light.] Tabum daylighl was a proreibist plirwe 
lued vhea aoy ad waa done whicb would be vbally luelesa. See 
Merry Wins of Wualtiir, A. 3. 8. 1. and Ronun and JuUtt, 
A. l.S.4. 

Again, in Cbuichyard's H'l.rlhmai ^ Waia, p. 96. edit. 1776 : 
" To Ludkte aow my muAe moBt needed retume, 
^' A seaflou shortno ton^ diacouree dotb craTs : 
" Tyme louleth on, I doe bat day Ugbt bunie, 
" And roBay tbui|;B indeede to doe 1 liave,'' 
The Curtuin Dnmcr if the Worid, 1611, p. 46 : " Oh thou in- 
" Talaable Jewell ! bow aittbouin thia age cast upon tbe daoghiltl 
" bow doBi tbou bamt out Iku day-Uglit to these thj reeanleiB 
■■ children r- ^J » •* J -" 
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Doth give consoU to that is done in do' ;i' i- ■ 
And all those sIots that gaze upon hei !-■'■ 
Are *'" aglets on her sleeve, pins on he- ' ■ li" • 
And those that should be pou>erful and , -i-rv , 
Do sleep in darkness wkea they most s/i ■•ild il.r. . 
Pedro. Provoke them not, Jair sir, mith tempting 

The heavens are gracious, and your miseries and sottoib 
Make you speak you knoMi not tchat. 

Hieronitno. Villain f thou lyest, and thou dost nought 
But fell me I am mad : thou lyest. I am not mad .■ 
I knoaikee to be Pedro, and he Jaqves ; 
I'll prove it to thee f and loere I mad, hou> could I? 
Where was she the same night, when my Horatio aias 

murder'd ? 
Slie should have shone: starckthou the book: 
Had the moon shone in my boy's face, there u>as a kind 

of grace. 
That I know, nay I do knoa had the murirer seen him, 
His weapon Kould have fallen, and cut the earth. 
Had he beenfram'd of nought but blood and death : 
Alack, when mischief doth it knows not what. 
What shall tee say to mischief? 

Enter Isabeli-a, 

Isabella. Dear Hieronimo, come in a doors. 

seek not means so to increase thy sorrow. '-^ 
Hieronimo. Indeed, Isabella, we do nothing here i 

1 do not cry, ask Pedro and Jaques : 

Not I indeed, we are uery merry, very merry. 

Isabella. How ? be merry here, be merry here ? 
Is not this the place, and this the very tree, 
Where my Horatio died, where he teas murder'd ? 

HieroDJmo. Was, do not say what .- 
out. 
This was tite tree, I set it of a kernel ; 

"' flgied] An agUt, Ml. Pope Bare, ia the tag of a point. 8*e 
Timing of tKe anm, A. 1. S, «. Thi« U alio one of (he eipla- 
iiadoiig in Banot'e Atttatie, who alao aaya, .^n aglet it a jaiM ■m 
ones cap. Segmentum MieolD. Monile cz amo tsI gnDmie con- 
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And idAcm out hot .S^wm could not let it gro». 
But that the iiffant and the kttmane tap 
Began to wither, dult/ tviee a wtomiag 
Would t he tprinkling it tBtthJountttut water; 

I At Itut it grew, and grew, and bore, and bore ; 
mi at length if grew a gaUowa, and did bear our ton .■ 
It bore tky/ntit and mine : O wicked, wicked plant ! 

I [One knocks within at the door. 
See who knocks there f 
Pedro. It it a painter, jtr. 

Hieronimo. Bid kitn come in, atid paint tome com/orl) 
For turely there't none lioet but painted comfort : 
Jjet Aim come in, one htowt not what may chance; 
God's wUl that I should set this tree. 
But even to masters, ungralefal servants, rear'd from 

nought. 
And then they hale them that did bring them up. 
Enter the Painter. 
Painter. God Ucm you, sir. 

Hieronimo. Wherefore ? why, thou scornful villain I 
Bow, where, or by what meant should I U bktt ? 
hafaella. J¥hat would'st thou have good fellow ? 
Painter. Justice, madam. 

Hieronimo. ambitious beggar, woul/^st thou Aooe 
that. 
That livei not in the world ? 
Why, all the undelped^^^uet. .eaaiut. buy 
An ounce of justice, 'tis a jewel so inestimable, 
I tell thect GodJuUL^ugrotsed ail justice in his hands, 
Asd there is none, but what comes from him. 

Painter. then I see, that God mutt right me for my 

murder'd son. 
Hieronimo. How I was thy sou murder'd ? 
Painter. Ay, sir, no man did hold a ton so dear. 
Hieronimo. What, not as thine? tha^t a lye. 
As massy as the earA : I had a son. 
Whose least unvaludi hair did weigh 
A thoutand of thy som; and he was murder'd. 
Painter. Alas, sir, I had no more but be. 
Hieronimo. Nor I, nor I : but this same »ne of mine 
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Was worth a legion. Bui all it one. 
Pedro, Jaques ; go t» a doort, Itabella, go. 
And this good/ellota here, and I, 
Will range ihi* hideous orchard up and doan, 
Like two she tiont reaved of their young. 
Go in a doors, I say. [Exeunt. 

[The painter and he set down. 
Come, let's talk witelt/ now. 
Was thy son murder d? 

Painter. Aya, sir, 

Hierouimo. So teiu mine. 
HoK dost thou lake it ? artjAou not tometime mad ? 
Is there no tricks that come before fhSie eyet ? 

Painter. O ford, yes, sir. 

Hieronimo. Art a painter ? canst paint me a tear, a 
wound? 
A groan, or a sigh ? canst paint -me tuch a tree as this ? 

Painter. Sir, I am sure you have heard ofmy paint- 
ing.- 
My name's Bazardo. 

Hieroaiimo. Bazardo I 'fore God an excellent fellow. 
Look you, sir, 
Do you see ? Fd have you paint me my gallery, 
la your oil colours matted, and dxa»o me fine 
Yean younger than 1 am: do yon see, sir ? letjme 
Years go .• let them go Jifte the marshal of Spain, 
My tvife babella standing by me. 
With a speaking look to my son Horatio. ■ 
Which thatild intend to this, or come such Itfte purpose ; 
God bless thee, my su^eel son ; and my hand leaning upon 
his head thus, sir; do you tee? may it be done? 

Painter. P'ery wdl, sir. 

Hieronimo. Nay, I pray mark me, sir .- 
Then, sir, leould I have you paint me this tree, this very 

tree: 
Const paint a doleful cry ? t 

Paint«r. Seemingly, rir. 

Hieronimo. Nay, it ahottld cry .• but all it one. 
Well, sir, paint me a youA run thro' and thro' 
With villian* mordt, hanging upon tktt tree. 
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Caait Ihau draw a mUTderer f 

PaiDter. I'll warrant yuu, rir ; 
I have Ihe pattern of the mOtt nolorioiu vUlaitu, 
That ever Uv'd in all Spnin. 

Hieronimo. 0, Ut them be tuorse, worie : stretch thine 
art, 
I And"' let their beardsbe ofjadat'i own colour, 
I And let their eye -hromt jetty over .- in any cate lAterce 
i that; 

Then, rir, after none moUnt noite. 

Bring nte forth in my nhirt, and my gown under my arm, 
WUk tny torch in my hand and my tvord reof'd up thtu. 
And tpilh thete wordt .■ 

What noise is this? who- calls Hieroaimo? 
fVay it be done ? 
Painter. Yea, sir. 

Hieronimov fVell, rir, then bring me forth, briiig me 
thro' alley and alley, still with a dittracled countenaxee 
going along, and let my Aoir heave up my night-cap. 

'" And let Iheir beariii be of JiuUa'i otm oofow,] It u objsTred, 
tLat " in an age when bat small pait of the nadon could nad, 
" ideas wen freqij«iitlj borrowed ftom repiesentatioiu in painting 
" or tapestry." Lealand, in hi* CoUrctanm, assert*, that psinten 
constantly represented /udiu the traitor with a ml head. Dr. Plot'* 
O^erdAin, p. 153. says the same. This conceit ii thoogbt to hsTs 
arisen in England iitm our ancient grudge to the rAJ-^ired Danes* 
See the Notes of Mr. Steevena and Mr. Toilet to Sbrr* Wioa if 
WMmit, a. I. 3. 4. 
To the instances there produced may be added lh« following; : 
Middleton'e CAoM Maid ef Chtapade, 1610 : " What has ha 
" given bei} what is it Gossip ? A fair high standing ciqi, and th« 
" two great poalle spoons, one of Uiem gUt. Sure U>at was Jvdat 
Wirt rtt nd beard." 

Beanmant and Fletcher's Sea Voyagt, p. 104 ; 
" Methooght asweet young man, 
" In jear* some twenty, with a downy chim, 
" Promising a future hsuni, and yet w rtd om, 
" Stole ^y to my cabin all uub^'d, 
" Took me in his anus, and kiss'd me twenty times." 
Am AUtg, or Mtrry TVicb, edit. 1696, Sign. £ 8 ; 

" Rttme to the Counter 

■' Fetch me red-batnUd Serjeant, lie make 

" Vou Captaine Clunke the Deiill of Hell is come, 

" To fetch yoQ, if be once feslen on yon." 
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Let the cloud* $aml, make the moon dark, the start | .-'- 
extinct, Ike winds blowing, the btlU tolHng, the owl$ ]/)'' 
shrieking, the toads croaking, the minutei jarring, and ■ i< 
the clock itriking twelve. \. 

And then at lait, sir, starting, behold a man hanging, \ 
and tott'rmg, as you knom the wind will wave a man, ^ 
and I mith a trice to cut him damn. 

And looking upon him by the advantage of mg torch, 
Jind it to be my son Horatio. 

There yoti may shew a passion, there you mi^ skew a 
passion. 
Draw me like old Priam of Troy, 
Crying the house u afire, the house is afire. 
And the torch over my head< make me curse, 
Make me rave, make nie cry, make me mad. 
Make me well again, make me airse hell, 
Invoeate, and in the end leave me 
In a trance, and so forth. 

Pai nter. An d is tIm.theJsULf 

Hieroqimo. O no, i 

■ " t 

a brave fellow ; 
Then I do wonders, but reason abuseth me ; Ij 

And there's the torment, therms the hell: Ij 

At the last, sir, bring me to one of the murderers ; 
Were he as strong as Hector, thus would 1 
Tear and drag hitn np and down. 

[He beats the Painter in, then comes out 
again, with a book in his hand. 
Viadicta mihi. 

Aye, heaven will be reveng'd of eveiy ili ; * 
Nor will they suffer murder un-repaid : 
llien stay, Hieronimo, attend their will. 
For mortal men may not appoint *'* their time. 
Per scelus temper tutitm est sceleribui iter. 

* This paeiasG wenu laughed at in the InducSon to an ei- 
treroelj rare oliplay, called, A Warning far fmt Women, 1599. 
" Ckirae ureaming like a pigge Wf stlckt 
And ciiei, Vindicta, revenge, rerenge." C 
"^ a time, 1 61 a 33. SS. 
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Strike, and strike home, where wrong is offer'd thee ; 

For evili unto ilh conductors be. 

And death's the wont of resolution ; 

For he that thinks with patience to contend. 

To quiet life, his life shall easily end. 

Fata ii muerot jueoRf, habe* laltitem; 
Fata n titant negartl, haba lepukhrum. 

If destiny thy migeries do ease, 

Then hast thou health, and happy shait thou be. 

If destiny deny tfaee life, Hieronimo, 

Yet *" shall thou be assared of a tomb ; 

If neidier ; yet let this thy comfort be, 

Heaven covereth him that hath no burial. 

And, to conclude, 1 w ill reven ge his.death : 

But how ? not as the vulgar wits of men, 

With open, but inevitable ills, 
-' As by a secret, yet a certain mean, 

Which under kindship will be cloaked best 

Wise men. will take theii ^pertnnity, 

Closely, and safely, fitting things to time. 

Bui m extreamg advantage hath no time : 

And therefore all times fit not for revenge. 
' Thni^ fhgrpfnrn will I rest me in unfcst, 

Dissemblingjipuet in unquietness ; 

Not seeraing..that I know their villainies, 

That my simplicity may make them think, 

■reat Ignorantly 1 will let "i* ail «tip ; 

For ignorance 1 wot, and well they know, 
Bemedmm malanim mart e$t. 

Nor ai^ht avails it me to menace them. 

Who, as a wintry storm upon a plain. 

Will bear me down with their nobility. 
, No, uo, Hieronimo, thou must enjoin 
j Thine eyes to observation, and thy tongue 
I To milder speeches than thy spirit afibrds>", 

Thy heart to patience, and thy hands to rest, 
I Thv cap to courtesy, and thy knee to bow, 

revenge thon know, when, where, and how. 

[A noiie milking 
thou iludt, lftl^«8. "• it, iei&. 23. 39. 

"• spirits afiboid, 16ia. sS. 31. 

// 
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How now ! what noise ? what coil is that you keep ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Servant. Here are a '"sort of poor petitlanera, 

That are importunate ; and it shall please you, sir, 

That you should plead their '" cases to the kiD|>. 

Hieronimo. That I should plead their several actions? 
Why let them enter, and let me see them. 

Enter three Citizens and an old Man. 
1 Citizen. SgiXtelIj[Qu.this^forleaining, and lor law. 

That can_prevAiL-A£ willlflkpi^ the paia, 
That he wiil^in^EHI8M'lflf.^'''ty' 

jffieronitno. Come near, you men that thus iropor 
tune me ; 
(Now must I bear a face of gravity) 
For ''" thus I utied before my marshalihip, 
To plead in causes as Corrigidor, — 
Come on, sbs, what's the matter? 

2CUixen. Sir, an action, 

Hieronimo. Of battery ? 

1 Citizen. Mine of debt. 
Hieronimo. Give place. 

2 atixen. No, sir, mine is an action of the case. 

3 Citizen. Mine an Ejectione^fimui by lease. 
Hieronimo. Content you, sirs, are you determin'd 

That I should plead your several actions? 

1 Citizen. Aye, sir, and here's my declaration. 

2 Citizen. And here is my ""band. 

"* nrri] See Note to Goimur Ounon't Sttdlt, toI. II. 
>|T cauwi, ]6ta. 88. *>• thia, 1818. 31. 88. 

"" band] Thii van altered to bond in the for^iei edition. Sand 
was, bovenei, the mannei in which the void was tnimeil; written, 
&nd I inweina prononnced. See levenU initaneei in Mr. Steevens'a 
Note on Tilt Omtdi) if Errori, A. 4. S. J : 

Again, ChuTchyard'e Chaliengt, p.l5S : 

" Since faith coold get no credit at his hand, 

Beaumont aad Flefcher'i NM^ GCTiltomm, voi. VIII. edit. ITT 8, 
p. 389. 

" Take Uji at any lue ; give baud, or laud, 
"Or mighty elatuteB." 
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S Citiien. And here is m^ lease. 

[They gwt Mm peepers. 

HierimtMo. But wherefore stands'** y(»] silly man so 
mate. 
With raournful eyes and hands to heaven uprear'd ? — 
Come hither, father, let me know thy cause. 

Senex. O, worthy sir. my canse but slightly known. 
May more the hearts of warlike Myrmidons, 
And melt the "' carsick rocks with ™ nithful tears. 

Hieronitno. Say, father, tell me what's thy suit? 

Senex. No, air ; could my woes 
Gire way unto my most distressful words. 
Then should 1 not in paper (as you see) 
With ink bewray what blood began in me. 

Hiertmimo, What's here ? The humble svppUeatum 
of don BazuUo,foT his murdered ton. 

Senex. Aye, sir. 

Hieronimo. No, sir, it was my murdered son: Ob 
my son. 
Oh my son, oh my sod Horatio ! 
But mine, or thine, Bazulto, be content. 
Here take my handkerchief, and wipe thine eyes. 
Whiles wretched I in thy mishaps may see 
The lively pourtrait of my dying self. 

[He draweth out a bloodg napkin. 
no, not this, Horatio, this was thine : 
And when I dy'd it in thy dearest blood, • 

This was a token 'twijtt thy soul and me, 
lliat of thy death revenged I should be. 
But here, take this, and this— what, my purse ? 
Aye this, and that, and all of them are thine : 
For all as one are our extremities. 

1 Citizen. Oh, see the kindness of Hieronimo ! 

S Citizen. This gentleness shews him a gentleman. 

»» sUnd you, 1618. «8. 33. 

<"' cardcki Mdiui fatobntn prmil ab Incida natii, rmului tntir 
Corcin Tupea^ — Seoeca in Oct. 

Safe taj 1 hid aod free from envy's sjute 
While Cariuk rrvJn vera m; retu«d lite. 

Braithvaitt'i Sunny <f Hatary, 4to. 16S8. p.l5S. R. 
*" rueful, 1618. ¥3.33. 
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Hieronimo. See, see, <A sw tfty sbame, HieronJmo; 
-See here a loving fatlier to his son ; 
Behold the sorrows and the sad laments. 
That he delivereth"' for his son's decease. 
If ™ love's effects to strive in lesser things, 
If love enforce such moods in meaner wits. 
If love ** express such power in poor estates: 
< Hieronimo, when as a raging sea, 
\ Tost with the wind and tide, o'erturneth then 
t The upper billows, course of waves lo keep, 

Whilst lesser waters labour in the deep : ' 

I Then shamest thou not, Hierooimo, to neglect 
i The ""sweet revenge of thy Horatio? 
Though on this earth justice will not be found, 
111 down to hell, and in this passion 
Knock at the dismal gates of Pluto's court, 
Getting by force (as once Alcides did) *" 
A troop of furies, and tormenting hags. 
To torture don Lorenzo and the rest. 
Yet lest the triple-headed porter should 
Deny my passage to the slimy strond. 
The Thracian poet thou shalt counterfeit : — 
Come •* on, old father, be my Orpheus ; 
And if thou "" can'st no notes upon the harp. 
Then sound the burden of thy sore heart's grief 
Till we do gain, that Frosemine may grant 
Revenge on them that murdered my son. 
Then will I rend and tear them thus, and thus, 
Shivering their limbs in pieces with my teeth. 

[Tears the papers. 

1 C((i*e«. O sir, ray declaration I 

[Exil Hieronimo and they after. 

2 Citizen, Save ray bond. 

£ii(er HiEBONiuo. 

3 Cititen, Save ray bond. 

2 Citizen. Alas ! my lease, it cost me ten pound, 

*= delivered, 16i8. 88. 33. *«'lova, 1618. 

«» enforce, 161B. S8. 88. W swift, 1618, KB. S8. 

^ did omitted, 1618. '^ m onulted, 1618.88,83. 

^^ can's! no nous] i. e. eays Mt. Hawkina, " untletstaiidest Dot, 
hast " DO kuDviled^ of, or power in." So, Spenser and oUien. 
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And you, ray lord, have torn the same. 

ffi«ronMH>. That caDuot be, I ?ave "" it nerer a woand ; 
Show me one drop of blood felleu fixim the aame : 
How is it possible I should slay it then 7 
Tush, no, run after, catch me It yon can. 

[Exeunt ail but the old man. 
Bazulto mnoiiu till HiEROHiifo enten again, mko 
ilaring hint in the face tpeaketh, 

Bieronimo. And art thou come, Horatio, from the 
depth, 
To ask for justice in this upper earth. 
To tell Uiy father thou art uorereag'd. 
To wring more tears from Isabella's eyes, 
Whose lights are dimn'd with overlong' laments? 
Qo bac)f,my son, complaia to jGacus, 
For here's no justice ; gentle boy, be gone. 
For justice is exiled from the earth : 
Hierouimo will bear thee company. 
Thy mother cries on rigjiteous Rliadamant, 
For just revenge against the murderers. 

^zutto. Alas, my lord, whence springs this tronUed 
speech? 

Hieronimo. But let me look on my Horatio. 
Sweet boy,"' how art "thou chang'd in death's black 

shade I 
Had Proserpine no pity on thy youth. 
But sufier'd thy fair cnmson-colour'd spring, 
With withered winter to be blasted thas? 
Horatio, *" thou art older than thy father : 
Ah, ruthless Fate I that favour thus transforms I 

Baxulto. Ah, my good lord, lam not your young son. 

Hieronimo. What, not my ion ? ^* thou then a fury 
art. 
Sent from the empty kingdom of black night, 
To summon me to make appearancs 
Before grim Minos and just Rhadamant, 
To pla§:ue Hieronimo that is remiss, 

«*> them, leiB. S3. 33 
""lloaart, 1681. 33, 
*** tbsD thou, 1633. 
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And seeks not vengeance for Horatio's death. 

BazuUo. I am a grieved man and not a ghost. 
That came for justice for m; murder'd son. 

Hieronijno. Aye, now I know thee, now thou nam'st 
thy son : 
Thou art the lively image of my grief, 
Within thy face, my sorrows I may see; 
Thy eyes are"' gum'd with tears, thy cheeks are wan, 
Thy forehead troubled, and thy muttering lips 
Murmur sad words abruptly broken off. 
By force of windy sighs thy spirit breathes, 
And all this sorrow riseth for thy son : 
And self-same sorrow feel I for my sod. 
Come in, old man, ihou shalt to Isabel : 
Lean on my arm : 1 thee, thou me shalt stay, 
And thou and I and she will sing a song; 
Three parts in one, but all of discords fram'd : 
Talk not of cords, but let us now be gone. 
For with a cotd Horatio was slain. [Exeunt. 

Enter Kino of Spain, the Duke, Viceroi, and 

Lorenzo, Balthazar, Don Pedho, and Belim- 

fEria. 

King. Go, brother, 'tis the Duke of Castile's cause ; 
Salute the Viceroy in our name, 

Castile. 1 go. 

Viceroy. Go forth, don Pedro, for thy nephew's sake, 
And greet the duke of Castile. 

Pedro. It shall be ""bo. 

King. And now loineet*'^theBe Portingales: 
For as we now are, so sometunes were these. 
Kings and commanders of the western Indies.— 
Welcome, hrave Viceroy, to the court of Spain, 
And welcome all his honourable train. 
'Tis not unknown to us, for why you come. 
Or have so kingly crost the raging seas :* 

•»dim'd, 16ie. S8.SS. 
» be >ir, 1616. be done, ur, I6«S. 
""the, 1618. 83. 8S. 

* AcccndiDg to our modem geogjaphj' it is not Deceuarj' to 
cross " the Taking aeas" to go from Portugal to Spain. 
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*"* SuiBoeth it in thia, we note the troth, 

And more than common love you lend to us. 

So is it that mine honourable niece 

(For it beseems us now that it be known) 

Already is betroth*d to Balthazar ; 

And, by appointment and our condescent, 

To-motrow •" are they to be married. 

To this intent we entertain thyself, 

Thy followers, their pleasure, *•" and our peace. 

Speak, men of Portingale ; shall it be so? 

Il aye, say so : if not, say flatly no. 

Viceroy. Renowned king, 1 come not as thou think'st, 
With doubtful followers, unresolved men. 
But such as have upon thine articles 
Confirm'd thy motion, and contented me. 
Know, sovereign, I come to solemnize 
Hie marriage of thy well-heloved niece. 
Fair Belimperia, with my Balthazar, 
With thee, my son, whom aith I live to Bee, 
Here take my crown, I give it her and thee : 
And let me live a solitary Lfe, 
In ceaseless prayers, 

To think bow strangely heav'n hath thee preserv'd. . 
' King. See, brother, see, how nature strives in him ! 
Come, worthy Viceroy, and accompany 
Thy friend, with thine extremities : 
A place more private fits this princely mood. 

nceroy. Or here, or where your highness thinks it 
good. [Exeunt all (ml Cattite and iMrenzo. 

Castile. Nay, stay, Lorenzo, let me talk with you : 
See'st thou this entertainment of these kings ? 

Lorenzo. I do, ray lord, and joy to see the same. 

CastUe. And knowest thou why this meeting is ? 

Lorenzo. For her, my lord, whom Balthazar doth 
love. 
And to confirm the promis'd marriage. 

Castile. She is Iby sister, 

^ ihej ate, 16S3. 
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Lorenzo, Who, ]3e)iiiiperia? Aje, my gracious lord: 
Aad tbii is thedaythatlbaTelone'd so happily to see. 

Catlile. Hiod would'st be lotb uat any fault of thine 
Should intercept her in her happiness. 

Lorenzo. Heav'ns will not let Lorenzo err so much. 

Castile. Why then, Lorenzo, listen to my words: 
It is suspected, and reported too, 
That thou, Lorenzo, wrongest Hieronimo, 
And in bis suits towards his majesty 
Still keep'st hini back, and seek'st to cross his suit. ' 

Lorenio. That 1, my lord? 

CcutUe, I tell thee, son, myself have heard it said, 
When (to my sorrow) I have been a^am'd 
To answer for thee, though thou "' art my son. 
IiOrenzo, know'st thou not ^e common love, 
Aad kindness that Hieronimo hath won 
By his deserts, within the court of Spain ? 
Or seest tima not the king my brother's care 
In his behalf, and to procure his health ? 
Lorenzo, should'st thou thwart his passions, 
And he exclaim agEunst thee to the king, 
What honour were't in this assembly. 
Or what a scandal were't among the kings, 
To hear Hieronimo exclaim on thee ? 
Tell me, and look thou tell me truly •^ too, 
Whence grows the ground of this report in court? 

Lorenzo. My lord, it lies not in Lorenzo's power 
To stop the vulgar, *" liberal of their tongues : 
A small advantage makes a water-breach, 
And no man lives, that long contenteth all. 

Cattile, Myself have seen thee busy to keep back 
Him and his supplications from the kmg. 

Lorenzo. Yourself, my lord, have seen his passions, 
That iU-beseem'd the presence of a king ; 

X' wen, 16ia. 23. S8. **■ fan omiUed, 16ia 13. 33. 

■" lAml] LOtral, in oui ancient miten, u M here tnipkaOij 
used to signify Bcmtiout. So, in Field's B'oBum'j a WaahircMk: 

" Neit (bat, the fame 

" or your neglect and libtnd lalking tongue. 

•' V\'bich breeds roy bono* an eternal vreng." 
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A \i Tor I pitied him in bis diftieaa, 

I held him thence with kind and conrteons words. 

As free from malice to Hieronimo, 

As to my soul, my lord. 

Coitiie. Hieronimo, my son, mistakes thee then. 

Lorenio. Hy gracious father, believe me, so he doth. 
Bat what's a silly man distract in mind. 
To think upon the murder of his son ? 
Alas! how easy is it for him to err? 
But for his satisfaction, and the world's, 
Twere good, my lord, that *** Hieronimo and f 
Were reconcil'd, if he misconstrue me. 

OutiU, Lorenio, thou hast said, it shall be so: — 
Go one of you, and call HienMiimo. 

Enttr Balthazar a*d Bklihpbria. 

Balthazar. Ccme, Betimperia, Balthazar's content. 
My sorrow's ease, and sovereign of my bliss, 
Sith "'heav'n hath ordained thee to be mine. 
Disperse those clouds and melancholy looks. 
And **■ clear them up with those thy sun-bright eye«. 
Wherein my hope and heaven's fair beanty Ues. 

BeSmperia. My looks, my lord, are fitting for my 
love; 
Which, new begun, can shew no brighter yet 

Balthazar. New-kiu died flames should bum as morn- 
i ing sun. 

f BeUmperia. But not too fast, lest heat and all be 
,' done. 

I see, my lord, my father. 

Ballhaiar. Truce, my love, I will go salute him. 

Cattile. Welcome, Balthazar, welcome brave prince. 
The pledge of Castile's peace ; — 
And welcome Belimperia— How now, girl ! 
Why com'st thou sadly to salute us thus ? 
Content thyself, for I am satisfied ; 
It is not now as when Andrea liv'd, 
We have forgotten, and forgiven that, 
**< that omitted, ISSS. S8. 
*> heav'n hatb thee ordained, iS23. 3S. 
»> Gheaie, 161B. «3. 33. 
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And tbou art graced with a happier love : — 
But, Baldiaxar, here comes Rieroaimo. 
I'll have a word with him. 

EnUr HiEROHiHO and Sbrvamt. 

Hiaronimo. Aod nhere's the duLe? 

Servant. Yonder. 

Hteronimo. Even so : what new device hath they de- 
vised tro? 
**' Pocas palabras, mild as the lamb : /O 

*** I'st j I will be reven^'d ? no, I am not the man( ' 

CtUtile. Welcome, Hieronimo. 

Lormto. Welcome, HJeronimo. 

haUhaxar. Welcome, Hieronimo. 

Hieroninu). Hy lords, 1 thank you for Horatio. 

Castile. Hieronimo, the reason that I sent 
To spealc with you, ia this. 

HieTOHmo. What, w> short? 
Then I'll be gone, I thank you for't. 

Caitile. Nay, stay, Hieronimo : — go, call him, son. 

Loremxo. Hieronimo, my father craves a word with 
you. 

HieroKimo. With me, sir? why, my lord, I thought 
you had done. 

Lorenzo. No; would he bad I 

CaHUe. Hieronimo, I hear 
You find yourself aggrieved at my son. 
Because you have not access unto the kii^ ; 
And say lis he that intercepts your suits. 

Hieronimo. Why, is not this a miseraUe thing, my 
lord? 

Cattile. Hieronimo, 1 hope you have no cause; 
And would be loth that one of your deserts 
Should once have reason to suspect my son, 
Considering how 1 think of you myself, 

Hieronimo. Your son, Lorenzo! whom, my noble 
lord? 
The hope of Spain ? mine honourable friend ? 

*" Focal polabrat,'] These woidi are p-iea to the Tinkei in llw 
Indoetion to the Tamiag if tin Strm, in oidm lo ridkvle tbem. 
M> ^W, I tDiU t> reo^d,] 1039. 
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Grant me the combat of them, if the; dare ; 

[DnoBi imt Ait tmord, 
I'll meet him face to face to tell me wo. 
These be the tcandalous reports of Buch, 
As lore not me, and hate my lord too mnch. 
Should I suspect Lorenzo would prevent. 
Or croH m; suit, that lor'd mj bod ao well X 
Hy lord, I am asham'd it should be said. 

Lorenzo. Hierooimo, 1 never gare you cause* 

HMftmiiHO. My good lord, I know you did no^. 

CattiU. There pause: 
And for the satisfacdoD of the world, 
Hieronimo, frequent my homely hooM, 
The duke of Castile, Cyprian's ancient seat; 
And when thon wilt, use me, my sob, and it : 
But here before prince Ballbaaat and me, 
Embrace each other, and be perfect friends. 

Hienmimo. Aye marry, my lord, and' shall ; 
Frieads, quoth he, see, I'll be friends with you all : ' 
Especially with you, my lovely lord ; 
For divers causes it is fit for us. 
That we be friends; the world is sn^icious. 
And men may think what we imagine not 

BaUhatat. Why this is friendly done, Hieronimo. 

Lorenio. And thus I hope old grudges are forgot. 

Hieronimo. What eke? it were a shame it should 
not be so. 

Cuttle. Come on, Hieronimo, at my request. 
Let us iutreat your company to-day. lExeunt. 

Bieronimo. Your lordship's to command. — Fha ! — 
Keep your way. 

'^Mi ! ehi mi fa piu earretze eke non mtoie 

TVodtto mi ha, o Wadir mi vhoU. [£rii. 

Enter Ghost, and RartNea. 

GhMt. " Awake, Ei<ictho, Cerberus, awake, 
" SolUcit Pluto, gentle Proserpine, 
" To CMnbat Acheron, and Erebus in hell, 
" For ne'er by Styx and Phlegeton, 

■**He,iMiiiifa1 Puiconeiucheaonsule 
TnJito villa otrade i^«. Qnanoa. 
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" Nor ferried Charon to the fiery lakes, 
" Such fearful s^hu, a& poor Andrea sees. 
" Reren^! awake. 

Revenge.''" " Awake, for why ? 

GluuL " Awake, Revenge, for thou art ill advis'd 
"Toaleep: awake! what *" thou art warn'd to watch ? 

Revenge. " Content thyself, and do not trouble me. 

Ghotl. " Awake I Revenge; if love, as love hath had, 
*' Have yet the power or prevalence in hell : 
" Hieronimo with Lorenzo is join'd in league, 
" And intercepts our passage to revenge : 
" Awake ! Revenge, or we are ""woe be-gone. 

Revenge. " Thus worldlings ground what they have 
dream'd upon. 
" Content thyself, Andrea, though 1 sleep, 
" Yet "^ is my mood solliciting their souls : 
" Suffice it thee that poor Hieronimo 
" Cannot foiget his son Horatio. 
" Nor dies Revenge, although he sleep a while: 
" For in unquiet, quietness, is >"feign'd, 
" And slumb'ring is a common worldly wile. 
" Behold, Andrea, for an instaoce, how 
" Revenge bath slept and then imagine thou, 
■ ' What 'tis to be subject to destiny. 
Enter a dumb ifuM. 

Ghott. " Awakel Revenge, reveal this mystery. 

Avenge. " The two first the nuptial torches bore 
" As "^brightly burning as the mid-day's sun: 
" But after them doth Hymen hie as fast, 
" Cloathed in sable, and a saffron robe, 
" And blows them out, and quenchetb them with blood, 
'' As discontent that things continue so, 

Qhott. " Siifliceth me thy meaning's understood, 
" And thanks "°to thee, and those infernal powers, 
' That will not tolerate a lover's woe : 



•" inn! U-gme.] See Note 29 on Cpriwlta, vol. II. p. 889. 
" in. 1618. i». 33. "• foond, 1618. «S. 33. 

» bright, 1618. 93. 33. «• unto, 1618. 23. 33. 
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" Rest tbee, for I will sit >*'U> see the rest. 

Revenge. ^Then ai^e not, for thov haat thy re- 
queat- [Exeunt. 

ACT V. 
Enter BEttHPEKiA and Hikkoniho. 
Belimperia. Is this the love thou beai'st Horatio? 
Is this the kindness that thou counterfeit'st ? 
Are these the fruits of thy incessaat tears? 
HieroDimo, are these thy p&^sions. 
Thy protestations, and thy deep laments, 
That thou wert wont to weary men withal ? 
Oh unkind father! oh deceitful world! 
With what excuses canst thou shew thyself? 
With what dishonour, and the hale of men. 
From this dishonour, and the hate of men; 
Thus to neglect the *"loss and hfe of him, 
Whom both my letters, and thine own belief. 
Assures thee to be causeless slaughtered? 
Hieronimo, for shame ! Hieronimo, 
Be not a history to after times 
Of such ingratitude unto thy son : 
Unhappy mothers of such children then, 
But monstrous fathers to foi^et so soon 
The death of those, whom they with care and cost 
Have tender'd so, thus careless should be lost. 
Myself a stranger in respect of thee. 
So lov'd his life, as slitl 1 wish their deaths. 
Not shall his death be unreveng'd by me. 
Although I bear it out for faShion's '"'sake : 
For here I swear, in sight of heaven and earth, 
Shouldst thou neglect the love thou shouldst retaiu. 
And eive it over, and devise no more. 
Myself should send their hateful souls to hell, 
That wrought his downfal, with esttemest death. 
Hieronimo. But may it be, that Belimperia 
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Vows such revenge b> she bath deign'd to say ? 

Why then I see that heaT'n applies our drift, 

And all the saints do sit Bolliciting 

For Tengeance on those cursed murderers. 

Madam, 'tis true, and now I find it so : 

I found a letter, written in your name. 

And in that letter, bow Horatio died. 

Pardon, O pardon, Belimperia, 

My fear and care in not believing it ; 

Nor think, I thoughtless thinlc upon a me&n, '■■^ 

To let his death be unreveng'd at full : 

And here I vow, so you but give consent. 

And will conceal my resolution, 

I will ere long determine of their deaths, 

That causeless thus have murdered my son. 

BeUmfietia. Hieronimo, I will consent, conceal. 
And aught ^'tbat may efiect for thine avail 
Jdn wiUi thee to revenge Horatio's death. . 
Hi«r<mtino. On, "'then; whatsoever I devise, 
i^\ Let me intieat yoit, grace my practices : 
' s\ For why, the plot's already lu my head.\ 

'-' Here tliey are. 
V*' Enter Balthazar and Lorkhzo. 

„- Balthazar. How now, Hieronimo? what courting 

Belimperia ? 
[ Hieronimo. Aye, my lord, such courting as I pro- 

mise you, 
)j She hath my beait: but you, my lord, have hers, 
'' Lorenzo. But now, Hieronimo, or never, we are to 

':'\ intreat your help. 

>^ j Biertmimo. iiy help? nhy, my good lords, assure 
V j yourselves of me ; 

a I For you have given me cause, aye, by my *" i^tb have 
' you. 

Balthazar. It pleas'd you at th' entertainment of the 
embassador, 
To grace the king so much aa with a show : 

•■ whst, 161 
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As for the passing of the first n^fat's spwt, 
To enteitain my father with the Uka, 
Or any such like pleasing motion. 
Assure yonrself it would content tbem well. 

Bieronimo. Is this all ? 

Lorenzo. Aye, this is all. 

Hieronimo. Why then I'll fit you, say do more : 
When >** I was young, I gave my mind, 
And ply'd myself to fruitless poetry : 
Which though it profit the professor nought, 
Yet *** is it passing pleasing to the world. 

Lorenzo. And how for that 7 

Hieronimo. Marry, my good lord, thus : 
And yet metbinks you are too quick with us. 
When in Toledo, there I studied, 
it was my chance to write a tragedy. 
See here, my lords, {SheKit them a book. 

Which, long forgot, I found this other day ; 
Now would your lordships favour me so much 
As but to grace me with your acting it, 
1 mean each one of you to play a part, 
' Assure you it will prove most passing strange. 
And wondrous plausible to the assembly. 

BaWiaxar. What, wouldyouhaveusplay a tragedy? 

Hieronimo. Why, Neto thought it no disparagnneut. 
And kings and emperors have ta'en delight. 
To make experience of their wits in plays. 

Lorenzo. Nay, be not angry, good Hi^vnimo, 
The prince but asked you a question. 

BaUhaxar. In faith, Hieronimo, and you be in 
earnest, 

** What I am yonHg, ^.] Ben JonBon, vho, hb hath been aaid, 
perfoimed the part of Hieronimo, hadi boirowed tLia tbonglit. 
See EBtryaimmhaMaiuuT, A. I.S. 1 ; 

" Myielf was once a itodienl, and, indeed, 
" Fed with tlie aelf Mine hanoot he ia now. 
" Dieaminc on naoght but idle poetij, 
" That bnideiB and nnpiofit^le art, 
" Good unto none, hot leaM to the profeseore." 
«itii, 168S. 
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I'll make one. 

Loremo. And I anotber. 

Hiennimo. Now, my g;ood lord, could you iatreat 
Your sister Belimperia to make one : . . 

For what's a play without a woman in't? . 

feltnipem. Little intreaty shall aecre me, Hiero- 
nimo : 
For I must needs be employed in your play. 

Uienmimo. Why this is well : I tell you, loidlings, 
It was determined to hare been acted 

By HBhIIbiuph «!) ( ) y jiplnni tOO ; 

Such as could tell iQ^t to spec^ 

SaUhazar. And dow it shall be "* play'd by muiCf^ 

Such as can tell hop to speak ; 
If, as it is OUT country manner. 
You will but let us know the ailment. 

Hiermmo. That shall I roundly. Hie chronicles of 
Spain 
Record tnis written of a knight of *« Rhodes : 
He was betrotb'd, and wedded at the length. 
To one Ferseda, an Italian dame. 
Whose beauty ravish'd all that bet beheld : 
^ipecially the soul of Solyman, 
Who at Uie marria^ was the cbiefeit gnest. 
By sundry means sought Solyman to win V 
Perseda's love, and could not gain the same : 
Then 'gan he break his passion to a friend. 
One of his Bashaws, whom he held full dear , 
Her had this Bashaw long solicited. 
And she was not otherwise to be won. 
But by her husband's death: this knight of Rhodes, 
Whom presently by treachery he slew, 
She stire'd with an exceeding hate therefore. 
As cause af this slew Solyman : 
And to escape the Bashaw's tyranny. 
Did stab herself: and this °^ the tragedy. 

•Moid, l£l».3S,9a. >"ofthBRll{idcB, leiB. 
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Lorenzo, Aye, sir. 

Belimperia. But say, Hieronimo, what then became 
of him. 
That was the Bashaw t 

Hienmimo. Many, thus : mor'd with ronone of his 
misdeeds, 
Ran to a mountdn top, and *" hung himself. 

Balthazar. But whtdi of us is to perform that part ? 

HieronitM. O, that will I, my lonls, make no doubt 
ofit, 
I'll play the muiderer. I warrant you ; 
For 1 uteady have conceited that. 

Balthazar. And what shall I ? 

Bierommo. Great Solyman, the """Turkish empeior. 

Loremo. And I ? 

Bieroninu). Erasto, the knight of Rhodes. 

Belimperia. And I ? 

Hieronimo. Perseda, chaste, and resolute. — 
And here my lords, are several abstracts drawn. 
For each of you to note your parts. 
And act it as occasion's offered you. 
You must provide a Turkish cap, 
A black mustachio, and a fauchion. 

[Give* a paper to Baithazar. 
Yon with a cross, like *'' to a knight of Rhodes. 

[Qivet another to Lorenzo. 
And madam, you must attire yourself. 

[Gicei Beiwt^ieria another. 
Like Phebe, Flota, or the huntress *'*, 
Which to your discretion shall seem best. 
As for me, ray lords, I'll look to one. 
And with the ransom that the Viceroy sent. 
So furnish and perform this tragedy. 
As "* all the world shall say, Hieronimo 
Was liberal in gracing ofit so. 

Balthaxar. Hieronimo, methinks'a comedy were 



*• hang"!!, 16ie. S3, SS. >" that, tSlH. 

1' m omitted, 1618. « the huntrtv] L t, DJana. Haa^ini. 
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Bieronimo. A comedy! fie ! comedies a e fit for com- j 
mon wits : I 

But to present a kingly troop witball, I 

Give me a stately written tragedy ; { 

Tragadia cothumata, fitting kings, \ 

Containing matter, and not common things. 
My lords, all this must be perform'd. 
As fitting for die first night s rerelltng. 
The Italian tragedians were so sharp of wit, 
That in one hour's meditation. 
They would perform any thing in action. 

Lorento. Ajid well it may, for I have seen the like 
In Paris 'mongst the French tragedians. 

Hieronimo. In Paris ! mass, and well remember'd. 
There's one thing more that rests for us to do. 

Batthazar. What's that Hieronimo? foi^t not any 

Bieronimo. Each one of us must act his part 
In unknown languages. 
That it may bre^ "* the more variety : 
As you, my lord, in Latin,— I in Greek,— 
You in Italian,— and for because 1 know 
That Belimperia hath practised the French, 
In courtly French shall all her phrases be. 

BeHmperia, You mean to try my cnnning then, Hie- 

Balthaxar. But this will be a mere confusion. 
And hardly shall we all be understood. 

Hieronimo. It must be so: for die conclusion 
Shall prove the invention, and all was good : 
And I myself in an oration. 
And with a strange and wonderous show besides. 
That I will have there behind a curtain. 
Assure thyself, shall make the matter known: 
And all shall be concluded in one scene. 
For there's no pleasure ta'en in tediousness. 

Balthazar. How like you this? 

Lorenzo. Why thus, my lord, we must resolve 

*>* (/i( omittsd, leiB. yj. 33. 
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To Booth biff humours up. 

Balthazar "^On then, Hieronimo, farewell till soon. 

Bieronimo You'll ply this geai^ 

Lorenzo. 1 wamiityou. [ExemU ail bttt Hieroiamo. 

Hienmmo. ■'"Why so: now shall 1 see the fall of 
BabyloD, 
Wroug-ht by the heavens in this confusion. 
And if the world tike not this tragedy, 
Hard is the bap of old Hieronimo. [Exit. 

Enter Isakella with a weapon. 
liabelUi. Tell me no more: O monstrous homicides ! 
Since ueithet piety, nor pity moves 
The king to justice or compassion, 
I will reven^ myself upon this place, 
Where wtiuis they murder'd my beloved son. 

/ [She cuti doten the arbour. 

Down with these branches, and these loathsome boughs. 
Of this unfortunate and fatal pine, 
Down with them, Isabella, rend them up. 
And burn the roots from whence the rest is sprung. 
I will not leave a root, a stalb, a tree, 
A bough, a branch, a blossom, nor a leaf. 
No, not an herb within this garden plot. 
Accursed complot of my misery [ 
Fruitless for ever may this garden be, 
Barren the earth, and blissless "* whosoever 
Imagines not to keep it unmanur'd. 
An eastern wind commix'd with noisome airs 
Shall blast the plants, and the young saplings : 
The earth with serpents shall be pester'd. 
And passengers, for fear to be infect, 
Shalfstand aloof; and looking at it, tell. 
There, mnrdet'd died the son of Isabel. 
Aye, here be died, and here I him embrace. 



" Where thajmnidend, l£lB. «S. 
Where they b&Te mtudwed, 16S1. 

■ bteBsl«ai>,l(!1B. 13.33. 



Dinlz-MNGoOgIc 



ACT. v.] THH SIPAHISH TKAQEDT. 191 

See there his ghoat solicits "' with hia wounds 

Revenge on her that should revenge his death. 

Hieronimo, make haste to see thy son ; 

For sorrow and despair hath cited me, 

To hear Horatio plead with Rhadiunant: 

Make haste, Hieronimo; '"to hold escus'd 

Thy neg%cnce in pursuit of theii deaths. 

Whose hateful wrath bereav'd him of his breath, — . 

Ah nay ""' thou doat delay their deaths, 

Forgirst the murderers of thy noble son, , - ■, 

And none but 1 bestir me to no end: -.1^ 

And as I curae this tree from farther fruit, '-'^ 

So ^all my wwnb be cursed for his sake; ~^ 

And with this weapon will 1 wound the breast, ^ 

The hapless breast that gave Horado suck, 

[She tUibt herself. 
Enter Hierokimo, he knocks up the curtain. 
Enter the Duke 6f Castile. 

Caifile. How now, Hieronimo, where's *'*yeur fel- 
lows, 
That you take all this pain? 

Hieronimo. 0, sir, it ii for the author's credit. 
To look that all things may go well : 
But, good, my lord, let me intreat your grace 
To give the king the copy of the play : 
Tliis is the argument of what we show. 

Castile. I will, Hieronimo. 

Hieronimo. One thing more, my good '*' lord. 

Castile. What's that? 

Hieronimo. Let me intreat your grace. 
That when the train *" are past into the gallery. 
You would vouchsafe to throw me down the key. 

Castile. I will, Hieronimo. [Exit Castile, 

Hieronimo. What, are you ready, Balthazar? 
Bring a chair and a cushion for the king. 

"*aolicitedvil1iluawouDd«, 1618. 39. 33. 

"" to hold exclude, 1618. SS. 33. 

581 ha, 1618. !3, 33. ""thy, 1618.^^.33. 

>" good my, 1688." ™ is, 16IR S8.83. 
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Enter Balthazab uiitk a ekair. 
Well done, Balthazar, hang up the title:* 
Our scene is Rhodes : what, ia your beard on ? 

Balthazar. Half on, the other is Iq my hand. 

Bteroumo. Dispatch for shame ! are you so long ? 
[Etil Balihaxar, 
Bethink thyself, Hieronimo, 
Recall thy wits, recount thy former wroogs. 
Thou has receiv'd by murder of thy son. 
And lastly, tho' not least, how tstdKl, 
Once his mother, and my dearest wife. 
All *" woe begone for him, hath slam herself. 
Behoves thee then, Hieronimo, to be revei^;'dt 
The plot is Isud of dire revenge ; 
On then "•, Hieronimo, pursue revenge: 
For nothing wants, but acting of revenge. [Exit. 

Enter Spaituh King, Duke o/ Castile, and their 

King. Now, Viceroy, shall we see the tragedy 
Of Solytnan the Turkish emperor, 
Perfonn'd of pleasure by *"your son the prince. 
My nephew, don Lorenzo, and my niece? 

ficeroy. Who, Belimperia? 

King. Aye, and Hieronimo our marshal, 

* Mi. HaloDS vw nraallj very accurate in hi* qnotstioni, but 
in this line be made a lingolai miitakr, [Vule Ikis ShakespeaiCi 
IBtl, Tol. 111. p. loe.l where leferring to this play, he cites thus. 

" iJimnwnD. Well done, Baltbauu, hang up the iUt," instead of 
" hanE up the title." He thus lost a malenal passage, to shew 
that M old a board was hniig ap on the stage with the title and 
scene of the piece. 

" haas up tht tUie 

Oar gceoe ia Rhodes.^' &c. 

So also in Wily beguil'd, 1606. 

" Pnlifiu, How now, toy honeM Boague. vhat Play shall we 
hate here to night 1 

" Player. Sir, yon maj' look opon the Wfc. 

Pniegai. What ^latTim, once ^ain f 

This title of Spectnmi is aftenrardB removed l^ the slight of 
band of a Jugg!ei and Will/ beguii'd substitaled foe O. 

s» KwiKgom] See note a9 to Ca-rulia. toI. II. p. «89. 

IM On them, IA18. 93.33. "* oui, 1618,83.33. 
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At whoie request they *** deign to do't themielves : 
These be our pastimes in the court of flpaio. 
Here, brother, you shall be the book-keeper, 
"Hiis ia the argument of that th^y show. 

[Giuet Aim a book. 
Genllemai, thii play of Hikromiho, in mndry Lan- 
guage*, wtu thought good to be tet down m Engiiih, 
more largely, for the eaner undentanding to every 
publick reader. 
Enter Balthazab, Belimpekia, and HierohihO. 
Balthazar. Bashaw, that Rhodes is ours, yield hea- 
vens the honour. 
And holy Mahomet our sacred prophet; 
Aod he thou g^c'd with every excellence, 
That Solyman can give, or thou desire- 
But thy desert in conquenug Rhodes if less, 
Than in reserving this fair '^christian uympb 
Ferseda, blissful lamp of excellence, 
Whose eyes compel like powerful adamant 
The warlike heart of Solyman to wait. 

King. See, Vicaroy, that is Bal^azar your soUf 
That represents the emperor Solyman: 
How well be actx his amorous pa«sioo ! 

Fiaroy. Aye, Belimperia hath taught him that- 
Castile. That's because hi« min4 run» all on Belim- 

Hierottimo. Whatever joy eart)i yields, '^betide your 
majesty. 

Balthazar. £artb yields no joy without Perseda'slove. 

Hieronimo. ** Let then Per»eda on your grace attend. 

Salthaxar. She shall not wait on me, but 1 on ber. 
Drawn by the influence of her lights, I yield : 
But let my friend the Rhodian knight come fbrtbt 
Erastus, dearer than my life to me. 
That he may see Peiseda my helov'd. 
£n(«r Lobes zo. 

King, Hiu« comes Lorenzo — Look upon the plot, 
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And tell me, brother, what part plajs he ? 

BeUmperia. Ah, jay Erostus, welcome to Perseda. 

Lorenzo. Thrice happy is Eraitus that thou lir'st : 
Rhodes', loss is nothing to Eraatus* joy, 
Sith his Perseda lives, his life survives. 

Batthaxar. Ah, bashaw, here is love betwixt Erasttui 
And fair Perseda, sovereign of my soul, 

Hleroaimo. Remove Eraatus, mighty Soljman, 
And then Perseda will be quickly won. 

Balthaxar. Erastus is my friend, and while he lives 
Perseda never will remove ner love. 

Hieronimo. Let not Era.stus live to grieve great Soly- 
man. 

Balthatar, Dear is Erastus in our princely eye. 

Hieronimo. But if he be your rival, let him die. 

Balthazar. Why, let him die ; so love commandeth me ; 
Yet grieve I that Eraetus should so die. 

Hieroiiimo. Erastus, Solyman saluteth thee. 
And lets thee wit by me his highness' will. 
Which is, that tJiou should'st be thus employ'd. 

[Stabt him. 

BeUmperia. Ah me, Erastus ! — See, Solyman, Erastus 
slain. 

Balthazar. Yet liveth Solyman to comfort thee. 
Fair queen of beauty, let not favour die. 
But with a gracious eye behold his grief. 
That with Perseda's beauty is increas'd. 
If by Perseda's grief be. not releaa'd. 

Betimperia. Tyrant, desist solliciting vain suits ; 
Relentless are mme ears to thy laments. 
As thy butcher is pitiless and base, 
Which seiz'd on my Erastus, harmless knight; 
Yet by thy power thou thinkest, to command. 
And to thy power Perseda doth obey : 
But were she able, thus she would revenge 
Thy treacheries on thee, ignoble prince : [Slabs Um. 
And on herself she would be thus reveng'd, 

[Stabt Aeriel/: 

King. Well said, old marshal, this was bravely done. 

Hieronitno. But BeUmperia plays Perseda well. 
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Ficeroy. Were this in earnest, Belimperia ? 
You would be better to my son than so. 

King. But now what foUows '"'for Hieronimo ? 
Hieronmo. Marry, this follows for Hieronimo ; 
Here break we off our sundry lan^ages, 
And thus conclude I in our vulgar tongue: 
Haply you think (but bootless *• are your thoughts) 
That this is fabulouslv counterfeit, 
And that we do as all tragedians do, 
To die to-day, (for fashioning our scene, 
The death of Ajax, or some Roman peer) 
And in a minute starting up again. 
Revive to please to-morrow's audience : 
No, princes ; know, I am Hieronimo, 
The hopeless father of a hapless son, ' 

Whose tongue is '^ tun'd to tell his latest tale. 
Not to excuse gross errors in the play. 
I see your looks urge instance of those words — 
Behold the reason ui^ing me to this. 

[He sheies hit dead $on. 
See here my shew, look on this spectacle; 
/Here l^y my hope, and here my hope hath end : 
\ Here lay my heart, and here my heart was slain : 
; Here lay my treasure, here my treasure lost : 
.' Here lay my bliss, and here my bliss bereft : 
But hope, heart, treasure, joy, and bliss, 
All fled, fail'd, died ; yea, all decay'd with this. 
From forth these wounds came breath that gave me life. 
They murder'd me, that made these fatal marks. 
Th£ caase was love, whence grew this mortal hate ; 
The hate, Lorenzo and young Balthazar, 
The love, my son to Belimperia : 
But night, the coverer of accursed crimes. 
With pitchy silence hush'd "^these traytors harms. 
And lent them leave, for they had <^ sorted leisure, 
"/w omitted, 1618. SS. S3. *" be, 1618. iS. 38. . • 

■M tmn'd, 1618. » the tndt'ioDS, 1695. 33. 

"* sorted] To tart i> to ditae or »«iBrt. As, io the Third Part of 
Hmry VI. A. 5, S. 8 : 

" For I will lait a pitch; daj for thee." 
Ford's Jjoves M^ancht^ : 

" We sbidl tort time to take more notice of him." 

- «8l'-- 
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To take adnnUgc in my gardsn-plot, 

Upon my son, my dear Horatio : 

There mercileu they biitcher'd up toy boy. 

In black dark aigh^ to pale dim crnel d«»^. 

He shrieks, I heard : sod yet raethinkl I bear 

His dUmal outcry echo in the air ; 

With soonest speed I hasted to the noise, 

Where hanging on a tree 1 found my son. 

Thro' girt with wounds, and slatighter'd as you s«e: 

And griev'd I, think you, at this specUcle ? 

Speak, Portingaie, whose loss *" reaembles mine, 

If thou can'st weep upon thy Baltbanr, 

"Tis like I wwail'd for my Horatio.— 

And yoD, my lord, whose reooncited son 

March'd in a net, and thought himself unseen. 

And rated me for brain-sick lunacy, 

■" With — God amend that mad Hieronimo : 

How can you brook our play's catastrophe? 

And here behold this bloody handkerchieT, 

Which at Horatio's death I, weeping, dipt 

Within the river of hie bleeding wounds, 

It as propitioos, see, 1 have '""reBerr'd, 

And never hath it left my bloody •"'hwt, 

SoUiciting rememb'rance of my row. 

With these, O these accursed murderers ; 

Which now perform'd, my heart is satisfy'd. 

And to tbis end the Bashaw I became, 

That might revenge me on Lorenzo's life: 

Who therefore was appointed to the [nrt. 

And was to represent the knight of flbodei. 

That, ! might kill faim more conveniently:'^ 

So, Viceroy, was this Balthazar tby son. 

That Solyman, which Belimperia, 

In person of Perseda, murder'd. 

Solely appointed to that tragick part, 

That she might slay him that ofiended her. 

Poor Belimperia mus'd her part in thi* ; 

w rawmble, 1618, S3. =>« wmIb, 1683. 

"•Which, 1618. 35. S3. ""prasery'd, 1618, M. S3, 
•"bleeding. 1683.33. 
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For tho' the story saith, she should havs died, 

Yet I of kiudness, and of care to her, 

Did otherwise determioe of her end ; 

But love ofhim, whom they did hate '"'too much. 

Did ui^e her reaolutktti to be luch. — 

And, princes, now behold Hieronirno, 

Autlior and actor in this tragedy. 

Bearing his latest fortune in his fist ; 

And will as resolute conclude his part 

As any of the actors gone before.— 

And, >°> (gentles, thus 1 end my play: 

Urge DO more words, 1 have no more to say. 

[He rwwelk to hang himtelf. 

Kiitg. O hearken. Viceroy — Hold HieronimO' — 
Brother, my nephew and thy son are slain. 

FUero]/. We are betray'd— my Balthazar is slain. 
Break ope the doors — run, sare Hieronimo. 

[The]/ break in, and hold Hi«rimimB- 
Hieronimo, do but inform the king of these eveots, 
Upon mine honour, thou shalt have no harm. 

BieTonmo. Viceroy, I will not trust thee with my life, 
Which I this day have oSer'd to my son.— 
Accursed wretch ! why "•* suyst thou bim that was re- 
toWd to die? 

King. Speak, traitor! damned bloody murderer, 
■peak! 
For now I have thee, I will make thee speak. 
Why hast thou done this undeserving deed ? 

Flceroy. Why hast thou murder'd my Balthazar? 

CoMtile. Why haat thou butcher'd both my children 
thus? 

Hieronimo. But are yim mre that they are dead 9 

Castile. Aye, slain too tare. 

Hieronimo. What, and y out's too? 

Viceroy. Jye, all are dead: not one tfflhem survive. 

Hieronimo. Nay, then I ctu-e not— Come, and-we shalt 
befriends : 
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Let tw lay our hwdt together^ 

See, kere'i a goodly nooie witl hold Ihem all. 

Viceroy. O damn'ddeoil! hoia ** ieoure he it ! 

Hieronimo. Secure ! «Ay do'tt Iheni tponder at it ? 
I tell thee. Viceroy, lUi day I have teen revenge, 
Attd in that tight am gromn a prouder tmmarch, 
Than eoer late under the eroten of Spain. 
Had I at many livet at there be start. 
At many heaveut to go to at thote iive», 
Fd give them all, aye, and my tout to boot, 
But I would tee thee ride in thii red pool. 

Castile. Speak, mho were thy conjederatet m tkitf ■ 

Viceroy. Thai vat thy daughter BeUtnperia ; 
Fbr by her hand my Balthazar leat tlain .- 
/ MW her ttab turn. 

Hieronimo. O good words — As dear to me was mj 
Horatio, 
As yours, or youra, or yours, my lord, to you ; 
My guiltless son was by Lorenzo slain. 
And by Lorenzo and that Balthazar 
Am I at last rerenged thoroughly; 
Upon whose souls may heavens be yet '"' aveng'd 
^ With greater far than these affliction^. 



!. 5. S*e 
alio Dr. Taimeft Note od ttie same pauage. 

"•leveng'd, 1618. SS. 33. 

*" WiA grtaterfar Aaa titm o^tuticni.] In the secoad edition, in- 
stead of what u printed in Italicka, tlie Dialogus goes on in this 

CiMib. But who were tby confederates in thisl 

Vietrog. That vaa th; daugbter Bel-impeiia ; 
Fm by hei hand my Ballhaiar was slain : 
I saw her stab him. 

King. ■ Why apeak'st tlion not 1 

IStrmiac, What lea«ei libem can kings afford 
IhsB hannless silence ! then afford it me : 
Sufficeth, I mur not, noi 1 will not tell thee. 

King. Fetch forth the tottures.— 
Tiaitoi as thou ut, I'll make thee tell. 
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Methinki, tinct Igreai >«■ inward mth reeenge, 
I eannot look with xcom enough on death. 

King. What, do'it "" thou mock ut, tlave ? bring 
toTtvra forth. \ 

HieTonimo. Do,do,do,andm£aHtime V It torture you ! 
You had a son, as I take it, and your ton 
Should hoot beenmarried to your daughter : ha, leai't not 

Vou had a ion too, he teat my liege's nephew .• 

He mas proud and poUlick — Had he liv'd. 

He might ha' come to aear the crown of Spain : 

I think 'tieas (o — 'Twos I that kiWd him : 

Look you, thit same hand aat it that stabb'd 

Bis heart — do you see this hand 9 

For one Horatio, if you ever knew him ? 

A youth, one that they hang'd up in hi* father's garden, 

One that didforee your valiant son to yield, 

fFhile your ealiant mn did take him prisoner. 

Viceroy. Be deaf my senses, lean hearnomore. 

King;. Fatt heaven, and coeer us with thy sad ruins. 

Caame. Roll all the world within thy pitchy cloud. 

Hieronimo. Now do I applattd what I have acted, 
""Nunc mora cede manus. 
Now to express the rapture of mji part, 
Rrtt take my tongue, and i^tenuard my heart. 

[He bites out his tongue. 

King. O monstrous resolutioa of a wretchl— 

Sitnminia. Indeed, thou may'st tonnent me Oi bia wrelctied Mn 
Hath done in rouid'ring my Hotatio ; 
But neieiihalt thou force me to rereal 
The thing which 1 have Tow'd invioUte, ' 
Aai tlieiefoie, in despite of all thj threats, 
Fleaa'd with their deatha, and eas'd with dieii revauge. 
Firit take ay longuB, &c. 

"* tnimnlji. e. mtmatt. So, in the MaitaniUitt, A. 4. S. 9 1 

" OnDC. we niut be ■msord, than and I all one." 
TTu Bteeagtr't Tragedy, A. t ; 

" Mj lord, moat lure on'ti foi twtu spoke by one, 
" That ii -moit aacard with the duke*! ■oQ'a InM." 
■* Am omitted, 1633. SS. 
>io Nnnc men cade manua, IBIS. 
Nnnc mena cade nunu, letS. 3>. 
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See, viceroy, he Ii«th bitten forth fail tosgne. 
Rather than u> rereal wlnt we reqnir'd. 
CiutUt. Yet ban he write. 
King. And if in this he satis^ ui not, 
We will devise th' extramest kind of death 
That ever was invented for a wretch. 

[He tnakei rigiufar m toi^ to ntemd hit pM. 
Castile. O, he would have a knife to mend his pot. 
Viceroy. Here, and advise thee that thou write the 
troth.— 
Look to my brother, Mve Hieronimo. 

[ffe with the Amye tHAi tht dmkt md twtm^. 
King. What age hadi ever heard inch laoogtiots 
deeds? 
My brother and the whole Mcceeding hope 
That »" Spain expected after my deceue— 
Go bear hig body hence, that we may monm 
The loss of OUT bdav«d brother's death, 
Hiat he may be eatomb'd whalc'er befol : 
I un the next, the netiteat, last of all. 

Viceroy. And thOB, don Pedro, do the lUce for u : 
Take up our hapleai son, nntlmely slain : 
Set me with him, and he with woeful me. 
Upon the maia-Hnast of a ship unmann'd, 
And let die wind and tide hale me along ; 
To Sylla's barking and untamed gulph ; 
Or to the loathwnae pool of Achoon, 
To weep my want'" for my sweet Balthazar: 
Spain hath no refine for a Portingale. {Exeunt. 

\Tke trumpeU toimi a dead march ; the kimg 
of Spain mournfn; afier Mi brother't bad* ; 
and the Itiag of PorHngate hearing the bodg 
of ki$ ton. 

Enter Ghobt aiti Rhvkvge. 
Ghost. Are, Mfw ny hopes bavv cod in their eSecta, 
When blood and sorrow fintrii ny dieairee. 
i Horatio murder'd in his father's bower ; 
'i Vile Serherine by Fedringano riein ; 

'" Of. 1618, S3, Jts. *^ <rf. less, «i 



Dinlz-MNGoOgIc 



ACT T.] TDK SPAKISH TRAOEDT. 

False Pediing&no h^i^d by qaaiot device i 
Fair Isabella by heraelf misdone ; 
Prince Balthazar by Belimperia st&bb'd; 
The duke of Castile, and his mcked son, 
Both done to death by old Hierouimo, 
My Belimperia fallen, as Dido fell ; 
And good HieroniKK) ilain by himself: 
Aye, these were spectacles to please my soul. 
Now will 1 beg at lovely Proserpine, 
That by the virtue of her princely doom, 
I may consort my friends in pleasing sort. 
And on my foes work jtiit and abarp revenge. 
Ill lead my friend Horatio thro' those fields, 
Where never-dying wars are still indur'd. 
I'll lead fatf Isabella to that train 
Where pity weeps, bat never feeleth pain. 
I'll lead my Belimperia to those joys, 
That vestal virgins and fair qneens possess. 
I'll lead Hieronimo t^ere Orpheas plays, 
Adding sweet pleasure to eternal days. 
But say, Revenge, (for thou must help, or none) 
Against the rest how shall my hate be shewn ? 

Revenge. This hand shall hale them down to 
deepest hell, 
Where »" none but furies, bugs*", and tortures dwell. 

Ghost. Then sweet Revenge, do this at my request, 
Let me be judge, and doom them to unrest- 
Let loose poor Titiua from the vulture's gripe. 
And let don Cyprian supply his room: 

>i> nought, 1G18, as, 33. 

»"6i^)J TBrron, Soiiiil«iiB^f«WTift<m: 

" Nay thro let's go Bleeps ; when 6ug« and learei, 
" 8hali kill our conrageB with their tanae* worlte." 

Churchvard'B ChaUeng'.p- 160. 

" And in their place came fearful buggn, 

" Aa blttcke as any ptche; 
" With belliea big and swaggmg duggss, 
" More loathaome then a witch." 

Churchyard'* Warthvas of Waits, p. 16. adit. 1776 ■. 

" A kynd of Bound, that makaa a huiUng noyee, ^^ 

" To ieare young babes, with brute of ti^ga and toyea. 
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Place doD Lorenzo on Ixion's wheel, 
And let the lovers' endless paioB surcease ; 
Jimo forgets old wrath, and grants him ease ; 
Hang Balthazar about Chimera's neck, 
And let liim there bewail his bloody loTe, 
Repining at our joys that are above. 
Let Serberine go roul the fatal stone. 
And take from Sisiphns his endless moan. 
False Pedringano, -for his treachery. 
Let him be dragg'd thro' boiling Acheron, 
And there live, dying still in endless flames. 
Blaspheming Gods and all their holy names. 

Reeenge. Then haste we down to meet thy friends 
and foes : 
To place thy friends in ease the rest in woes : 
For here, tho* death *'^hath end their misery. 
Ill there hegia their endless tragedy. 

"• doth, I6<3, 33. 
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THE SPANISH TRAGEDY, 

CONTAINING THE LAMENTABLE MURDER OF 
HOEATIO AND BELLIMPERIA: 

PITIFUL DEATH OF OLD HIERONIMO. 

To the Tune of. Queen Dido. 



Tod that have lost your former joya, 
And now in woe your lives do lead: 
Feediog on nought but dire annoys. 
Thinking your griefs, all griefs exceed : 
Assure yourselves it is not so : 
Lo here a aight of greater woe. 
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Hapless Hieronima was my name. 
On whom fond fortune smiled lon^; 
Bnt now faer flatteiing smiles I blame, 
Her flattering Hmilea hath done me wrong. 
Would I had died in tender years : 
Then had not heen this cause of tears>. 

I Harshall was in prime of years, 
And won great honour in the field : 
Until that age with lilreT'd hairs, 
My aged head had overspread. 

Then left I war and staid at home : 
And gave my honour to my son. 

Horatin, my sweet only child, 

Prickt forth by fame's aspiring wings : 

Did so behave him in the field, 

That he prince Balthazar captive brings. 

And with great honour did pres^it 

Him to the king incontinent. 

The duke of Castile's daughter then 

Desir'd Horatio to relate: 

The death of her beloved friend, 

Her love Andrea's woeful fate. 
But when she knew who bad him slain. 
She Tow'd she would revenge the same. 

Then more to vex prince Balthazer, 
Because he slew her chiefest friend : 
She chose my son for her chief flower, 
Thereby meaning to work revenge. 

Bnt mark what then did straight hefall : 
To tume my sweet to bitter gall. 

Lorenzo then to find the cause, 
Why that his sister was nnkind:^ 
At last he found within a pause. 
How he might sound her secret mind. 
Which for to bring well to et^t: 
To fetch her man he doth direct. 
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Who being come into bis sight, 

He threatneth for to rid his life : 

Except Etraightways he should recite. 

His Bister's love, the cause of strife. 
Compel'd therefore t'unfold his mind : 
Said with Horatio she's combia'd. 

The villaia then, for hope of g;ain, 

Did straight convey them to the place 

Where ^ese two loven did ranain, 

Joying in sight of others face. 
And to their foes they did impart 
The place where they should joy their havt. 

Prince Balthazer, with his compere*. 
Enters my bower all in the night. 
And there my son slain they uprear. 
The more to vork my greater apight. 

But as I lay and took repoae : 

A voice I heard, whereat 1 rose. 

And finding then his senseless form. 

The murderers I sought to find. 

Bat missing them I stood forlorn. 

As one amazed in his mind. 
And rent and puU'd my ailver'd hair, 
And curs'd and damn'd each thing was there 

And that 1 would revenge the same, 
1 dipt a napkin in his blood: 
Swearing to work their woeful bain. 
That so had spoil'd my chiefest good. 

And that 1 would not it forget : 

It always at my heart I kept. 
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THE SECOND PART. 



TuEH, Isabella, m; dear wife, 

Finding her ton bereav*!! of breath. 

And loving him dearer than life 

Her own hand straight doth work ber death. 
And now their deaths doth meet in one: 
My griefs are come, my joys are gone. 

Then franticldy I ran abont, 

HI ling the air with mournful groans. 

Because I had not yet found out 

The murtberers to ease to moans. 
I rent and tore each thing I got. 
And sdd, and did, 1 knew not what. 

Thus as I past the streets, hard by 
The duke of Castile's house, as then 
A Letter there I did espy. 
Which show'd Horatio's woeful end. 
Which Bellimperia forth had flung. 
From prison, where they kept her strong. 

Then to the court forthwith I went, 
And of the king did justice crave. 
But by Lorenzo's bad intent, 
I hindred was, which made me rave. 

Then vexed more I stamp'd and frown'd. 
And with my poniard ript the ground. 

But false Lorenzo put me out. 

And told the king then by and by, 

That frantickiy I ran about, 

And of my son did always cry, 
And said 'twere good I would resign : 
My marshal-ship, which griev'd my mind. 



i,G(Hl«^lc 



The duke of Castile hearing then, 
How I did grudge still at his son, 
Did send for me to make us friends : 
To stay the rumour then begun: 

Whereto I straightway gave consent : 
Although in heart 1 never meant. 

Sweet Bellimperia comes to me. 

Thinking my son I had forgot, 

To see me with his foes agree, 

The which I never meant, God wot : 
But when we knew each other's mind. 
To work revenge a mean I find. <.y 

Then bloody Baltazar enters in 

Entreating me to show some sport 

Uoto his father and the king : 

That to bis nuptial did resort 
Which gladly I prepar'd to show. 
Because I knew 'twould work their woe. 

And from the Chronicles of Spain, 

1 did record Erastus life. 

And how the Turk bad him so slain : 

And straight revenge wrought by bis wife. 
Then far to act this Tragedy, 
I gave their parts immediately. 

Sweet Bellimperia Baltazar kills. 
Because he slew her dearest friend. 
And I Lorenzo's blood did spill. 
And eke his soul to hell did send. 
Then died my foes by dint of knife. 
But Bellimperia ends her life.. 

Then for to specify my wrongs. 
With weeping eyes and mournful hait 
I sheVd my son with bloody wounds. 
And eke the murtherers did impart. 
And said my son was as dear to me 
As thine, or thine, though kings you be. 



D,nlz-nf,G00g[c 



BOS THK IPAHIIH TftAaBDT. 

But when they did behold this thing. 
Now I had slain their only sons ; 
The duke, the viceroy, and the king, 
Upon me alt they itraight did run. 
To torture me they do prepare, 
. Unleu I shonld it fltraigbt declare. 

But that I would not tell it then, 
Even with my teeth I bit my tongne. 
And in despite did give it them. 
That me with torments sought to wrong. 
Thus when in age I sought to rest, 
Nothing but sonowa me oppreet. 

Tliey knowing well that I conid write. 
Unto my band a pen did reach. 
Meaning thereby I should recite. 
The auUiors of this bloody fetch. 
Then fained [ my pen waa naught. 
And by strange signs a knife T sought. 

Bnt when to me they gave the knife, 

I killed the duke then standing by. 

And eke myself bereav'd of life, 

For I to see my son did hie. 

The kings that scorn'd my griefs before. 
With nought can they their joys restore. 

Here have you heard my tragick tale, 
Which on Horatio'a death depends. 
Whose death I could anew bewail. 
But that in it the murderers ends. 
For murder God will bring to light. 
Though long it be hid from man's sight. 

Printed at London, for H. Gosnm. 
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EDITIONS. 



Of this Play Mr. Hawkins gays there are manyEdU 
tioQB, Tiz. 1603, 1615, 161S, 1623, 1633; aad one 
without a date " {tinted by Edwanl Allde, amended of 
" such gross blunders as passed in the first." None 
of these several Editions have come under my notice 
except those of 1623 and 1633; but, by comparing 
the collation of Mr. Hawkins with these copies, I can 
so far bear testimony to thai Gentleman's accuracy, as 
to think myself warranted to follow his Edition of this 
Play as printed in the Origin of tht EngUih Drama, 
to). II. Mr. Hawkins printed from Allde's Edition, 
compared widi those of 1618, 1623, and 1633. * 

The foregoing Ballad is printed from a Black Letter 
Copy in the valuable Collection of Thomas Pearson, 
Esq. It seems to have been written after the Play, 

* The (bllovine am copies of the tttlea of the two eulieit 
koown editiona, though it ia clear from what is said, that (he 
Tn^jwaa printed before 159a 

(1.) The Spanish Tragedie, contaiuint; the lamentable ends of 
Don Hoiatio and Bel-impeiia^ with tlie [uttifull death of old 
HieroDimo. — Newly correcud and amended of luch groaae fanltea 
as pasaed in the fonoer impreaaioa. At Londns, Printed by 
William While, dwelling in Cow-lane. 16»9, 4to. 

(S.) The Spaniah Tiagedie, containing die lamentable end of 
Don Hoiatio and Bel-imperia : with the plttifiill death of olde 
Hieionimo. Newly collected, amended, and enlaieed, with new 
addidone of the Faiutei'a part and othraa, aa it h^ of late been 
divers timei acted. Imprinted at LoDd<m by W.W. foiT.Fariar, 
and aie to be eotde at the ligne of the Catte and Pansta neaie the 
Exchange. 160*. 
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HONEST WHORE. 
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Thomas Dekkar wrote m the reign of James the 
First.* He was, says LaDgbaine', more famoils for 

■ And in the latter end of tbe leip of Elizal>edi. DeUuti's 
name occiin no leM tlian ffteen timea in En^laiuTiParnaiMii.iihich 
wupiintedin 16t)0, so that it is evident thu he vaiapoetofcon- 
■iderable note then : bendei, by Philip Henslove's papen diieo- 
reied in Dulwich Collece, it appears that he wrote either the 
vliole 01 part of the folloving plaja before the year 1608, when 
James ascended the thiDU£. 
Jan. IS9T-e. Phaeton, by Thomas Dekkar. 
March, 1S98. The Triplid^ of Cuckolds, bv The : DeUai. 

The iBmous wars of Henry the First and tbe nince 
of Wales, by Micbael Diavton and Thomas 
Dakkar. 
Earl Goodwins and his three Boonea, by M, Drayton, 
Henry Cbettle, Thomas Dekkw, and Robert 
WiboD. 
Juoe. 159B. The Mad Man'sMoms, by R. Witaon, M. Draytan, 
and T. Dekkai. 
Hunbal and Hermes, by the same. 
Julj. 1S9B. Rerce ofWinchester, by the same. 
Aug. 1598, Chance Meddley, bvR. Wilson, Anibony Monday, 
31. DiaytoD. and T. Dekkar. 
Worse affeared than hurt, by M. Dravton and 
T. Dekkw. 
Sept. 1598. First part of (he Civill Watrea i» France, by M, 
Dravton and T. Dekkar. 
Second part, by the same. 
Third part, by the same. 
Connan Prince of Cornwall, by the same. 
Mar. 1591-9. Qrestes Furies, by T, Detkar. 

Agamemnon, by H. Chettle and T. Dekkar. 
Jmie, 1599- The Gentle Craft, by T. Dekkai. 

Bear a brain, by T. Dekkar. 
Dec. 1599, Patient Grissell, by T. Dekkar, H. Chettle, and 

W. Hanghlon. 
Jan. 1599-1600. Truths Supplication to Candle-light, bf T. Dekkar. 
The Spaniah Morris, by T. Dekkar, WiHum Haugh- 
ton, and John Day. 
Mai. 1599-1600. The Seven Wiae Maalers, bv H. Chettle, T, 

Dekkai, W. Hauehton, and J. Day. 
April, 1600. Golden Aas and Copid and Psyche, by T. Dekkar, 

J. Day, and H. Chettle. 
Jane, 1600- The fair Coastance of Rome, 1? A- Himday, Rich. 
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the contention he had with Ben Jonson forthe Baye^* 
than for any great reputation he had gained by bis ofwn 
writings. He was, however, not destitute or geniiis; 
and among his contemporaties, several of whom joined 
with him in writing, was much esteemed, espectally by 
Richard Brome, who always gave bim the title of 
Father. "We know very few particulars concerning 
him. Oldys says he was in the King's Bench Prison 
from the year 1613 to 1616, if not longer.f We may, 



Julj, IfiOS. Medicine for a cunt Wife, b; T. Dekkai. 



Xmu comes but once a Yeai, b; T. Dekkar. 

Forther to prore that Dekkai had acquired much lepotatitHi 
before the end of the leign of Eliznbeth. it may be added, that he 
U mentioDed b; Merei {PaUaitiM Taima. 1S98. fol. 183.) with Mai- 
lov, Peete, Sbakespeaie. Chapman, Kid, B. Jonson and odien, aa 
among the beet in England for Tragedy. 

Itwillbeobaecved. that under date of June, 1999. a ^lav, called 
" (he Gentle Craft," is noticed, and the Biogr. Dram, inmme u> 
that it VM never published. This i> a mistake, it vas [Hinted in 
B. L. in 1600, under the following title. 

"The Shoemaker'! Holiday, or the Geatle Ciaft: with die 
bnmomaB life of Simon Eyre, Shoomaker and Lord Haioi of 

' P. 191. 

* Whatever were the groond of qparrel between B. Jamon and 
DekkaT.itoccaaioaedthe PMtiislfr of the former, and the Saltmnajtic 
of the latter: Jonson satirized Dekkar as Demetrius, introducing 
HantOD as Criapiuas, and Dekkar ridiculed Jonson under the 
name of Horace. It was long thought (and Mr. Hawkins and the 
Editor of the ni volumea of Old Englieh Flaye fell into the emu) 
that Jonlon interided Dekkar by CMspinue, bat Mr. O. Gilchrist 
detected the mistake. He supplied Mr, A. Chalmers with the in- 
formation for his BiogiaphicaJ Dictionanr, and in his copy of the 
ni Tolomes of Old Englidi Plays now before as, be has legistered 
the bet in the margiii. C. 

t He was in the Poultry Coonter ia I99B, as we find from the 
■ubsaqoent quotation from Henslowe's Accounts. 

" Lent unto the company the 4 f ebreary, 1598, to discharge 

. ru.i — -...nr.i.~ — ™.„ ;_ .i.^ powltry, the sone of-fcrtie 
Tbomas Downton xmc s. 

O.G. 
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therefore, conclude thai, like the geoerality of hia poe- 
tical friends, he vas in indigent circumstances. At 
what time he died we do not koow with ceitaiaty ; but 
the same writer says be was alive in 1636, and at that 
time full threescoTe years of age. From a passage in 
the Dedication to Match me in London, published in 
1631, it may be conjectured that he was older than 
Oldys imagines, as he there says, " I have beene a 
" priest in Apollo's Temple many years, my voyce is 
" decaying with my age. ' He was a voluminous wri- 
ter, and besides a great number of Pamphlets, of which 
a list is hereafter given of as many aa. can at present be 
discovered, he wrote the following Plays : 

1. "The Pleasant Comedie of Olo Fortunatds. 
" As it was plaied before the Queens Majestie this 
" Christmas, by ibe Right Honourable the Earle of 
" Nottingham, Lord High Admirall of England his 
" Servants. 4to. 1600." 

S. " Satiro-maatix, or the Untmssing of the hu- 
" mourous Poet. As it hath bin presented publikely, 
*' by the r^ht Honourable the Lord Chamberlaine his 
" Servants, and privately by the Children of Paules, 
" 1609, 4to. 1610„4to." 

». The Honest Whore, with the Humours of the 
Patient Man and the Longing Wife, 1604, 4to. I61S. 
4to. 1616, 4to. 1635, 4to. 

4. Westward Hoe. As it hath beene diyers times 
acted by the Children of Paules. Written by Thomas 
Decker and John Webster, 160r, 4to. 

5. Northward Hoe. Sundry times acted by the 
Children of Paules. By Thomas Decker and John 
Webster, 1607, 4to. 

6. The famous History of Sir Thomas Wyat. With 
the Coronation of Queen Maiy, and the coming-in of 
Kii^ Philip. As it was plaied by the Queens Majes- 
ties Servants. Written by Thomas Deckers and John 
Webster, 1607, 4to. 

7. The Whore of Babylon. Acted by the Prince's 
Servants, 1607, 4to. 

8. " If it be not good, the Divel is in it. A new 
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"Play. AsithathbinUtelyactedwitligTCatftpplaate, 
" b; the Queenes Hajesties Servants : atUie Red Boll, 
" I61«, 4to," 

». " The Second Part of the Honest Whore; with 
" the Humours of the Patient Han, the impatient 
" Wife : the Hooest Wbore, perara^ by stioi^ Ar- 
" gnments to turne Curtizan aeaine: her brave nfat- 
" ing those Ar^meoU. And lastly, the Comtcdl 
" Passages of an Italian Bridewell, where the Scene 
" ends, 1630, 4to.''* 

10. " A Tra|;i- Comedy : called, Match mea in Lok- 
" don. As it hath beene i^teQ presented ; fint, at the 
" Bnll in St. John's-street; and lately, at the Private 
" House in Dmry-Lane, called the Phknix, 1631, 
" 4to." 

11. The Wonder of a Kingdome, 4to, 1636. 

He also joined with Massinger in writing TTie Fh^ 
Martyr} with Rowley and Ford, in The WUck of Ed- 
iHOtttom i Hiddleton and Rowley, in The Roaring Gfrl; 
and widi Ford, in The Sun'i DarUiig.f 

A complete List of the several Pamphlets published 
by a Writer who so frequently employed the press, is 
scarce to be expected. The foUowii^ is more perfect 
than any one which hath yet appeared : 

I. " The Wonderfull Yeare, 1603. Whereia is 
" shewed the Picture of London, lyin^ sicke of the 
" Plague. At the ende ctf all (like a merry Epilorue 
" to a dull Play) certaine Tales are cut out in sundry 
" fashions of purpose to shorten the lives of long winter 
" n^;hts, that ly« watching in the darke for us, 4to. 
" 1603." 

Re-printed in Phanir Britanniau, 1732, vol. I. 

p.«r. 



i From tJendovea pftpeH we alio eathsr tliflt DeUu maale 
addidoD* to the vlaj ^ Sir Jchn OUaadi; that h« aheied a i^y 
callad Tom, and th&t he wu caAcemed with Jtmaan, Chottk, 
" and otbei geatlemaii," ia a tragedy, called JUImt the Secoad, S^ 
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9. " The whole magnificent Entertainment given to 
" King Jamea, Queen Anne his Wife, and Henry 
" Frederick the Prince, upon tiie day of his Majesties 
" triumphant passage (from the Tower) through bis 
" honourable Citie, and chamber of London, the 16th 
" of March, 1603, as well by the English as by the 
" strangers, with the Speeches and Songs delivered in 
" the several pageants; and those Speeches that before 
" were published in Latin, now newly set forth in 
" English by Thomas Dekker, Ato. 1604." 

3. " Newes from Hell; brought by the Divel's 
" Carrier, 4to. 1806." The running title is, The 
Dheri Atuteere to Pierce Penayleue. 

4. " The seven deadly Sinnes of London drawn in 
" seven severall Coaches, through the seven seveTall 
" Gates of the Citie. Bringing Uie Pl^^e with them, 
" 4to. 1606." 

5. Jests to make you merryer, 4to. 1607. 

6. A Knight's Conjuring done in Earnest, disco- 
vered in Jest, 4to. 1607- 

7. The dead Term, or Westminster Complaint, &c, 
4tO. 1608. 

8. The Gals Home Booke, 4to. 1609. This treats 
of the humours and fashions of the Times among the 
Gallants and Paul's Walkers; also at the ordinaries, 
play-houses, and taverns, &c. 

9. Troja nova triumphsns, at the receiving Sir John 
SwinnertoD, Ent. into the City of London, 4to. 161S. 

10. " The Belroan of London ; bringing to light the 
" most notorious ViDanies that are now .practised in 
" the Kingdome, 4th Edition, 1616, 4to."* 

There was an Edition of this Pamphlet as early as 
in 1668. 

11. The Artillery Garden. A poem dedicated to 

* This pamphlet is menlioiied. in some conuneiulatorj vanes 
piefiied to" A Night's Seardk— Digeated into a poeaw by Hum- 
[^ MiU." 1640. 

" If Peritar deckt with diadpUne and wit 

- Oain'd praises bjr tbo BtO-man that be mit," Jtc C. 
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the hoaoni of those gentlemeD 1^0 (there) practize 
militaiy discipline, 4to. 1616. 

12. " DekkBT his Dretun, 4ta. I6«0." 

13. " Villainies discovered by Candle-light, and the 
" helpe of a new Cryer, called, Per k O. Being an 
" addition to the Bel-man's second Night Walks : luid 
" laying open to the world of those abases, which the 
" Bel-man (because he went i'th'darke) could not see. 
" With Cantiag Songs, and other new Conceite never 
" before print^. Newly corrected and enlarged by 
" the Author, 1620, 4to.'* 

14. Thomas of Reading; or. The Six Worthys Yeo- 
men of the West: now six times corrected and en- 
larged, 1639. 

He was also the Author of a Pamphlet, the title-p^e 
of which was wanting in the onlj copy 1 have seen of 
it. The running titles of the different parts of it are, 
A Strange Hone-race ; The Dwil'i last Will and Tet- 
tament; and ITie Bankrout* Baruptel.' 

* The followii^ is tbs correct title as given in tbe Blititli Mb- 
Hogrqiher, iv. UO. 

A Strange Hone-Race. At the end of wbich comei in Qte 
Catch-pall, Muqnes, and after that the Bankttnita Banqnet : 
which done the DiTell, felling mcke makes Ms lut Will and Tes- 
tament this present yeaie 161 8. --Written by Thomas Dekker. 4Co. 

The second volume of the Brit. Bibl. p. 55S, also aapplies the 
■nbsequent tract, by Dekkai. 

" The Rareiens Alnmnacke, foretelling of a Plague, Fanune, 
and Ciiill Wane, that shall happen this present yeare 1609, not 
onetj vithin this Kingdome of gieat Britame, but also in France, 
Germany, Spaine, and other uarCs of Chriatendame." &c. 4t0. 

A pamphlet entitled " A Rod for Runaways," 1GS5, has also 
been assigned to Dekkar, but on very qoestiiniahle aathority. In 
the same year was printed, " Hie Rnnaways Answer to a bo<A 
called B Rod for Runa«»a," which is curious, because it is dedi- 
cated to the well knowa Henry Condell, " at his counb; house at 
nilhani,"and because it refers to andjustiGeB the departure otthe 
players of that day from the Capital, owing to the then raging 
pestilence. C. 

Dekkar also wrote. 

The BaCcbelors Banquet, 4to. 16S1. 16TT. 
English Villanies seven Bereial times, preat to death 
1^ the printers, 4to. 1688. O. G. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 



Gasfabo Trebatzi, Zhike of Milan. 
Castkuchio. 

SiNEZI. 
PlOSATTO. 

Fluelio. 

HiPOLITO. 

Matheo. 

FusTioo, brother to Viola. 

Cahdido, the Patient Man. 

Oborqe, hit Servant. 

Dr. Benedict. 

Friar Anselmo. 

Crambo. 

POH. 

RooEA, servant to Bellafronf. 



Viola, mi/e to Candida. 

iNrELICE. 

" Bellafront, the honest Whore. 
A Bawd. 

Scene Milan, 
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HONEST WHORE.' 



ACT I. SCEN. I. 

Enter at one door a funeral, a coronet tfing on the 
hearte, '»cuteheont and garlands hanging on the tidet} 
attertded btf Gabfaro Thbbatbi, duke of Milan, 
Cabthdchio, SiNBzi, PioRATTO, Flitello, ond 
other* at another door. 

Enter Hifolito in discontented appearance; Matheo, 

a gentleman, kU friend, labouring to hold Aim haek. 

Duke. Behold, yon comet shews his head again 1 
Twice hath he thus at cross-turns thrown on as 
' Prodigious looks ; twice hath he troubled 
The waters of our eyes. See, he's turn'd wild ; 
Go on in God's name. 

All. On afore there, ho. 

Dukt. Kinsmen and friends, take from your manty 

Your weapons, to keep back the desperate boy 

* Henalowe's MS5. (a loaTce of much carioua iufoniialion 
regarding oiu old dtama not discoreTed in ths lime of Mr. Reed), 
also inform us mider date of March 160t-3, that Defckar was 
aasiiud in wriling this plaj b; T. MtddlMon : at leaU it eras 
le^leied in theii joint name*. Hitherto it has been incoitectly 
pruited, but it ia now given from the edition of 1604, collated 
with thou of 1615, 1616, and 1635. C. 

' ProJiginu] That is, fortoOeta, to deformed as to be taken for a 
farttokoi if emU See Dr. JtAnson'i and lib. Steereni's Note* on 
King Joha, A. S. S. I, 
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From doing violence to the innocent dead. 

I^tolUo. I pr'ythee, dear Hatheo. 

Malheo. Come, j'are mad. 

Hipolito. I do arrest thee, murderer : set down. 
Villains, set down that sorrow, 'tis all mine. 

Duke. I do beseech you all, for my blood's sake. 
Send hence your milder spirits, and let wrath 
Join in confederacy with your weapons' points ; 
If he proceed to vex us, let your swords 
Seek oat his bowels; funeral grief loaths words. '' 

jIU. Set on. 

Hipolito. Set down the body. 

Matheo. 1 my lord, 
Y'are wron^ : i' th' open street ? you see she's dead. 

HipoUlo. I know she is not dead. 

Duke. Frantick youog man, 
Wilt thou believe these |entlemeu ? pray speak. 
Thou dost abuse my chUd, and mock'st the tears 
That here are shed for her : if to behold 
Those roses wither'd that set out her cheeks; 
That pair of stars that gave her body light, 
Darken'd and dim for ever ; all those rivers 
That fed her veins with warm and crimson streams. 
Frozen and dried up: If these be signs of dea^, 
Then is she dead. Thou, uureligiouB youth. 
Art not asham'd to empty all these eyes 
Of funeral tears' (a debt due to the dead, 
As mirth is to the living:) aham'st thou not 
To have them stare on thee? — Hark, thou art curs'd 
Even to thy face, by those that scarce can speak. . 

Bipotito, My lord. 

Dufee. What woutd'st thou have ? is she not dead ? 

Hipolito. Oh, you ba'kill'd her by your cruelty. 

Duke. Admit I had, thou kill'st her now again ; 
And art more savage than » a barbarous Moor. 

Hipolito. Let me but kiss her pale and bloodless lip. 

' — a &trEiarn« JUiwr.] I BUBpect there is ai^xllusion hera to the 
chaiactei of Aaiaa tht Moor, in Tiius AndioniiMs. 
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SC. I.] THE HOITEST WHOHE. 223 

Duke. O fie, fie, fie I 
. If.polito. Or, if DOt touch her, let me look oq her. 
Matheo. As you regard your hoDOur. 
^poItJo. Honour 1 smoidk. 

Matheo. Or, if you lov'd her living, spare her now. 
Duke. Aye, well done, air; you play the gentleman ; 
Steal hence ; 'tis nobly done ; away : 1 II join 
My force to your's, to stop this viokeat torment. 
Pass on. \ Exeunt urith funeral. 

Hipolito. Matheo, thou dost wound me more. 
Matheo. I give you physick, noble friend, not 

wounds. 
Dake. Oh, well said, well doue, a true gentleman : 
Alack 1 I know the sea of lovers rage 
Comes rushing with so strong a tide, it beats 
And bears down all respects of life, of honour. 
Of friends, of foes. — Forget her, gallant youth. 
HipoUto. Forget her? 
Duke. Nay, nav, but be patient : 
For why, death's band hath sued a strict divorce 
Twixt her and thee. What's beauty but a corse ? 
What but fair sand-dust are earth's purest forms ? 
Queens' bodies are but trunks to put in worms. 

Matheo, Speak no more sentences, my good lord, 
but slip bene? ; you see they are but fits ; I'll rule him, 
I warrant ye. — Aye, so, tr^id gini^erly, your grace is 
here somewhat too long already. 'Sbtood, the jest were 
now, if, . having ta'en some knocks o' the pate already, 
he should get loose again, and, like a mad ox, toss my 
new black cloaks into the kennel. I must humour his 
lordship.— My lord Hipolito, b it in your stomach to 
go to dinner T 

Hipolito. Where ia the body T 

Matheo, The body, as the duke spoke very wisely, is 

gone be worm'd. 
HipoUto. I cannot rest ; I'll meet it at next turn. 
I'll see how my love looks, 

[Matheo boldt Aim in'e arms. 
Matheo. How your love looks ! worse than a scare- 
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crow. Wrestle not with me : 'the great fellow gives 
the fall for a ducat. 

HipoUlo. I shall forget myielf. 

Matheo. Pray do bo; leave yourself behind your- 
self, and go whither you will. *Sfoot, do you long to 
have base n^ues that maintain a saint Authony's fire 
in their noses (by nothing but two-penny ale) make 
ballads of you? If the duke had but bo much metal 
in him, at is in a cobler's awl, he would ha' been a 
vez'd thing ; he and his train had blown you up, but 
that their powder has taken the wet of cowards : you'll 
blood * three pottles of Alicant, by this light, if you 
follow 'em : and then we shall have a hole made ia a 
wrong place, to have su^eons roll thee up, like a baby 
in swaddling clouts. 

Hipolito. What day is to-day, Matheo ? 

Matheo, Yea, marry, tiiis is an easy question : why 
to-day is, let me see, liursday. 

Bipolito. Oh, Thursday 1 

Matheo. Here's a coil for a dead commodity ! 'sfoot, 
women, when they are alive, are bnt dead commodities : 
for you shall have one woman lie upon many men's 
hands. 

Hipolito. She died on Monday then. 

Matheo. And that's the most villainous day of all 
tiie week to die in : and she was well, and eat a mess 
of water-gruel, on Monday momiog. 

Hipolito. I,* it cannot be. 

*AtgnatftiUiagitmdttfiUfnradueat.'] See Ai ym Wm it. A, I. 

' thru pottUi of ^ii!anl] Thu wine app«ara to have been a 
faromite liquor at the time Dekkai wrote. Blount, in his Gbs- 
wgropAio, lays, it is called from " Alicante, the chiefest town of 
" Murcia in Spain, where great store of mulberiiei i^ow, the juice 
" whereof msl^eB the true AUaoa wine." 



Act IV. i( _^ , ^ ..__ 

fit for a ladjr. C. 

* Tbeie BeeminoaufBcientreBKinfbrnot preserving haw, as eUe- 
where, the old mode of writing and printing the adverb Aye. C 



SC. I.] TUB HOSBST WHORB. 226 

Such a br^ht taper should bum out so soon. 

Matheo. O ! yes, my lord. So soon ! why, I ha' 
known diem that at dinner have been as well, and had 
so much health, that they were glad to pledge it; yet, 
before three o'clock, have been found dead drunk. 

Bipolito. On Thursday buried ! and on Monday died I 
Quick haste, by'r lady : sure her winding sheet 
Was laid out 'fore her body ; and the worms,' 
That now must feast with her, were even bespoke. 
And solemnly innt£d, like strange guests. 

Matheo. Strange feeders they are, indeed, my lord, 
and like your jester, or young courtier, will enter upon 
any man's trencher without bidding. 

Spclito. Curs'd be thatday for ever, that robb'd her 
• Of breath, and me of bliss ! henceforth let it stand 
Within the wizard's book (the kalendar) 
Mark'd with a marginal finger, to he chosen 
By thieves, by villains, and black murderers. 
As the best day for them to labour in. 
If henceforth this adulterous bawdy world 
Be got with child with treason, sacril^;e. 
Atheism, rapes, treacherous friendship, perinry, 
Slander (the be^ar's sin), lies (* sin of fools), 
Orany other damn'd impieties. 
On Monday let them be delivered. 
I swear to thee, Matheo, by my soul, 
Hereafter weekly on thatday I'll glew 
Mine eye-Uds down, because they shall not gaze 
On any female cheek : and being lock'd up 
In my close chamber, there I'll meditate 
On nothing but my Infelice's end, 
Or on a dead man's scull draw out mine own. 

Matheo^ You'll do all these good works now every 
Monday, because it is so bad : but I hope upon Tuesday 
morning I shall take you with a wench. 

H^iito. If ever whilst frail blood through my veins 
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On woman's beams I throw nffection, 

Saye her that's dead : or that 1 loosely fly 

To th' shore of any other wafting eye, 

Let me not prosper, heaTen, I will be true. 

Even to her dust and ashes : could her tcmb 

Stand, whilst I liv'd so long, that It might rot. 

That should fall down, but she be ne'er forgot. 

Matheo. If you have this strar^e monster, honesty, 
in your belly, why so 'jig-malcers and chroniclere.shail 
pick something out of you : but and I smell not yon and 
a bawdy-house out wi&iin these ten days, let my nose 
be as big as an English bag-pudding. I'll follow yout 
lordship, though it be to the place tdTorenamed, 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

* Enter Fustigo it tomefaatoitick tea-sitit at one door, 

a PoRTEK meets him at another, 

ihatigo. How now. Porter, will she come 7 

Porter, If I may trust a woman, sir, she will come. 

F^sligo. There's for thy pains ; Godamcrcy, if ever 
I staud in need of a wench that will come with a wet 
finger. Porter, thou shall earn my money before any 
Clarissimo in Milan ; yet so, God sa* me, she's mine 
own sister, body and soul, as 1 am a christian gentleman. 
Farewel, I'll ponder till she come : thou hast been no 
bawd in fetching this woman, I dssure thee. 

Porter. No matter if I had, sir; better men than 
Porters are bawds. 

Fustigo. O God, sir, many that have bom offices. 
But, Porter, art sure thou weut'st into a true house? 

Porter. I think so, for 1 met with no thieves. 

Fustigo. Nay, but art sure it was my sister Viola? 

* Jig-aalieri] L e. ballad-makeiB. See Nate 35 to £daBn£ II. 
Vol.II. 

■ The playii not divided into Acts, and the number of the Sceoea 
aie Dot given in any of the ■ EditionB undl Scene IX. The otbeis 
wne lupplied in tlie lut reprint, and have been tetained, allhoo^ 
one wu accideotaUy omttced b; Mi. Reed. C. 
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Porter. I am sure by all gnperacriptions it was the 
party you cypher'd. 

Rutigo. Not very tall? 

Porter. Not very low, a middling woman. 

Fuitigo. 'Twas she, faith, 'twas she ; a pretty plump 
cheelc, lilie mine. 

Porter. At a blush a little, very much like you. 

FiuHgo. Godto, I would not for a ducat she had 
kick'd up her heela, for I ha' spent an abomination this 
voyage, marry, I did it amongst sailors and g«ntlenieQ. 
— There's a little modicum more, Porter, for making 
thee stay : farewel, honest Porter, 

Porter. Iaminyourdebt,sir. Godpreserreyou, [Exit, 
Enter Viola. 

PUmI^o. Not so neither, good Porter ; godslid, yonder 
she comes, — Sister Viola, 1 am glad to see you stirring : 
'tis news to have me here, is'tnot, sister? 

Fiola. Yes, trust me : I wouder'd who should be so 
bold to send for me.— Yon are welcome to Milan, 
brother. 

Fuitigo. Troth, sister, I heard you were married to 
a very rich chuff, and 1 was very sorry for it, that I had 
no better ctoaths, and that made me send : for you 
know we Milaoers love to strut upon Spanish leather. — 
And how does all our friends? 

Fiola. Very well j you ha' travelled enough now, I 
trow, to sow your wild oats. 

Pitttigo. A pox on 'em; wild oatst 1 ha' not an oat 
to throw at a horse. Troth, sister, I ha' sow'd my oats, 
and reap'd two hundred ducats, if I had 'em here. 
Marry, 1 must entreat you to lend me some thirty or 
forty, till the ship cpme: by this hand, I'll dischai^ at 
my day, by this hand. 

Viola. These are your old oaths. 

Fuitigo. Why, sist'ir, do you think I'll forswear my 
hand? 

Viola. Well, well, you shall have them. Put yourself 
into better fashion, because 1 must employ you in a 
serious matter. 

Fust^o. I'll sweat like a horse, if I like the matter. 
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Z' Rutigo. 1 had not s^l'd a league in that greaX 
'fish-pond (the sea) but I cast ap toy reiygall. J 

Viola, I am the more sorry, for I must employ a true 
swaggerer. 

nifltgo. Nay, by thU iron, sister, they shall find 1 
ampowderana touch-box, if they put fire once into me. 

Viola. Then lead me yonr ears. 

Futtigo. Mine eais aie yonr's, dear sister. 

Viola. I am married to a man that has wealth enough, 
and wit enough. 

RuHgo. A Imen draper, I was told, sister. 

Viola. Very true, a grave citizen ; I want nothing 
that a wife can wish from a husband : but here's the 
spite, he has sot all things belonging to a man. 

FuiSgo. Gods my life, he's a very ■ mandrake ; or else 
(.God bless us) one o'these whiblins, and that's worse ; 
and then all the children that he gets lawfully of your 
body, sister, are bastards by a statute. 

Viola. O, you run over me too fait, brother. I have 
beard it often said, that he who cannot be angry ia do 
man. I am sure my husband is a man "< in print (or all 
things else, save only in this, no tempest can more 
him. 

FutUgo. 'Slid, would he luid been at sea with us, he 
should ha' been mov'd' and moVd again ; for I'll be 
sworn, la, our drunken ship reel'd like a Dutchman. 

Viola. No loss of goods can increase in him a 

■ Dundraiii;] '• A plant bearing yeHtm nrand ni^a; tbe raot 
" of itii gKabanil irhite Uke a tadish R»t,aiidia (Unded into two 
" or more paita, grawing sometiiDea like tlie 1^ <tf b, maa." 
Blonnf B GUmognfiua. 

See Hi. StMreni'i Nat« on the Second Put of Hmry IT. A. S. 
S. t. 

' in /Tint] Exact];, peifectlv. So, in £4hwA a 
At fCnrU't Fi%, 1605. ^. D. 3 : — " hii \oA» w 
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wrinkle ; no crabbed language make his coualenance 
sour ; the BtubbomneBS of no servant shake him ; he 
has no more gait in him than a dove, no more fltin|^ 
than an ant; musician will he neverbe,(yetlfindmuch 
musick in him) but he loves no frets ; and is so free 
Siotti anger, that many times I am ready to bite off my 
tongue, because it wants that virtue which ail women s 
tongues have, to anger their husbands : brother, mine 
can by no thunder turn him into a shatpness. 

Butigo. Belike his blood, sister, is well brew'd then, 

Viola. I protest to thee, Fustigo, I love him most 
affectionately; but I know not — I ha' such a tickling 
within me — such a strange longing; nay, verily, I do 
long. 

Puitigo. llien y'are with child, sister, by all signs 
and tokens; nay, I am partly a physician, and partly 
something else. I ha' read ' Albertus Magnus, and 
Aristotle's problems. 

ytola, Y'are wide a'the bow-band stilt, brother: my 
longings are not wanton, but wayward : I long to have 
my patient husband eat up a whole porcupine, to the 
intent the bristling quills may stick about his lips like 
a Flemish mustachio, and be shot al me : 1 shall be 
I^mer than the new moon, unless 1 can make him 
bom-mad. 

Hutigo. 'Sfoot, half a quarter of an hour does that : 
make him a cuckold. 

f^Ia. Poh, he would count such a cnt no unkind- 
ness, 

■ Ruligo. The honester citizen he. Then * make him 
drunk and cut off his beard. 

' AlberUii Magmitil i- e. da SecietU Mulienim. 8. 

* maite Um dnaik and cut afftai ieorij.] To cut off the baic of say 
per^nawag, in onr Aulhoi's time, a nuiik ofiliBgQce.aud eitoamed 
a very great iadignily. From the fnllowing pswage in a Paan{dilet, 
caJled, *' The OiimiraSUdeiiijerancepf ^6& Ckrati^ntii^ John lU^JiBrd, 
" Sn^iilanan, from the captivitieeftlie Turktt, uJw/uui tam GuUj-rioua 
" many yeart in Aleiandria, 1608.'' Sign. B. B. it seems to bava 
been a practice made ate bj tlie Turks toward* their piistmers, 
" Mther wBce these CbiistiaDB biougbt ; the first villamj and indig- 
" Diti« that vaadone mito them, tras thtiliavingiiffalt tfw Anyra tMh 
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Fiola. Fie, fie; idle, idle; he's no Freachman, to 
fret at the loss of a little '"seal'd hair. No.'^rother, 
thus it shall be ; you roust be secret. 

Fialiga. As your midwife, I protest, sister, or a 
barber-surgeoD. 

fiola. Repair to the Tortoise here in St. Christo- 
pher's street, I will send you money ; tura yourself into 
a brave man : instead of the arms of yonr mistress, let 
your sword and your military scarf hang about your 
neck. 

Riitigo. I must hare a great horseman's French 
feather too, sister. 

Viola. O, by any means, to shew your light head, 
else your hat will «t like a coxcomb : to be brief, you 
must be in all points a most temble wide-mouth'd 
swag^rer. 

Fiutigo. Nay, for swa^ering points let me alone. 

Viola. Resort then to our shop, and (in my bus- 
band's presence) kiss me, snatch rings, jewels, or any 
thing; BO you give it back again, brother, in secret. 

Rutigo. By this hand, sister. 

Viola. Swear as if you came but new from knighting. 

Fvsligo. Nay, 111 swear after 400 a year. 

Viola. Swa^;er worse than alleutenant among fresh- 
water soldiera; call me your love, your bgle, your 
cousiD, or so ; but sister, at no hand. 

Fuitigo. No, no, it shall be cousin; or rather cuz, 
that's the gulling word between the citizens' wives aod 
their old dames that man 'em to the garden; to call 
you one o'mine " aunts, sister, were as good as call you 

' ' of heade and b^ofd, tAtfrvAy to rob then of thdJte onuBneTttt uAuA <^ 
" Otruttonc miJit nueh ef, became tkty bttt bectmethan." 

>o laU'd hary i. e. scatieied. oi aup«»ed haiii Hr. Lambe. in 
his Notes oa Fltddm Field, obaeneB, that the word Kale u lued in 
the North in the above-meDlioDed teaae. See also Mr. SteeieaB's 
Note on CDnoJanu, A. 1. S. 1. 

■■ ounti] ^untwuacantvordfoilivoiiiaiiofnoTiitus, gene- 
rail; for a bawd. So, in Dekkor'B 6e{-inan'i Ni^-tuMet, Sipi. G : 
" B« not (O guld, be not H> dull in undeistaariUag : do tbou but fbl- 
" love aloofe tho» two tame pigetmB, and thou shalt find, that her 
" new uncle lies by it all that n^l, to make biaU - 
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errant whore : no, no, lel me alone to couzen you 
rarely, 

Fiola. He has beard I have a brother, but never saw 
him, therefore put on a good face, 

fustigo. The best in Milan, I warrant. 

Fiola. Take up wares, but pay nothing; rifle my 
bosom, my pocket, ray purse, the boxes for money to 
dice withall ; but, brother, you must give all Mck 
again in secret. 

Fustigo. By this welkin that here roars, I will, or 
else let me never know what a secret is. Why, sister, 
do you think Til " coney-catch you, when you are my 
cousin? god's my life, then I were a stark ass. If I 
fret not his guts, " beg me for a fool, 

Fiola. Be circumspect, and do so then. Farewel. 

Fustigo. The tortoise, sister? I'll stay there; forty 
ducats. [Eiit. 

Viola. Thither 111 send : this law can none deny, 
Women must have their longings, or they die. [Exit. 

' ' of mine itunei." See also Mi. Steerens'i Note on IfuUer's Tdt, 
A. 4. S. 2. 

Id Hiddleton'i Triik to catch thi Old One. A 2. 3. 1. is Che foi- 
lowing pasaace, " Wa« it not b«Uei bestowed upon his uncle thfta 
" upon one of his ounli ; 1 need not Bay bawd, for eveiy one knows 
" what mint stands for in the last translation." O. G. 

" amey-aach} Conty-catch is to cheat or defraud. 9o aamey- 
cetiAtr waa the common name of a ckat, or iharper. la Blurt 
JUiutir Conttaldt, 1603, A. 4. Currettoe^s: "Feloniff youcontf- 
" eating slave.*' To which Frisco replies : " Conif-catckij^ will 
" bear an action. I'll wnj-catiA you for this." Robert Green, 
who Di. Johnson obserres, was one of the first amoi^;st us who 
made a trade of writing Pamphlets, published several describing 
tlie difierent modes of chkaiag. oi amey-catching, used in his time. 

" beg me far a fool.'} Sir William BlackstiMe, in bis CiURnwn- 
taria, rol. I. p. SOS. aaya : " B; the old common law there is a 
'* writ lie idvita irt^ireaau, to enquire whether a man be an idiot or 
" not ; which must be tried bjr a jury of twelve men ; and, if they 
" Gad him purut idiota, the profits of his lands, and the custody of 
" bis person, may be granted b; the king te some subject who has 
" interest enough to obtain tham." And he obseTres that Oiia 
power, though of late very rarely eierled, is still alluded to in 
common speech by that usual eiprssdoa of btg^ng a man for a 
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SCENE ill. 
Gasfaso the Ddkz^ Docnra .Bniedict, too 

SfKTAVTS. 

Duke. Give chai^ that none do enter, lock the 
doors; 
And, fellows, vhat yoar eyes and ears receive, 
Upon your lives trust not the gadding air 
To carry the least paft of it. — The gWs, the hour-glass. 

Doctor, Here, my lord. 

Duke, Ah, 'tis near spent. 
But, doctor Benedict, does your art speak trutli? 
Art sure the soporiferous stream will ebb, 
And leave the crystal banks of her white body 
(Pure as they were at first) just at the hoar? 

Doctor. Just at the hour, my lord. 

i>iiJfce... Uncurtain her. 
Softly, sweet Doctor. What a coldish heat 
Spreads over all her body I 

Doctor. Now it works : ' 

The vital spirits that by a sleepy diami 
Were bound up last, and threw an icy rust 
On her exterior parts, now '^n to break : 
Trouble her not, my lord. 

Duke. Some stools. You call'd 
For musick, did you not? oh, ho, it speaks. 
It speaks. Watch, sirs, her waking, note those sands. 
Doctor, sit down : a dukedom that should weigh 
Mine own down twice, being put into one scale. 
And that fond desperate boy Hipolito 
Making the weight up, should not (at my hands) 
Bay her i' th' other, were her state more light 
Than her's, who makes a dowry up with alms. 
Doctor, I'll starve her on the Appennine, 
Ere he shall marry her. I must confess, 
Hipolito is aobly bom ; A man. 
Did not mine enemies blood .boil in bis veins, 

n line, were omilted by 
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Whom I would oourt to be my soo-ia-law ; 

But Princes, whose higli Bpleeaii for empery* sirel). 

Are not with easy art made parallel, 

9 Servant. She wakes, my lord I 

Duke, Look, Doctor Benedict. 
I chaise you, od your lives, maintain for truth 
Wfaate'er the Doctor or myself aver ; 
For you shall bear her hence to Bei^mo. 

/n/elice.-f- Oh god, what fearful dreams! 

Lady. Lady. 

InfiUee. Hat 

Duke. Qiill 
Why, Infelicia I How is't now ? ha, speak. 

Infelice. I'm well. — What makes this Doctor here ? — 
I'm weU. 

Duke. Thou wert not so e'en now. Sickness pale 
handt 
Laid hold on thee even '* in the deadtft of feasting ; 
And when a cup, crown'd with thy lover's health. 
Had touch'd thy tips, a sensible cold dew 
Stood on thy cheeks, as if that death bad wept 
To see such beauty alter'd. 

Infelice. I remember 
I sat at banquet: but felt no such change, 

Dtike. Thou hast forgot then how a messenger 
Came wildly in, with this unsavoury news, 
That he was dead. 

Jn/eJice. What messenger? who's dead? 

Duke, Hipolito. Alack, wring not thy hands I 

Ijifelice. Isawno messei^r; heard no such news. 



lent parti of the plaji aad Mr. lUed ob«eiTed no unifonnity. It 
it iMnalij prioted Ii^ilidia, or laftliche, but the proper metliad is 
DO donbt Infelice, the prouintciatiOD of the Italiau c having oc- 
canoned ihe coofuricKi. 

% Hitherto the metra boa been spoiled by printiug It " uckneM's 
pale hand." The alteration U warranted by the dtfitioni of 1 604, 
1615, and 1616. C. 

" — tn iMdeada 1^ f toting i] i. e. in dunidM; taken from the 
vulgar enireBaion concerning nij^t, laying, in Ac 4tad ^ m^. Cot 
the middle of it. S. F. 
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Doctor. Trast me you did, sweet lady. 

Duke. La* you now. 

2 Stroatiti. Yes, iodeed, madam. 

Dulee. La' you now ; 'tis well, God knows. 

lafelice. You ha' slain him, and now you'll murder me. 

Duke. Good InfeUcia, vex not thus thyself: 
Of this the bad report before did strUce 
So coldly to thy heart, that the swift cnrrents 
Of life were all frozen up 

/n/eltce. It is untrue, 
'Tis most untrue. O most unnatural father 1 

Duke. And we had much ado, by art's beat conniog, . 
To fetch life back again. 

Doctor. Most certain, lady. 

Duke. Why la' you now; youll not believe me. 
Friends, 
Sweat we not all ? had we not much to do T 

2 Servant. Yes indeed, my lord, much. 

Duke. Death drew such feaiful pictures in thy face. 
That, were Hipolito alive ^ain, 
" I'd kneel and woo the noble ^ntleman 
To be thy husband. Now I sore repent 
My sharpness to him, and his family. 
Nay, do not weep for him : we all mast die. 
Doctor, this place where she so oft hath seen 
His lively presence, haunts her : does it not ? 

Doctor. Doubtless, my lard, it does, 

Duke. It does, it does. 
Therefore, sweet girl, thou sbalt to Bergamo. 

InfeUce. Even where you will : in any place there's 

Duke. A coach is ready; Bei^amo doth stand 
In a most wholsome air ; sweet walks ; there's deer. 
Aye, thou shall hunt and send us venison. 
Which, like some Goddess in the Cyprian ^ves,* 
T*hine own fair hand shall strike.— Sirs, you shall 
teach her 

'> Pd Imetl] All the editions read m hiai. 
* All the editions read " Coprim groves," but it is evidently an 
enor. C. . . - 
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To Stand, and how to shoot : aye, she shall hunt. 
Cast off ihU sorrow. In girl, and prepare 
This oigbt to ride away to Beigamo. 

Infelwx. O most uahappy maid! [Exit. 

Duke. Follow it close. 
No words that she was buried, on your lives, 
Or that her ghost walks now after she is dead ; 
I'll hang you if you name a funeral. 

1 Senant. I'll speak Greek, my lord, ere I speak 

that deadly word, 

2 Servant. And I'll speak Welch, which is harder ■ 

than Greek. [Exeunt. 

Duke. Away, look to her. — Doctor Benedict, 
Did you ohserve how her complexion alter'd 
Upon his name and death ? O ! would 'twere true ! 

Doctor, It may, niy lord. ' _• 

Duke. May! How? I wish his death. 

Doctor. And you may have your wish : say "but the 
word. 
And 'tis a strong spell \o rip up his grave. 
I have good knowledge with Hipolito : 
He calls me friend; I'll creep into his bosom. 
And sting him there to death : poison can do't. 

Duke, Perform it; I'll create thee half mine heir. 

Doctor. It shall be done, altho' the fact be foul. 

Duke. Greatness hides sin; the guilt upon my soul. 
[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 
Enter Castruchio, Pioratto, and Fldelixi. 

Caslrvckio. Siguier Pioratto, Mgnior Fluello, shah's 
be merry ? shall's play the wag now ? 

FlaeUo. Aye, any thing that may b^et the child of 
laughter. 

Caatruchio. Truth, I have a pretty sportiTe conceit 
new creptinto my brain, will move excellent mirth. 

Pioratto. Let's ha't, let's ha't; and where shall the 
scene of mirth lie ? 

Cattntchio. At signior Candido's house, the patient 
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man'; ney, the moDaUous patieat man : they b^ his 
blood is immoreable ; that he has taken all patience 
from a man, and all constancy from a woman. 

Fluetio, That makes so many wkores now-a-dayfi. 

CattTttelua. Aye, and so many knaves too. 

Pioratto. Well, sir. 

CattnicAio. To conclude; the report goes, he's so 
mild, so affable, bo au&ring, that nothing indeed can 
more him. Now, do but think what sport it mil be 
to make (bis fellow (the mirror of patience) as angry, 
as rext, and as mad as an English cuckold. 

Flvetto. 01 'twere admirable mirth, that: bat how 
wil't be done, signior? 

Catlrtuhio. Let me alone; I have a trick, a conceit, 
a thing, a device will sting him, 'faith, if be have but a 
thimbleful of blood Id's b«lly, or a spleen not so big 
as "atarem token. 

Pioratto. Thou stir him I thou move him ! thou 
anger him I Alas! I know his approved temper. Thou 
Tex him I why he has a patience above man's iDJunes: 
thou may'st sooner raise a spleen in an angd than 
rough humour in him. Why, I'll give you instance 
for it : this wonderfnlly temper'd signior Cfandido upon 
a time invited home to his house certain Neapolitan 

" a tavtm liAm] Daiii^ the leign of Queen Elimbetli, and 
from IhenceroTward to that of Charles the Second, leif little bTB» 
or copper money vai coined t^ authorit;. For the convenience 
of trade, Tictuallera and other nadeamen, withont any reitiictian, 
were therefore pennitted to coin ranall money, ai ttAmi >■ they 
were called, vhich were need tor change. TheM takaii weie T«y 
■mall piece*, and probably at Gist coined chiefly by tavern keepers ; 
from whence the eipreBnon a tasem liAen might haTe been origi- 
nally derived. Amongst other cant phraeea to describe drunken- 
neM, it appears ftom FhHaalliadita, 1635, p. 60, that to swallow a 
tnxra tcwn was one. So Cob, in Et«n« Jilfit >•> Ail Jfunmur, A. I. 
S. 4. says, in answer to MasCer Matthew's questiou : " Was he 
" drunkV " Dmnk, ur! you hear not me say so. Perhaps he 
" swallowed a Cavern token, or some such device, ^, 1 have 
" nothing to do withal." 

Tavem tokens are often mentioned. So in WeMtwatd Hut, S^. 
C 4. "I daie pawne my gowne and all the beds in my house, 
and all the gettmgs in Michaelmas (enne next to a Ta>enu Idaa 
that thon shall never be an innocent." I. R. 
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lords, of cnrioas taste, and no mean palates ; ■' coa- 
juring his wife of all lovei, to prepare cheer fitting for 
such honourable trenchennen. She (Just of a woman's 
nature, covetous to try the uttermost of Texatiou, and 
thinking at last to get the start of his humour) willing- 
ly neglected the preparation, and became unfitrnish'd 
not only of dainty, but of ordinary dishes, lie (ac- 
cording to the mildness of his breast) entertajn'd the 
lords, and with courtly discourse beguiled the time, 
(as much as a citizen might do). To conclude; they 
were hungry lords, for there came no meat in ; their 
stomachs were plainly gull'd, and their teeth deluded, 
and (if anger could have seized a man) there was matter 
eooagh, i'faith, to vex any citizen in the world, if he 
were not too much made a fool by his wife. 

Fluello. I, I'll swear for't: 'sfoot, had it been my 
case, I should have ha' play'd mad tricks' with my 
wife and family; firg^ I would ha' spitted the men, 
Btew'd the maids, and baked the mbtress, and so 
served them in. 

Pioratto, Why, 'twould ha' tempted* any blood but 
bis; 
And tboa to vex him! thou to anger him 
Wid) some poor shallow jestl 

Cattmelao, S'blood, signior Pioratto (you that dis- 
parage my conceit) I'll wage a hundred ducats upon 
the head on't, that it moves, frets him, and galls him. 

Pioratto, Done: 'tia a lay; '^join golls on't. Wit- 
ness signior Fluello. 

CastnclUo. Witness: 'tis done. 
Come follow me: the house is not far off- 
Til thrust him from his humour, vex his breast. 
And win an hundred ducats by one jest. [Exeunt, 

■■ eagurmg ku u^e of all Iotsr] See note 95 to Gammer Gurtm'i 
N«dlt, to!. 11. 

* The lensa dearl; lequiiei ttnptid and not ttmpir'd at hitheito 
giren. The edition of 1604, reads taaprtd, but it ia a miipiint, 
asd all tke nbuqnent reprints wanant tonqitarj. C. 

"jnin gob] i.e. bands. Ste no*e \T to Vm Mayor tfOumbonm^ 
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SCENE V. 



Enter C AUDI do's Wife, Geosoe, and (m> 'Pren- 
tices iff tht tbop. 
Wy^e. Come you, put up your wares in good order 
here : do you not tbiok, you, one piece cast this way, 
another that way, yoa had need have a patient master 

GtoTge. I, I'll be sworn, for we have a curst mis- 
tress. 

Ifi/e. Yon mumble! Do you mumble? I would your 
master or 1 could be a note more angry: for two pa- 
tient folks in a house spoil all the servants that ever 
shall come under them. 

1 'Prentice. You patient t aye, so is the devil when 
he is horn-mad. 

Enter Cabtuuchio, Flubllo, and Piokatto. 

All three. Gentlemen, what do you lack? what is't 
you buy ? See fine holtands, fine cambrics, fine lawns. 

George. What is't you lack? 

2'Prentice. What is't you buy ? 

Catlruchio. Where's slgnior Candido, thy master? 

George. Faith, stgnior, he's a little negociated ; he'll 
appear presently. 

Ciutrucfuo. Fellow, let's see a lawn, a choice oae, 
nrrah. 

George. The best in all Milan, gentlemen, and this 
is the piece. I can fit you, gentlemen, with fine calli- 
coes too for doublets; the only sweet fasfaios now, 
most delicate aud courtly: a meek gentle callico, cut 
upon two double affable taffatas : ah, most neat, feat, 
and unmatchable. 

Fluello, A notable voluble-tongu'd villain. 

Pioratto. I warrant tiiis fellow was never b^;ot 
without much prating. 

CtulTuchio. What, and is this she, say'stthou? 

George. Aye, and the purest she that ever you 
finger'd since you were a gentleman: look how even 
she is; look bow clean she is; hal as even sa the brow 
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of Cynthia, and as clean as your soDs-and-beirs when 
they ha' spent all. 

Castruchio. Puh! thou talk'st — Pox on't, 'tis rougli. 

George, How! Is she rough? But, if you bid pox 
on't sir, 'twill take away the roughness presently. 

Fluello. Ha, signior, has he fitted your French curse ? 

Gem-ge. Look you, gentlemen, here's another; . com- 
pare then, I pray : compara FiTgiiium cum Homero, 
compare virgins with harlots. 

Cailruchio. Puh! I ha' seen better; and as you term 
them, eveneraud cleaner. 

George. You may see farther for your mind, but 
trust me you shall not find better for your body. 
- Eater Cahdido. 

Caslruchio. O ! here he comes : let's make as tho' 
we pass. 
Come, come, we'll try in some other shop. 

Candido. How now? what's the matter ? 

George. The gentlemen find fault with this lawn ; 
fall out with it, and without a cause too. 

CaTidido. Without a cause I 
And that makes you to let 'em pass away. 
Ah, may I crave a word with you, gentlemen ? 

Fluello. He calls us. 

Castruchio, Makes the better for the jest. ^ 

Caadido. I pray come near. Y'are very welcome, 
gallants; 
Pray pardon my man's rudeness, for 1 fear me 
He's talk'd above a 'prentice with you, — Lawns! 
Look you, kind gentlemen— this! — no: — I, this: 
Take this, upon my honest-dealing faith. 
To be a true weave; not too hard, nor slack. 
But e'en as far from falshood, as from black. 

Ctulrachio, Well, how do you rate it? 

Candido. Very conscionably ; eighteen shillingB a 

' yard. 
Castruchio. That's too dear. How many yards does 
the whole piece contain, think you? 

Candido. Why, some seventeen yards, 1 think, or 
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thereabouts. How much would seire your turn, I 
pray? 

eattnuluo. Why, let me see— would it were better 
toor 

CandUo. Truth, 'tis the best in Milan, at few words. 

Qutmchio. Well ; let me have then — a whole penny- 
worth. 

Candida. Ha, ha! y'are a merry Geotlemaii. 

Ca$irvchio. A pena'orth, I say. 

CM^ido. Of lawn! 

Caitruchio, Of lawn ? I, of lawn, a penn'orth. 'Sblood 
do'st not hear? a whole penn'orth ; are you deaf? 

Candida. Deafl no, sir: but I must tell you, 
Our wares do seldom meet such customers. 

Qutruchio. Nay, and yon and your lawns be so 
squeamish, fare yon well. 

Candido. Pray stay; aword, pray signiorl for what 
purpose is it, I beseech yon? 

Outmchio. 'Sblood, what's that to you? Til have a 
penn'orth. 

Candida. A penny-worth ! why you shall : 111 serve 
you presently. 

2 Prentice. 'Sfoot, a penny-wordi, mistress 1 

Mialreu. A penny-worth ! call you these gentlemen ? 

CaitTuehio. No, no; not there. 

Candida. What then, kind gentlemen ? what at this 
comer here? 

CaHniehia, No, nor there neither ; 
I'll have it just in the middle, or else not 

Capdido. Just in the middle! — ha— yon shall too: 
what, 
Have you a single penny? 

Caslruckio. Yes, here's one. 

Condtdo. Lend it me, I prey. 

FUtello. An excellent followed jest. 

H'ife. What, will he spoil the fawn now? 

Candida. Patience, ^ood wife. 

fft/e. Aye, that patience makes a fool of you. Gen- 
tlemen, you m^htna' found some other citizen to have 
made a kind gull on, besides my husband. 
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Candido. Pray g;entlemen take her to be a woman ; 
Do Dot regard her language — O! kind soul. 
Such words will drive away my customers. 

H'ife. Customers with a murrian I Call you these 
cuitomers? 

Cajidido. Patience, good wife. 

wye. Pax o'yonr patience! 

George. 'Sfoot, mistress, I warrant these are some 
cheating companions. 

CatuUdo, Look you, gentlemen, there's you ware; ! 
thank you, I have your money here; pray know my 
shop, and let me have your custom. 

fVife. Custom, quoth-a t 

Candido. Let me take more of your money. 

fftfe. You had need so. 

Pioratlo, Hark in thine ear; thon'at lost an hundred 

CatfrucMo. Well, well, I. know't: is't possible that 
Homo 
Should be nor man, nor woman? not once mov'd ; 
No, not at such an injury, not at all ! 
Sure he's a pigeon, for he has no gall. 

JiueUo. Come, come, you're angry, tho' yon smother 
it: 
Y'are vez'd, i'faith — confess. 

Can-do. Why, gentlemen, 
Should you conceit me to be vex'd or mov'd ? 
He has my ware, I have his money for*! ; 
And that's no argument I am angry : no, 
The best logician cannot prove me so. 

FlueHa. Oh ! but the hateful name of a pennyworth 
of lawn, 
And then cut out i' th' middle of the piece. 
Pah [ I guess it by myself; t'would move a lamb, 
Were he a linen-draper ; 'twould, i'faith. 

Candido. Well, give me leave to answer you for that. 
We're set here to please all customers, 
Th«r humours and their fancies^K>fiend none : 
We get by many, if we leese ' by one. 

'Theotd word bas been preKived in the Piniur of Wakefield 
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May be his auad itood to no more than that ; 

A penn'orth serves him : and 'mongst trades 'tis found, 

Deny a penn'orth, it may cross a pound. 

Oh ! he that means to thrive, with patient eye 

Must please the devil, if he come to bny. • . 

FlaeUo. wond'rons man, patient ttove wrong ot 
woe! 
How blest were men, if women could be so I 

Candido. And to express faow well my breast is pleae'd* 
And satisfied in all — Geoj^e, fill a beaker. 

[ExU Gwrge. 
I'll drink unto that gentleman who lately 
Bestowed his money with me. 

wye. God's my life, 
We shall hare all our gains drunk out in beakers. 
To make amends for pennyworths of lawn. 
Enter George. 

Candido. Here, wife, b^in you to the gentleman. 

m/e. I begin to him I 

Candido. George, fill up again : 
Twas my fault, my hand shook. [Exit George. 

Pioratto. How strangely this doth show ! 
A patient man link'd with a waspish ahrow. 

Ftuello. A silver and gilt beaker I I have a trick to 
work upon that beaker ; sure 'twill fret him : it cannot 
choose but ves him. Signior Castrachio, in pity to 
thee, I have a conceit will save thy hundred ducats : 
'twili do't, and work him to impatience. 

Cattruchio. Sweet Fluello, I should be bountiful to 
that conceit. 

FlueUo. Well, 'tis enough. . 

Enter Georoe. 

Candido. Here, gentlemen, to you, 
I wish your custom ; y'are exceeding welcome. 

Casfruckio. "' 1 pledge you, signior Caudido^Herc 
you, that must receive an hundred ducats. 

and tlie same caune ought to b« fbllaved liere. Vide note ITi— 
Mi. Reed pintM it Jow. C. 

" r pledge yoa, ligBisr Candido] Tbe falloning accoont of the 
fbnns pietciib«d iu Health-diiukiDg in oui Autliot's time, is taken 
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Pioralto. I'll pledge them deep, i'faith, CaStrucliio. 
Signior Fluello. 

fluello. Come; play't off: to ifte, 
I am your last man. 

Candido. George, supply the cup. 

Fluello. So, 30, good hoDest George ! 
Here, Signior Candido, all this to you. 

Candido. Oh, you must pardon me, ( use it not. 

FlueUo. Will you not pledge me then? 

Candido. Yes, but not that: 
Great love is shown in little. 

Fluello. Blurt on your sentences— 'Sfoot, you shall 
pledge me all. 

CMidido. Indeed I shall not. 

fJuello. Not pledge me ? 'Sblood I'll carry away the 
fjeaker then. 
—~Xandido. The beaker! Oh, that at your pleasure, sir. 

Fluello. Now by this drinlf I will. 

Ctafrucfno. Pledge him, he'll do't else. 

from " The Irak Huibub, or the EugUA Hoe and Crk." by Barnaby 
Rich, 162S, p. 14. He calls it. 77« Raginglil Order «/ drhiki.ig 
Healihi tatd bg Ihe SpaHaOt ef Iha i^. " He that beginnea tbi 
" health, bath bis preaciibed orders : first uncovering his head, bee 
" takes a lull cup in his Land, and setting hid cokuxcenance with a 
" grave aspect, hee craies for audience; silence being onte ob- 
" taioed, hee beginaes lo breath outtbenameperadTentureof aome 
" honaurable personage, that is worthy of a better regard, then to 
" h»iG his name polluted at so unfitting a time amongat a. compaDV 
" of Dnmkarda : but his health ik diunke to, and he that pledgeth 
" mnst likewise oS with his cap, kisse his fingers, and bowing him- 
^ sdfein aigoe of a reverent acceptance ; when the Leader sees his 
" follower thus prepared, hee aupa up his broatb, tumes the bot- 
" ttnn of the can upward, and in oatealation of bis deiterilie, giTei 
" the cup a phillip to make it cry 7taiRgii. And thus the fint 

" The cup being newly repleniahed to the breadth of an haire, 
" he thatia the pUri^t must now beginae hii part, and thus it goes 
" roond througliout the whole company, prorided alwayes by a 



" still uncovered, t . , „ 

" is no sooner ended, bat another bejiins againe, and bee drinkes 

" an Health to his Lady if littU viorth, or petadventure to hit i^Ai- 
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Flutllo, So : I ha' done yon right ■* on my thumb 
nail. 
What, will you pledge me now? 

Candida. You know me, sir, I am not of that sin. 

Blvello. Why, then farewel : 
I'll bear away the beaker, by this light 

Candida. That's as you please, 'tis very good. 

Fbiello, Nay, it doth please me ; and as you say, 
'tis a very good one : farewell, signior Candido. 

Pioratto. Farewel, Candido. 

Candido, Y'are welcome, gentlemen. 

Cattruehio. Heart not mov'd yet? 
I think his patience is above our wit. [Ezeunf. 

George. I told yoni before, mistress, they were all 
cheaters. 

Ifye. Whv,fool! why, husband! why, madmaml I 
hope you will not let them sneak away so with a silrer 
and gilt beaker, the best in the house too: go, feilows, 
make hue and cry after them. 

Candido. Prayletyoui tongue lie still, all will be well: 
Come hither, George, hye to the constable. 
And in calm order wish him to attach them ; 
Make no great stir, because they're gentlemen. 
And a thing partly done in merriment : 
Tis but a size above a jest, thou knowest ; 
Therefore pursue it mildly. Go, begone; 
TheConstable'shard-by, bring him along;— make haate 
again. 

tftfe. y'are a goodly patient woodcock ; are yoa 
not now ? 

[Exit George. 
See what your patience comes to. Every one saddles 
you, and rides you ; you'll be shortly the common 
stone-horse of Milan : a woman's well holp'd up with 
such a " meacock. 1 had rather have a husband, that 

I See Nnte 6 to Gammer Gurton'i Nee^ 
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would swaddle me thrice a day; thao such a oae, that 
will foe g:uird twice in half an nour. Oh, I could burn 
all the wares in my shop for anger t 

Candiiio. Pray wear a peaceful temper ; be my wife, 
That is, be patient : for a wife and husband 
Share but one soul between tliem : this being known, 
"Why should not one soul then i^ree in one? [Exit. 

Hyi. Hang your agreements:— But if my beaier be 
gone— 

SCENE VI. 
£nterCASTKUCHiD,FLOELLO,PioKATTt>,atiiiOEoaaB. 

Candida. Oh I here they come. 

George. The Constable, sir, let 'em come along with 
me, because there should be no wond'ring ; he stays at 
door. 

Cattruchio. . Constable, goodman Abram. 

Fluello. Now, signior Cuidido, 'sblood, why do you 
attach us? 

Castntchio. 'Sheart! attach usl 

Candida. Nay, swear not gallants; 
'Vour oaths may more your souls, but not move me ; 
Yon have a silver beater of my wife's. 

Fiuella. You say not true : 'tis gilt. 

Candida. Then yon say true. 
And being gilt, the guilt lies more on you. 

Cattruefao. I hope y'are not angry, sir. 

CanAido. Then you hope right ; for I am not angry. 

Pioratto. No, but a little mov'd. 

A|nuD, Hkll'i Chrtnacit, Henry IV. foJ. 6 : " — depTavyiiga uid 
" TBiljng on Kyng Riduude ai an innoceat, a ioncodtt, and not 
" worth; U> bears the name of a kyngr." 

EupMO, p. 41 : " But liappel; thoa vilt Bay, it I refiiM theli 
" cotteiie I shall be accoonted a mttotk, a milkaop, taunted and 
■' ToUumted, &c." 

Tailton'i V«io out if Fmgaury, p. 59 : " — becauw he waa a 
" BMattel(e,andaini]kjoppe,nDtdxnDgtodTawhiiiwDTdtoreTenga 
" h« wrong*. '■ 

Chnnhjnrd'i Wan^iinet of HUtt, p. 39. edit. ITT6 : " Let nf 
" therefon give the chargo, ud oncct i^Nin yonder eKminate and 
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Candido. 1 mov'd ! 'twas you were mo?'d, you were 
brought hither. 

Castruchio. But you (out of your anger and im- 
patience) 
Cans'd us to be attach'd. 

Candido. Nay, you misplace it. 
Out of my quiet sufierance I did that, 
And not of any wrath. Had I shown an^r, 
I should have then pursued you with the Ian, 
And hunted you to shame ; as many worldlings 
Do build their anger upon feebler grounds. 
The more's the pityl Many lose their lives 
For scarce so much coin, as will hide their palm : 
Which is most cruel, l^ose have vexed spuits 
"That pursue lives. In this opinion rest, 
The loss of millions could not move my breast. 

Fbtello. Thou art a blest man, and with peace dost 
deal; 
Such a meek spirit can bless a commonweal. 

Candido. Gentlemen, now 'tis upon eating time ; 
Pray part not hence, but dine with me to-day. 

Castruchio. I never heard a carter yet say nay 
To such a motion. I'll not be the first. 

Pioratlo. Nor I. 

Flaello. Nor I. 

Candido. The constable shall bear you company; 
Geoi^e, call him in ; let the world say what it can. 
Nothing can drive me from a patient man. [Exeunt 
Enter Rogeb uiUh a $(ool, cwhion, looking-glass, and 
" chafing-disk. Those being set down, he puiU out of 
kis pocket a phittl piik white colour in it; and two b'jxes, 
one with white, another red painting ; he places aU things 
in order, and a candle by theitt, singing «ith the ends <^ 
old ballads as he does it. At last B^li-avblovt, as he 
rubs his cheek with the colours, whistles vtthin. 
- Roger. Anon, forsOoth. 

Bellqfront. What are you playing the rogue about ? 

Roger. About you, forsooth : I'rd drawing Up a hole 
in your white silk stocking. 

" chafing-iidL] To heat the poking-umf. 
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Bellafront._ Is my glass there? and my boxes of 
complexion ? 

Roger. Yes, forsooth ; your boites of complexion are 
here, I think; yes, 'tis here; here's your two com- 
plexions, and if 1 had all the four complexions, I should 
ue'er set a good face upon't. Some men, 1 see, are 
born under hard-favoor'd planets, as well as women. 
Zounds, I look worse now than I did before: audit 
makes her. face glister most damnably. There's knavery 
in daubing, I hold my life; or else this is only female 
Pomatum , 
Enter fiELLAFHONT, not fall ready, vithout a gown ; 

she nU doan; ■with her bodkin curls her hair, colours 

her (ipi, 

Bellafront. Where's my ruff and "poker, you block- 
head? 

Roger. Your ruff, your poker, are ingend'ring toge- 
ther on the cupboard of the court, or the " court 
cup-board. 

BeUafront. Fetch 'em : is the pox in your hams, you 
can go no -faster? 

Roger. Wou'd the pox were in yout fingers, unless 
you could leave flinging; catch — [ExU. 

Bellafront. I'll catch you, you dog, by and by : do 
you grumble ? [She singt. 

" pobr] This infltrument, of which mention ia frequently made 
Id coutempotaiy vrilers, i» BometuueD called |ultng iticfc, and at 
othen afdang slick. It was luedto adjust the plaita cf rnfla, which 
were thsD generally worn by Ihe ladies. Stove say*, that ihetie 
polaag ukht vere made of wood oi bone until ahout the Ifith year 
of Queen Eliiabeth, when they began to be made of steel. In Mr. 
Steevenfl's Note to Wmtrr'i Tide, A. 4. S, 3 : many eiamples are 
produced, to which it ia unneceBaary to add more, ai during tbe 
course of theae lolumeo such frequent notice ia takta t>f the niS', 
and this ile neceaaory appendage. 

* CDurl cup'ttftnt] A onirt cup-board was probably what we caL a* 
present aside-boaid. Mr. Steerens lays, that two of them ate atill 
remainine in Stationers'- Hall, and theii uae ia exactly described, 
ke Mr: NichoU observei, inthe following line from Chapman's Jtfay 

" Gnirt m}i tmrib plated with flagons, cans, cups, beakere, Sic." 
See Notes on Eomeo and JnlUt, A. h S. 5. 



i.GtHl'^lc 



S48 THE HONBn WHOSE. [aCTI^ 

CtifMd it a god, at naked om wtif maii, 

rUfok^ lumieUharod,ifhemg hue looe/tnL 

Roger. There's your ruff, Bhall I poke itt 

Bellajront. Yes, honett Roger: no, stay; pr'ytheet 
good boy, hold here. 

Down, do»n, down, tfotra, //itU (fotcn and ariie; down, 
I never *haU arise. 

Roger. Troth, miKkuii, then leave off the trade, if yoit 
shall never rise. 

BeUt^Tont, What trade, goodman Abram? 

Roger. Why, that of down and arise, or the falling 
trade. 

Bellqfront. I'll fal! with you by and by. 

Roger. If you do, I know who shall smart for't: 
Troth, mistress, what do I look like now? 

Belh^ont. lake as you are; a panderly sixpenny 
rascal* 

Roger. 1 may thank you for that: in faith I look 
like an old Proverb, Hold the candle before the devil. 

Bellafront. Ud's life, I'll siick my knife in your guts 
and you prate to me so : What? [Shestngt. 

IFell met, pug, the pearl of beatitg : umh, vmh. 

How now, lir knave, you forget your duty, umh, vpA. 

Marry muff, nr, are you grown to dainty ;fa, la, la, lie. 

It it you, tir? the worti of twenty, fa, la, la, teeTa,la, 
Pox on yon, how dost thou.hold my glass T 

Roger, Why, as 1 hold your door, with my fingers. 

BeUqfront. Nay, pray thee, sweet honey Bioger, hold 
up handsomely : L<Sm;.* 

Pretty wantoat warble, &c. we shall ha' guests to-day, 
111 lay my little maidenhead, my nose itches so. 

Roger. 1 sud so too last night, when our fleas twing'd 
me so. 

BeUafront. So fdke my ruff now. My gowo, my 
gowa ! have I my fall ? 
••Where's my fall, Roger? [One knockt, 

■ This word huhitlieito been printed u part of Am text, bntit 
u cleaily a stage diiectim refeniiig to the ballmd BeUafront con- 

" Whtrit my/oti] From the fbllmring passags* in the MaUcme- 

I l,.;l,GtH>«^lc 
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Roger. Your fall, forsooth, is behind. 

BellqfrotU. Gods my pittikins, some fool or other 
knocks. 

Roger. Shall I open to the fool, mtstreas? 

Belb^ont. And all these baubles lying thus? Away 
with it quickly. — 1, 1, knock and be damn'd, whosoever 
you be. — So ; give the fresh salmon line now : let him 
corae ashore. He shall serve for my breakfast, though 
he go against my stomuh. 

[Roger fetch t» FIu«Uo, Ctutruckio, and Ptoratlo, 

FhieUo. Morrow, cuz, 

Cattrvcluo. How does my sweet acquaintance 7 

PioraUo. Save thee, little marmoset; how dost thou, 
good pretty rc^e 7 

Betlafront, Well, Godamercy, good pretty rascal. 

Fluello, Roger, some light, 1 pr'ythee. 

Roger. You shall, signior; for we that live here in 
this vale of misery, are as dark as hell. 

[Exit for a candle. 

Catirucbio, Good tobacco, PInetIo? 

Fluello. Smell. 

Eitter Roger. 

Pioratto. It may be tickling geer : for it plays with 
my nose already. 

Roger. Here's another light angel, signior. 

Bellafront, What, yon pied curtal, what's that yon 
are a neighing 7 

Roger. 1 say, God send lis the light of heaven, or 
some more angels. 

BellaJroBt. Go fetch some wine, and drink half of it. 

teni, A. 5. S. 3. the fall sppoaiB to have been a. part of drew worn 
aiicm tfae neck tu nifffl were, but difierent from them ; " Thara ii 
" •nch a deal of pinning tbese rnffa, when a fine clean /aU ii worth 
■* iJiem all.'' Again , " if you should chance to take a nap in the 
" aftemoon, jtna fidliag band leqniieB no poking etick to lecOfM 
" his form." The; seem to have been something like hands, hot 
larger. Itmtut, however, beacfcnowledged, thatthermightbea 
species of the raff; (oTj in Lauf^ and tit <j«uw, or tht tPvrld'i Fv^yi 
1605, it ii said, " there lat wiSi het poting sticke, iti^nivV a.^ : 
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Bagtr. Imostfetdi s(»Mwine,g«ntlemeD,uiddriiik 
half or it 

FUelio. Here, Rt^rl 

Outndiio. No, let me send pr'ythee. 

PUuUo. HoM, yoa canker-worm. 

Xeger. You shall send both, if you please, signiors. 

PtoraUo. Stay, what's best to drink a moniiiigs? 

Soger. " Ipocnts. sir, for toy mistress. If I fetch it, 
is most dear to her. 

fbuUo. Ipocnts! there then, here's a **testOD for 
yon, yon snake. 

Roger. Right, sir; here's three dtiUisgs and ttz- 
penre for a pottle and a ^ manchet. [£nt. 

Cattruchia Here's most hercutanean tobacco! ha* 
icmie, acquaintance? 

B^lafront. Foh, not 1 : makes your breath stink, 
like the piss of a fox.— Acquaintance, where supp'd yoB 
lastnig:ht? 

Cattntchio. A( a place, sweet acquaintance, where 

J out health *" danc'd the canaries i'foith ; jtm shotild 
a' been there. 



MEanU ^ Englami, vol. III. p. T4. where it is copied fima AiDold'i 
Otranide gf LoKlin. The Crafte (a make Ypocras. <■ Take a qiurte 
" of rod wynQ, an ounce of Bynamon, and halfe an ence (otmcci) of 
" E7nger< a qaaitet of an Dimce of greyneB and longe peper, and 
" half a |>auiide of *afei, and biose all tUs (not too Email), and 
" than put them in a bage of wullen cloth, made therefore, widi the 
" vine, and lete it hangs over a veuell tyll the wytte be nue 
" ibotowe." 

" (Bbn] A coin worth ^HUt IBd. Bterling- 

* maatliti] or fine white bread. " Panis primarios, a G. michettt, 
" mehe. Paoia candidioi at porior, hoc dim a IM. Mic^ -q. d. Mi- 
" cnla. Skia " Junina'a HymohgUon. 

*° danc'd the amoria] The following account of this dance ii ei- 
tricted from Sir John Hawkini's Kriwy e^Muiot.Tol. IV. p. 591. 
" There occur*, in the Opera of modeaan, aet (o mosic bj Pan«ll, 
"it dance called the Cmuna: of this, and also another called 
" T rn d mart, it ii _extiemel; difficult to render a BatisfactQij ac- 
" mont Tie first ia alluded to b; KiahBpeare in the foUowiqg 
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Bellafronl. I there among your punks ? marry fah> 
hang; 'em : 1 scorn't: wil) you never leave auckuig of 
eggs in other folk's hens' nests ? 

Cattrvchio. Why in good troth* if you'll tniit me, 
acquaintance, there was not one hen at the board ; ask 
Flaello. 

Fhtello, No faith, cuz ; none but cocks ; signior Ma- 
lavella drunk to (hee, 

Bellq/rojjl. O, apure beagle; that horse-leach there? 

Fluello. And the knight, sir Oliver Lollio, swore he 
would bestow a talfata petticoat on thee, but to break 
his fast with thee, 

hellafronl. With me! I'll choak him then; hang 
him molecatcher. it is the dreamingest snotty nose. 

Pioratto. Weil, many took that Lollio for a fool, 
but he's a subtil fool. 

' Bellafront. Aye, and he has fellows : >' of all filthy 
dry-fisted knights, I cannot abide that he should 
touch me. 

Gutruehio. Why, wench, is he scabbed ? 

Bellafronl. Hang him, he'll not live to be so honest, 
nor to the credit to have scabs about him. Hn bet- 
ters have 'em : but I hate tO wear out any of his coarse 
knighthood, because he's made like an alderman's 
night-goWn, fac'd all with coney before, and within 
nothing but fox : '* this sweet Oliver will eat mutton 

" Math. No, say compleat mSBter : but to jigg off a time at the 
" tongue's end, canary to it with yoni feel, humoui it with tumiDg 
" up voiu eye-lids. &e, 

" A» to the ai " 

" DiociesjHit to bi 
" BtrainB, with eight bai3 ii 

" bar, the Grat ppinted. That it !s of English inveiiCioD, like a 
" cooDtiy dance, may be infeireij &oni this circumstance, thatDOBB 
" of theioieignnameatb&tdistinguiah one kind of aii &om another, 
" conespond in the least with this. Nay, farther, the appeUatioo 
" id adopted by Cmiperin.aFTeachmaa.who, among hia lessons, has 
■■'^' enliUeBC.*j 



, it appears, b; the example in the Opera of 
J aprightly mpvement at two lepiiaes, or 
tars in each. The time three quarters in a 



of aajathy drg-fiittd knights} A moiet haiid is vulgarly ac- 
' ■ ' constilutiou. See tie Notofl of Dr. 

TwdtXhmgU, A. l.S.3. 

Oliver will eat nniltmi] la Sbakapearc'e ^i yuu life it, 



counted a sien of an amoroua constilutiou. Sec ttie Notoa 
Johnson and Ut.Steeveus on Twdjlh Night, A. I.S. 3- 
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(in he be ready to bunt, but the lean-jaw'd slave will 
not pay for the scraping of his trencher. 

Pioratto. Plague Dim : " set him beneath the salt ; 
and let him not touch a bit, till ever; one has had his 
fill! cut. 

Fbtelto, Lord EUo, the gentleman-usher, came into 
ns too : marry 'twas in our cheese, for he had been to 
borrow money for his lord of a citizen. 

Castruchio. What an asi is that lord to borrow 
money of a cidzen. 

fielfo/ronf. Nay, god's my pity, what an ass is that 
citizen to lend money to * a lord. 
Enter Mathbu and Hipolito; Hipolito, taluting 

the company as a tlranger, loatt* of. RoaEH comet 

in tadly behind them with a poUU-pot, and stand* 

aloof off. 

Matheo. Save you, gallants. Signior Flaello, ex- 
ceedingly well met, as I may say. 

A. 4, 8, ■. the clown ana a few linea ot tk Song, in which As 

Tvrwhii 
«iIt app 



d to d^ Tuune of Olmtr. Mi. Tyiwhitt ob- 
> epithet leenu to have be«D pecntuul^ appropii- 



old Song, oC which onl j th« few linn pnMrved bj SI 

— Kt hiniatatlhthe lali] This lefeis to the msnnei in which aai 
SDceMon wen leatetl at tbeii meal*. " The tables being long" 
(«j» Mr. Whaller, Note to CyntWu'i BtvtU, A. J. 8. «.) " Ote salt 
" was cammonly placed about the middle, and serred as a kind of 
" bonndaiy to the different qoali^ of the guests Inriled. Those 
" of distinction were ranked abore ; the space below was assigned 
" to the dependBim, oi inferior ralntions of the Muter irftbe 
"house. This custom is yet perserred at the Lord Major's and 
" some othei publick tables. It is mentiraied in Massmger'a 
Unnatural Combat, A. S. S. 1 : 

" he beUerrB it is the leaiML 

" You ne'er presume to lit oAmv the lolt." 
Thi Gty Madam, hj the same, A. 1. S. 1 : 

" M J proud lady 

" Admits bim to her table, marrj ever 
" £ffl«Bth tit idt ] and there he sits the sutject 
" Of ht. contempt and acorn.'' 
Dekkar's Bri-man'i Mght.valka, Sign. C : " —for hea lliat had 
" the graine of the table with his tiencher, paid no more then hee 
" that placed himselfe itnsotli the talt." 

" See also Mr. Whalley'a Note on Ognthia't Ttaith. 
' Edit, of 1604, reads, " of a lord." 
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Fl»teUo. Signior Matheo, exceedingly well met too, 
aa I may say. 

Matneo. And how fares my little pretty mistress ? 

Bellqfront. Even as my little pretty servant sees, 
three court-dishes before her, and not one good bit in 
them. — How DOW? why the devil stand'st thou so? art 
in a tiance ? 

Roger. Yea, forsooth. 

Bellaftont. Why dost not fill out their wine ? 

ito^er. Forsooth, 'tis fiU'd out already: all the wine 
that the signior has bestowed upon you is cast away ; a 

Eorter ran a little at me, and so fac'd me down that I 
ad not a drop. 

BelWront. I'm accurst to let such a withered arti- 
choke-jac'd rascal grow under my nose : now you look 
like an old he-cat going to the gallows : I'll be hang'd 
if he ha' not put up the money to ^ coney-catch us 
all. 

Soger. No truly, forsooth, 'tis not put up yet. 

Betlajronf, How many gentlemen hast thou served 
thus ? 

Roger. None but five hundred, besides apprentices 
and serving-men. 

Bellafront. Dost think I'll pocket it up at thy 
hands? 

Roger. Yes, forsooth, I fear you will pocket it up. 

Bellajront. Pie, fie, cut mV lace, good servant; I 
shall ha' the mother presently, I'm so vex'd at this 
horse-plumb. 

FUuUo. Plague, not for a " scal'd pottle of wine. 

Matheo. Nay sweet Bellafront, for a little pig's 
wash. 

Cctttruchio. Here, R(^er, fetch more ; a mischance 
i'faith, acquaintance. 

Bellt^rmt. Out of my sight, thou ungodly puritan- 
ical creature. 

** cants-cttlth] See Nole li. '' 

'»Kal'dp<tlk^yri«i] SeeNotela 

What lot this " Kal'd pottle of wine" to do with tbs waM hair, 
mentioned in Note 10 T O. O. 
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Roger, For the t'othei pottle ? yes, fonooih. 

[Exit Roger, and enter Hipolilo. * 

Bellafront. Spill that too : what ^ntleman U that, 
servant, jour friend 7 

Matheo. Gods so, a stool, a stool! If you love me, 
mistress, entertain this gentleman respectfully, and bid 
him welcome. 

BeUafrant. He's very welcome ; pray, sir, sit. 

Bipohto. Thanks, lady. 

Fluello. Count Hipolito is't not ? Cry your mercy, 
signior; you walk here all this while, and we not 
heard you 1 Let me bestow a stool upon you, beseecb 
you ; you are a stranger here, we know the fashions 
o'th'house. 

Ctutruchio. Pleaseyou,behere, my lord? [Tobacco. 

Hipolitf. No, good Castruchio. 

Ftuello. You have abandon'd the court, I see, my 
lord, since the death of your mistress. Well, she 
was a delicate piece — Beseech you sweet, — Come let 
us serve under the colours of your acquaintance still — 
for all that. Please you to meet here at the lodging <Sf 
my cuz, I shall bestow a banquet upon you. 

Bipolito. I never can deserve this kindness, sir. 
What may this lady be, whom you call cuz? 

Fluello. Faith, sir, a poor gentlewoman, of pasung 
good carriage ; one that has some suits in law, and 
lies here in an attorney's house. 

Bipolito. Is she married? 
. Fluello. Hah, as all your pnnks are! a captain's 
wife, or 80 : I never saw her before, my lonJ. ^ 

Hipolito. Never trust me, a goodly creature. 

FlueUo, By gad, when you know her, as we do, 
you'll swear she is the prettiest, kindest, sweetest, most 
bewitching, honest ape, under the pole. A skin, your 
sattin is not more soft, nor lawn whiter. 

HipoUto. Belike then, she's some sale cortezan. 

Fluello. Troth, as as all your best faces are, a good 
wench. 

* The latter part of tLU atoge diraction ia not foiuui ia any of 
the old copies, but it is absolutely aece«Mry, is oidei to maM 
wbnt fallows intellegible. C. 
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Hipolilo, Great pity that she's a good wench. 

Matheo. Thou shall i'faith, mistress. — How, qow, 
aigniots? what, whispering? did not 1 lay a wager f 
should take you, within seven days, in a house of 
vanity? 

Hipoliio. You did, and I beshrew your heart, you 
have won. 

Matheo. How do you like my mistress ? 

Bipotito. Well, for such a mistress : 
Bettei, if your mistress be not your master. 
I must break manners, gentlemen ; fare you well. 

Matheo. 'Sfoot, you shall not leave us. 

Beltafront. The gentleman likes not the taste of our 
company. 

Omnea. Beseech you, stay. 

Hipoliio. Trust me, my affairs beckon for me; par- 
don me. 

Matheo. Will you call for me half an hour hence 
here ? 

Hiptdito. Perhaps I shall. 

Matheo. Perhaps! fah I f know yon can swear to me 
you will, 

HipolUo. Since you will press me, on my word I will. 
[Exit. 

Bellafronl. What sullen picture Is this, servant? 

Matheo. Tis count Hipolito, the brave count. 

Pioratto. As gallant a spirit as any in Milan, you 
sweet Jew. 

Fiuello. Ob, he's a most essential gentleman, cuz. ^ 

Coitrachio. Did you never hear of count Hipolito's 
acquaintance ? 

Bellajront. Marry, muff a' your counts, and be no 
more life in 'em. 

Matheo. He's so malconteiit! — Sirrah, Bellafronta 
and you be honest gallants, let's sup together, and' 
hare the count with us : thou shall sit at the upper 
end, punck. 

BeUafront. Punck, "you sous'd gurnet I 



Pint Part of ffmn, IV. A. 4 
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Matheo. King's truce : come, II! bestow the supper 
to htre him but laugh. 

Cattntchio. He betrays his youth too groely to that 
tyrant melancholy. 

itatkeo. All this for a woman ? 

BeUqfrcnt. A woman ! some whore ! what sweet 
jewel is't ? 

Pioratto. Wou'd she heard you. 

Fluello. Troth so wou'd I. 

Ctulrucluo. And 1, by heaven. 

BeUa/ront. Nay, good servant, what woman ? 

Matheo. Pah. 

BeUafront. Pr'ythee tell me, a buss, and tell me : K 
warrant he's an honest Tellow, if he take on thus for a 
wench: Good rogue, who? 

Mathto. By th lord 1 will not, must not, faith, mis- 
tress : is't a. match, sirs ? this night, at th' Antflope ; 
aye, for there's best wine, and good boys. 

Omnet. Tig done, at th' Antilope. 

Bellafront. I cannot be there to-night. 

Matfieo, Cannot! by th'Iord, you shall. 

BtUafrtmt. By the lady, I will not : shall ! 

Flaelh. Why, tiien, put it off till Friday : wo'tcome 
then, cuz ? 

Bellafront. Well. , 

Enter Roger. 

Matheo. Y'are the waspishest ape.— Rc^r, put 
your mistress in mind to sup with us on Friday next: 
y'are best come like a madwoman, "without a band in 

r Withmtab 
it appeal!, that 
merlv worn by the 

Tit fTijtnrwrtht T 



vtien I bars iigE'<l hut up once, this miall ri"nanr 



" I'll put her into action for aratutccat; 
" And, vhen I bars ligE'd hsr up 
" Shall tail toi gold, and good »t 
And, in Wit mthoia Moiuy, tdL II. p. MS. 

" — Do jon think you're heie, Sii, 
" Amongit joai vaattaatiert, jaai baae w 
•■ lliat fcnlcU at nich o< 
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vout waiatco&t, and the linings of your kirtle outward, 
like every common hackney tiiat steals out at the back 
gate of her sweet kulght's lodging. 

BeUafi-ont. Go, go, hang yourself. 

Castruchio. It's dinner-time, Matheo; shall's hence? 

Ovmes. Yes, yes : farewel, wench. [Exeunt. 

Bellafront. Farewel, boys. — ^Roger, what wine sent 
they for? 

Roger. "Bastard wine; for if it had been truly be- 
gotten, it nould not ba' been asfaam'd to come in. 
Here's six shillings, to pay for nursing the bastard. 

Betlafront. A company of rooks 1 O good, sweet 
Rt^er, run to the Pouiter's and buy me some fine 
lar^. 

Roger. No woodcocks? 

BelUiJrimt. Yes, faith, a couple, if they he not dear. 

Roger. I'll buy but one ; there's one already here. 

[Exit Roger. 
Enter HiPOtiTO. 

Hipolilo. Is the gentleman, my friend, departed, mis- 

Seltqfront. His back is but new-turn'd, sir. 
Hipolilo. Fare yoii well, 
BeUqfronl. I can direct you to him. 
Hipolito. Canyon, pray? , 

Bellqfront. If you please stay, he'll not be absent 
long. 

And, in the beginnine of tie Humoretu Lualenant, one of the 
Geotlemen Usbns calls Celia a uuulcmrtur, wh«n in a diapositdon 
to appl; to her the seiereat tenn of reproach. 

* Ballard urine ;] Barret, in his Almarie, eiplaina BaAmIe tn be 
nra»cadell, iweete -wine. Fin douh, ftaitorri, muscadell. And, 
BlouBt says, " Muscadel ia a kind of wine, eo called, becanM for 
" sweetness and smell it reaembleg musk. This wine comes for the 
" moat pan from the Isle Cieta, or Candy; for this Island (as 
" Oitelius reports) yearly transports IS.OOObuCsof it. Others say 
" it takes name from Monlo Alcino in Italy." Mr, Toilet, in a 
Note to the First Part of Henry IV. A. S. S. i. givea the following 
extract &om Maiim Ruitique translated by JUqrUiHn, 1616. □. 635. 
" — such wines are called Mungrell, or bailard wines, which (betwixt 
" the iweet and astnneeat ones) have neither manifest iweetD«sa. 
" nor manifest astriclion, bat indeed participate and contain in 
" than both qnalities." 3ee also Mr. SteeveDs's Note. 
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Hipolilo. I care not mncfa. 

BtUafront. Pray Btt. foreooUi. 

HipotUo. I'm hot. 
If I any use your room, I'd rather wait. 

BellafroHt. At your best pleasure— Whew — some 
rubbers there. 

Hipolilo. lodeed, I'll ha'nooe: indeed I will not. 
Thanks. 
— Pretty fine lodging. I perceive my fiiend 
Is old in your acquaintance. 

Bellafront. Troth, sir, be comes 
As other gentlemen, to spend spare honrs : 
If yourself like our roof (such as it is,) 
Your own acquaintance may be as old as hia. 

B^Uio. Say 1 did like ; what welcome should I find ? 

BtUafront. Such as my present fortunes can afford. 

HJpoJUo. But would you let me play Matheo's part ? 

Bellafront. What part? 

Hipolilo. Why embrace you ; dally with you ; kiss- 
Faith, tell me ; will you leave him and love me ? 

Bellafront I am in bonds to no man, sir. 

HtpoUto. Why then, 
Y'are free for any man : if any, me. 
But I must tell you, lady, were you mine. 
You should be all nine. 1 could brook do sharers; 
I should be covetous, and sweep up all : 
I should be pleasure's usurer; faith I should. 

Bellafront. O fate ! 

Hipolito. Why sigh you, lady? may I know? 

Bellafront. Thas never Wen my fortune yet to single 
Out that one man, whose love could fellow mine. 
As I have ever wieh'd it. O my stars ! 
Had 1 but met with one kmd gentleman. 
That would have puichas'd sin altne to himself. 
For his own pnvate use ; attho' scarce proper. 
Indifferent handsome, meetly legg'd and thigh'd. 
And my allowance reasonable— i'faith, 
Acconfing to my body, by my troth, 
I would have been as true unto his pleasures. 
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Yea, and as loyal to hia afternoons, 
As ever a poor |;ent1ewoman could be. 

Bipolito. This were well, now, to on« but newly 
fledg'd. 
And scarce a day old in this subtit world : 
'Twere pretty art, good bird-lime, cunning net. 
But come, come, faith, confess : how many men 
Have drunk this self-same protestation, 
From that red ticing lip ? 

Stllafront, Indeed, not any. 

Eipolito. Indeed, and bluEh not! 

Belb^rtmt. No, in truth, not any. 

Hipohto. Indeed I in truth! — how warily yoa swear ? 
Tia well, if ill it be not : yet had I 
The ruffian in me, and were drawn before yon 
But in right colours, I do know indeed. 
You could not swear indeed, but thunder oaths 
That should shake heaven, drown the harmonious 

spheres. 
And pierce a soul (that lov'd her maker's honour) 
With horror an,d araazemeot. 

Bellafront. Shall I swear? 
Will you helieve me then ? 

HipotUo. Worst then of all : 
Our sins by custom seem at last but small. 
Were I but o'er your ^reshold, a nest man, 
And after him a next, and then a fourth. 
Should have this golden hook, lascivious bait, 
Thrown out to the full lengtJi. Why, let me tell you, 
I ha' seen letters, sent from that white hand, 
Tuning such musick to Matheo's ear. 

Bellafront. Matheo 1 tiiat's true ; but believe it, I 
No sooner had laid bold upon your presence, 
But straight mine eyes convey'd you to my heart. 

HipoUto. Oh I you cannot feign with me. Why, 1 
know, lady. 
This is tlie common passicra of you all. 
To hook in a kind gentleman, and then 
Abuse his coin, conveying it to your lover, 
And in the end you dtew him a French trick, 

v."i,GtHl«^lc 
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- And so you leave him, that a coach may run 
Between his legs, for breadth. 

BeUafrofit. 0, by my soul, 
Not I : therein I'll prove an honest whore, 
In being true to one, and to no more. 

Hipoiito. If any be dispes'd to trust yonr oath. 
Let him : I'll not be he. t know you ^ign 
All that you speak. l,for a mingled hsrlot 
Is true in nothing but in being false. 
What! shall I teach you how to loath yourself; 
And mildly too, not without sense or reason? 

Bellqfront. I am content ; I would fain loath myself. 
If you not love me. 

£npoiito. Then if your gracious blood 
Be not all wasted, I shall assay to do't. 
Lend me your silence and attention. 
Yon have no soul, that makes you weigh so light. 
Heaven's treasure bought it, and half a crown 
Hath sold it : — for your body 
Is like the common-shore, that still receives 
' All the town's Alth.< The sin of many men 
Is within you ; and -thus much I suppose. 
That if all your committers stood in rank. 
They'd make a lane, (in which your shame might dwell,) 
And with their spaces reach frojn hence to hell. 
Nay, should I ui^ it more ; there have been known. 
As many by one harlot maim'd and dismember'd. 
As would ha' stuff'd an hospital : this I might 
Apply to you, and perhaps do you right. 
O I ipare as base as any beast that bears ; 
Your body is e'en hir'd, and so are tiieirs. 
For gold and sparkling jewels (if he can) 
You'll let a Jew get you with Christian : 
Be he a Moor, a Tartar, tho' his face 
Look'd ngUer than a dead man's skull, 
Could the devil put on a human shape. 
If bis parse shake out crowns, up then he gets : 
Whores will he rid to bell mtii golden bits. 
So that you're crueller than Tut^s ; for they 
Sell Chnstians only, you sell yourselves away. 
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Why, those that love you, hate you : and will term you 

Liquorish damnation : wish themgelrea half sunk 

After the sin is laid out, and e'en curae 

Their fruitless riot; for what oneb^ets. 

Another poisons. Lust and murder hit; 

A tree being ot^n shook, what fruit can knit? 

Bellafroat. O me unhappy I 

H^olito, 1 can vex you more : 
A hariot is like Dunkirk ; true to none : 
Swallows both English, Spanish, fulsome Dutch, 
Back-door'd Italian ; last of all, the French, 
And he sticks to you, faith ! gives you your diet. 
Brings you acquainte<l first with monsieur doctor, - 
And then you know what follows. 

Betlajront. Misery. 
Rank, stinking, and moHt loathsome misery. 

Hipolito. Methinks a toad is happier than a whore; 
That with one poison swells, with thousands more 
The other stocks her veins. Hariot ! fie ! fie ! 
You are the miserablest creature^ breathii^, 
The very slaves of nature ; mark me else: 
You put on rich attires, others' eyes wear them ; 
You eat, but to supply your blood with sin : 
And this strange curse e'en haunts you to your graves. 
From fools you get, and spend'it upon slaves ; 
Like bears and apes, y'are baited and shew tricks 
For money ; but your bawd the sweetness licks. 
Indeed you are their journey-women, and do 
All base and damn'd works they list set you to : 
So that you ne'er are rich ; for do but shew me. 
In present memory, or in ages past, 
The fairest and most famous courtezan, 
Whose flesh was dear'st; that rais'd the price of sin. 
And held it up ; to whose intemperate b<»om. 
Princes, earls, lords, the worst has been a knight. 
The mean'st a gentleman, have offer'd up 
Whole hecatombs of sighs, and rain'd in showers 
Handfuls of gold ; yet for all this, at last 
Diseases suckt her marrow; then grew so poor. 
That she has begg'd, e'en at a beggar's door. 
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And (wherein hear'n has a finmr) when this idol. 

From coast to coast has leap'd on foreig:n shores. 

And had more worship, than th' outlandish whores ; 

When several nations have gone over her; 

When for each several city she has seen 

Her maidenhead has been new, and been sold dear. 

Did live well there, and mi^ht have dy'd unknown. 

And undefam'd ; back comes she to her own ; 

And there both misecably lives and dies, 

Scorn'd even of those, that once ador'd her eyes" : 

As if her fatal-circled life thus ran. 

Her pride should end there where it first be|^n. 

What, do you weep to hear your story read? 

Nay, if you spoil your cheeks, I'll reEul no more. 

Bellafroni. O, yes, I pray proceed; 
Indeed, 'twill do me good to weep, indeed I 

Hipolito. 1'o give those tearsa relish, this I add, 
Y'are like the Jews scatter'd ; in no place certain ; 
Your days are tedious, your hours burdensome : 
And wer't not for full suppers, miduight revels, 
Dancing, wine, riotous meetings, which do dro^n 
And bury quite in you all virtuous thoughts, 
And on your eye-lids hang so heavily. 
They have no power to look so high as heaven, 

* In a pamphlet attributed to Hobeit Greene, called " Theeves 
fallinE oat Truemen come by their goads," printed in 1615, and 

C' iBbly earlier, there ia a "tory entitled " The Conversion of an 
lisli Carteian," which, in some points, hean a reuniblauCB to 
a main incident in this play. Hei conveniou is wrought by a 
young man who liiita her as in " the way of her trade :" at hii re- 
quest she takes bim into a darlt loft under pretence that he caanot 
bear to commit " the act of sin" in the Lgbt ; but still the daj 
peeps ia tkio' a hole in the roof : an his c^mplunine tliat it iras 
not quite dark, she replies, that " none but God couii see them." 
Hence he takes occasion to read her a lecture Teiy similar to that 
• of Hipolito in Dekkar. " Oh! thou art made beauoful fair and 
well formed, and wilt thou theD by tby filthy lost make thy body, 
which if thou be honest is the temple of God, the habitation of the 
DeTill" In one place he says, " But suppose while thou art 
young thou art favoured of thy companions ; when thou waxest 
old, and that thy beauty is laded, then thou shalt be lathed and 
despised eren of them that professed most lore unto thee. After 
she has been thoroughly reformed be maixiM her. C. 
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You'd sit and muse on nothing, but despair ; 
Curse that devil lust, that bo burns up your blood ; 
And in ten thousand shivers break your glass 
For his temptation. Say, you taste delight. 
To have a golden gull from rise to set, 
To meet you in his hot luxurious a 



At a door's windy creak; think ev'ry weazle 
To be a constable ; and every rat 
A long-lail'd officer: Are you now not slaves? 
Oh I you have damnation without pleasure for it! 
Such is the state of harlots. To conclude, 
When you are old, an^ can well paint no more. 
You turn bawd, and are then worse than before. 
Make use of this. Farewel. 

Bella/rant. Oh, 1 pray stay. 

Hipoiilo. See, Matheo cornea not : lime hath barr'd me. 
Would all the harlots in the town had heard me. [Exit. 

Bellafronl. Stay, yet a little longer ! — no; quitegone? 
Curs'd.be that minute, (for it was no more. 
So soon a maid is chang'd into a whore) 
Wherein I first fell ! be U for ever black I 
Yet why should sweet Hipolito shun mine eyes ; 
For whose true love I would become pure honest; 
Hate the world's mixtures, and the smiles of gold. 
Am I not fair? why should he fly roe then? 
Fair creatures are desir'd, not scom'd of men. 
How many gallants have drank healths to me, 
*> Out of their dagger'd arms, and thought them blest. 
Enjoying but mine eyes at prodigal feasts ! 
And does Hipolito detest my love ? 
Oh, sure their heedless lusts but flatter'd me; 
I am not pleasing, beautiful, nor young. 
Hipolito hath spied some ugly blemish, 

^ Out afthtir dagger'd arnu,] To drink a mistress's heatth in wine 
minglGd with oae'a own blood vai andentlj reg^ded as an act of 
gallantry. So, in Marston's BufeA C<iuTtam, iBoS r— " h»Te 1 not 
" been drunk to joui bealth, swsJlowed flag — dragons, eat glasses, 
•' drank urine, sfcitt'd armi, and done all the offices of proleated 
" gallantrj, for your saie %" S. 
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EclipsiDg all my beauties. I sm foul ! 
Harlot 1 I, that g the spot that taints my soul ! 
What I has he left his weapon here behind him, 
And gone forgetful ? O fit ingtrument 
To let forth all the poison of my flesh ! 
Thy master* hates me, 'cause my blood hath rang'd; 
But when 'Us forth, then he'll believe I'm chang'd. 
Enier Hipolito. 

Hipolito. Mad woman, what art doing? 

Bellafronl. Either love me. 
Or split my heart upon thy rapier's point. 
Yet do not neither ; for thou then destroy'st 
That whicii I love thee for, thy virtues. Here, here, 
Tfa'art crueller, and kiU'st me with disdain : 
To die so sheds no blood, yet 'tis worse pain. 

[£jnl aipoUtQ. 
Not speak to me I not bid farewel ! a scorn ! 
Hated ! this must not be ; some means I'll try ; 
Would all whores were as honest now, as I ! [£xtt. 

SCENE vn. 

Enter Cahdido, AmWife, Gf.oroe, and ttroF&£N- 
TICE9, in the shop: Fustigo enters, walkitig bi/. 

George. See, gentlemen, what you lack; a fine hol- 
land, a fine cambrick : see what you buy. 

1 'Prentice. Holland for shirts, cambrick for bands; 
whatis't you lack? 

Fiistigo. 'Sfoot, I lack 'em all; nay, more, I lack 
money to buy 'em. Let me see, let me look again: 
'mass, this is the shop — What, cuz I sweet cuz ! how 
do'et, i'faith, since last night aiiter candlelight? We 
had good sport, faith ; had we not? And when shall's 
laugh again ? 

Wife, When you will, cousin. 

Fitstigo. Spoke like a kind Lacedemonian. I see 
yonder's thy husband. 

ffi/e. Aye, there's the sweet youth, God bless him. 
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Fattigo. And how is't, cousin? and how, how is't, 
thou squall? 

Wife. Well, cousin, how fare you? 

Futtigo. How tare I? troth, for six-pence a meal, 
wench, as well as heart can wish, with calves' *" chal- 
drons and chitterlings; besides, I have a punk after 
supper, as good as a roasted apple. 

Candida. Are you my wife's cousin ? 

Fiutigo, I am, sir, what hast thou to do with that? 

Candida. O nothing, but y'are welcome. 

FUttigo. The devil's dung in thy teeth I I'll be wel- 
come whether thou wilt or no : aye, what ring's this, 
cuz? very pretty and fantastical i'faith, let's see it. 

Wife. Puh ! nay, you wrench my finger. 

Fiutigo. I ha' sworn I'll ha'it, and I hope you will 
not let my oaths be " crack'd in the ring, will you? I 
hope, sir, you are not melancholy at this, for ail your 
great looks; are yon angry? 

Candida. Angry ! not I, sir : nay, if she can part 
So easily with her ring, 'tis with my heart. 

Gearge. Suffer this, sir, and suffer all : a whoreson 
gull, to^ 

Candido. Peace, George ; when she has reap'd what 
I have sown, 
She'll say, one grain tastes better of hei own, 
Than whole sheaves gather'd from another's land : 
Wit's never good till bought at a dear hand. 

George. But in the mean time she makes an ass of 
gomebody. 

* cAoMnm] or as it U ofLeaer apelt ckawrlTon, i. e. says Mr. Scee- 
veiu, (Note on Maebeth, A. 4. S. 1.) " entrails ; a ii>a(il fanHBrl; in 
" common Ude in the booka of cooknTy, in one of which, piinted in 
" 159T, Imeet with a receipt lo make a piiJdin^ of Aealf't cbaUrm. 
" At the coronation feast ot Eliiabeth of York, queen'of Honrj VU. 
." among other distiea, one was " a swan with chaudrm," meanins, 
" I *uppD«e, roasted with enlrajU in it, or imdrawD." Bee Itm ■ 
Seleet Papa's, No. S. p. 140. 

*^ crack'd in the Ting] Thi« phrase occurs in Htoaieti A. 1. S. S. 
and Dr. Johnson eiplains it to be civck'd too mu/A fir vae. See in- 
stances produced by Mr. Steeyens. - Again, in Yoarfivt GaUanli, bj 
MiddlotoD, SigD. D S : " Here's Mistreaae Rose iioble has lost her 
" maidenhead, cradit in the ring, shee's good enough for gaimsters, 
" &c." 
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S Prentice. Se«, see, lee, mt, u yon tnm your bade, 
they do nothing but luss. 

Can-do. No matter, let 'em : " when I touch her lip, 
I shall not feel his kisses, no nor miss 
Any of her lip : no harm in Idssing is. 
Look to your business, prav, malce np your wares. 

fiittigo. Troth, cuz, and well remember'dl I would 
thou wouldst give me five yards of lawn, to make my 
punk some fallioi; bands o th'fasbion, three falling one 
upon another; for that's the new edition now: she's 
o«t of linen horribly too ; troth, she's never a good 
smock to her back neither, but one that has a great 
many patches in't, and that I'm fain to wear myself few 
want of shift too: pr'ytbee put me into wholesome 
napery*>, and bestow some clean commodities upon us. 

Wife. Reach me those camhricka and the lawns 
• hither. 

Can-do, What to do, wife? to lavish out my goods 
upon a fool I 

Fiutigo. Foolsl 'Snails eat the fool, or I'll so batter 
your crown, that it shall scarce go for five shillings. 

2 Prentice. Do you hear, sir? y'are best bo quiet, 
and say a fool tells you so. 

Fiutigo. Niuls, I think so, for thou tell'st me. 

Ctmdido. Are you angry, sir, because I nam'd thee 
fool? 
Trust me, you are not wise, in mine own house 
And to my face to play the antick tiius : 
If you'll needs play the madman, chuse a stage 
Of lesser compass, where few eyes may note 
Your action's error ; but if still you miss. 
As here you do, for one clap, ten will hiss. 

*■ — u^ lUmeh Iter itp, 
J AoB not fed hit Huh,] Imitated bj Shakspeare in OthtUn, A. 3. S. 3. 
" I slept the neit night well, was trae and meny ; 
" Ifumd rut Catae'i Uisa on htr lipi. " 
" nyery] Mw> "igiufieB Uhbi in geaavL So, in Dakker'B Btl- 
mm ^ Ltaion, Sgn. G 4 ; " — at vfaich time they lift away 
" GohUti. or otlieT piscei of plate, m^pm/, or any Uiing vcwth 

S»e alia Mr. Steereiu'i Note on OthtlLi, A. S. S. 3. 
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Fustigo. Zounds, cousin, be talks to me, as if 1 were 
a scurvy tragedian. 

2 Prentice. Sirrah, George, I ha' thought upon a 
device, bow to break his pat£,beat him soundly, and 
ship him away. 

George. Do't. 

2 Prentice. I'll go in, pass through the house, give 
some of our fellow-prentices the watcb-word when 
they shall enter, then come and fetch my master in 
by a wile*, and place one in the hall to hold him in 
conference, whilst we cudgel the gull out of his cox- 
comb. 

George. Do't, away, do't. 

Wife. Must I call twice for these cambricks and 
awns? 

Candida. Nay see, you anger her, George, pr'ythee 
dispatch. 

2 Prentice. Two of the chwcest pieces are in the 
warehouse, bit. 

Candida. Go fetch them presently. [Exit 1 Prentice. 

Fi£itigo. I, do, make haste, sirrah. 

CanSdo. Why were you such a stranger all this 
while, being my wife's cousin? 

Futtigo. Stranger! no, sir, I'm a natural Milaner 
bom. 

Cindidv. I perceive still it is your natural guise to 
mistake me; but you are welcome, sir, I much wish 
your acquaintance. 

Fiutigo. My acquaintance! I scum that i'faith. I 
bope my acquaintance goes in chains of gold three 
and fifty times double: you know who I mean, cuz; 
** the posts of his gate are a painting too. 

* Hut ii b J an artifice. Mi. Reed ptinted it, " b; & ichUt," 
oegleding the old iraduig. C. 

** At poll if ku gaU art o pouting loo] L t. he vill toOD. be ■heriff. 
At the dooi of thee officer lai^e poiM, on which it wiui ciutomaty 
to adcb ProclunalionB, weie alvsyB wt up. So, in A Wfoca wwf 
vtx'i,bj Rowley, 16SS. 

"Ife'er litre to lee thee Steri^ of London, 
" I'll gild thy p<Wi—" 8. 
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Enter ihe teeond Prentice. 

2 Prentice. Signor PandulFo, the merchant ^ desires 
coaference with you. 

Caadido. Signoi PandulfoT I'll be with him straight. 
Attend your miatresa and the gentleman. [Exit. 

Wife. When do you shew those pieces? 

Fuitigo. I, when do you shew those pieces ? 

Omnet. Presently, sir, presently, we are but charg- 
ing them. 

Fuatigo. Come, sirrah, you ** flatnap, where be 
these whites ? 

George. Flat-cap? hark in your ear, sir, y'are a BaX 
fool, an ass, u gull, and I'll thrumb you: do you see 
this cambrick, sir? 

Rutigo. 'Sfoot, cuz, a good jest, did you hear him? 



Again, m Ben Jonaan'i Entry Man mi of lot Himuur, A. 3. S. 9 : 
" How loDff ilioiild I be, ere I ihoald put off 
To tte Lord Cbimcellor's tomb, orthe i^nif^ipodiJ" 
Mi. Whalley obserreB that it vas uaual, out ofrespect, to read 
the PloclamationB fasteaed on the sheriff's post bareheaded. 

«^ cap] Flat eapi, like thine now worn by the childran be- 
longing to Christ-CboTch Hospital, and to the apprentices of 
Biiidewell, were, I apprehend, formerly part of the dress partico- 
larlv confined to the Citiiena of London. Thej are menuoned as 
such in several cootemporan wiitera. As Ben JonsoD, in £iier^ 
' Una in hu ifumour, A. E. S. I : 

" Make their loose comments upon every Wordi 
" Gesture, or look 1 use ; mock me all orer, 
" From myjlat-cap, unto my shining shoes.'' 
Manon'e Duteb Curteum, A. !. S. 1 : "—who helped thee to thy 
" custome, not of swi^geHng Ireland Captains, norof Zs Innes-a- 
" court men, bat with tumest art-caps, wealthy Jiat-capi, that pay 
■' for their pleasure the best of any men in Europe." 

Dekker's Wtmdeifnll Ytan, IIjOS : " For those misbeleenng 
" Pagans, the plough -drivers, those worse than Infidels, that (like 
" their svine)oeverlookeQp so high asheaven, whendtJcmsborded 
" thepi, they wrung their bands, and wisht rather they had &lne 
" into Ihe hands of Sjianiards : for the sight of a fiat-cap was mors 
" dreadful! to a Lob, than the discha^iag of a c^vei ' 

Dekkei'* Harttfnm HtU, 1606 : " — yoa may eyther meete him 
" at dicing ordinaries like a captayne, at cocke-pita like a yoimg 
" countrey gentleman ; or else at a bowling-aUy in a Jiat^c^, Ukt a 
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he told me in my ear, I was a flat fool, an aae, a gulli 
and I'll thrumb you : do yoii see this cambrick, sir? 

Wife. What, not my men, I hope? 

Bistigo. No, not your men, but one of your men, 
i'faith. 

1 Prentice. I pray, sir, come hither, what say you to 
this? here's an excellent good one. 

Fiutigo. Aye marry, ^' this likes me well ; cut me off 
some half score yards. 

2 Prentice., Let your whores cut, y'are an impudent 
coxcomb, you get none, and yet I'll thrumb you, — A 
very good cambrick, sir. 

fiisligo. Again, again, as Ood judge me: 'sfoot, 
CUE, they stand thrumming here with me all day, and 
yet I get nothing. 

1 Prentice. A word I pray, sir, you must not be 
angry, prentices have hot bloods, young fellows.— 
What say yoa to this piece? look you, 'tis so delicate, 
80 soft, so even, so fine a thread, that a lady may wear 
it. 

Fiutigo. 'Sfoot I think bo, if a knight marry my 
puoli. a lady shall wear it: cut me off twenty yards; 
thou art an honest lad. 

1 Prentice. Not without money, gull, and 111 thrumb 
yon too. 

Omnes. Gull, we'll thrumb you. 

Piutigo. O lord, sister, did you not hear something 
cry thrumb ? zounds! your men here make a plain ass 
of me. 

Wife. What to my face so impudent? 

George.' Aye, in a cause so honest: we'll not suffer 
Our master's goods to vanish moneyless. 

fVift. You will not suffer them! 

2 Prentice. No, and you may blush. 
In going about to vex so mild a breast. 
As is our master's. 

Wi/e. Take away those pieces, 
Cousb; I give them freely. 

•■tUalUamcucII;] See note 8 to CenelUi, jlH. U. 
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Bittiga, Mass, and 111 take 'em as freeiy. 

Onaui. We'll make you lay 'em down again more 
freely, 

»^e. HelpI helpl my brother will be murder'd. 
Enter Gahoido. 

CmuUdo. How DOW, what coil is here? forbear, I 
say. 

titorge. He calls us flat-caps, aod abuses ns. 

Candidit. Why, airs, do such examples flow from me? 

fPift. They are of your keeping, sir; alas, poot 
bf other! 

Fiatigo. I'faith they ha' pepper'd me, sister! look, 
does it not spin? call yon these prentices? I'll ne'er 
play at cards more when clubs is trump. I have a 
l^oodly coxcomb, sister, have I not? 

Candida. Sister, and brother! brotiier to my wife7 

futfigo. If you have any sidll in heraldry, you may 
soon know that ; break but ber pate, and you shall see 
her blood and mine is M one. 

Candida. A surgeon! run, a surgeon! Why then 
wore you that forg'd name of cousin ? 

Fiutigo. Because it is a common thing to call cuz, 
and mingle now a-days all the world orer. 

Qmdido, Cousin! a nunc of much deceit, folly, and 

For under that common abused word. 
Many an honest -temper'd citicen 
Is made a monster, and his wife train'd out 
To foul adulterous action, full of fraud. 
I may well call that word a city's bawd. 

fit$tigo. Troth, brother, my aister would needs ha' 
me take upon me to gull your patience a tittle: bat it 
has made double *" gules on my coxcomb. 

Wife. What, playiog the women? Uabhing now, 
you fool ? 

Candida. O, my wife did but exercise a jest upon 
your wit. 

Btttigo, 'Sfoot, my wit bleeds for't, metUnks. 

* Sula] ^b k Am Edition* of 1615. H16, 1636. 



i,GtH>«^lc 



SC. VII.] THE HONEST WHORE. 271 

Candida. Then let this warning more of sense 
afford; 
The name of cousin is a bloody word. 

fUstigo, I'll ne'er call cuz again whilst 1 live, to 
have such a coil about it : this should be a coronation- 
day: for my head runs claret lustily. [Kxit. 
Enter an Officek. 

Candido. *' Go, wish the sui^eon to have great re- 
spect. 
How now, my friend ? what, do they sit to-day? 

Officer. Yes, sir, they expect you at the senBt«- 
house. 

Candido. 1 thank your pains. III not be last man 
there. [Exit Officer. 

My gown, George, go, my gown. A happy land. 
Where grave men meet each cause to understand, 
Whose consciences are not cut out in bribes. 
To gull the poor man's right ; but in even scales 
Peize rich and poor, without corruption's veils. 
Come, wliere's the gown ? 

George. I cannot find the key, sir. 

Candido. Request it of your mistress. 

fPife. Come not to me for any key ; 
I'll not be troubled to deliver it. 

Candido, Good wife, kind wife, it is a needful 
trouble ; 
But for my gown. 

fVife. Motba swallow down your gown : 
Yon set my teeth an edge with talking on't. 

Candido. Nay pr'ythee, sweet, I cannot meet with- 

I should have a great fine set on my head. 

ffife. Set on your coxcomb : tush fine roe no fines. 
Candido. Believe me (sweet) none greets the senate- 

Without his robe of reverence, that's his gown. 

" Go uroA tlie aiTgeoB, jfc] To iciih, wu, in the language of the 
timu, to mxmmend or dairt. So, in The Citg JVigftt Cop. toI. XI. 
p. S05 : " She looks fot one, the; call father Aatonj, >ii ; and Wt 
" uwVrf to her by Madona Imnuiaea." 
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Uye. Well, then y'are like to crou tbal cosbm 
once. 
You get Dor key, nor gown ; and so depart. 
This trick will vex him sure, and fret his heait. [Exit. 

Candido. Stay, let me see, I must have some device. 
My cloak's too short: fie, fie^ no cloak will do't; 
It must be something fashion'd like a gown, 
With my arms out. — Oh, George, come hither George, 
I pr'ythee lend me thine advice. 

George. Troth, sir, were it any but you, they would 
Break open chest. 

Candida. O no, break open chest ! that's a thief's 
office; 
Therein you counsel me against my blood : 
'Twuuld shew impatience that. Any meek means 
'I would be glad to embrace. Mass, I have got it: 
Go, step up, fetch me down one of die carpets. 
The saddest colour'd carpet, honest Geoige; 
Cut thon a hole i'th'middle for my neck. 
Two for mine arms. — Nay, pr'ythee look not strange; 

CeoTge. I hope you do not think, sir, as you meao. 

Candida. Pr'ythee about it quickly, the hour cliides 

Warily, George, softly, take heed of eyes. 

[£xU George. 
Out of two evils he's accounded wise. 
That can pick out the least; the fine impos'd 
For an ungown'd senator, is about 
Forty" cruzadoes, the carpet not 'bove four- 
Thug have I chosen the lesser evil yet ; 
Preserv'd my patience, foil'd her desperate wit. 
Enter George. 
George. Here, sir, here's the carpet, 
Candida. O, well done, Geoige, we'll cut it just 

i'th'midst. 
** cnaadati} A ciiuado u » PmtDgaeze ctan, itracfc under 
Alphonnu V. about tLe jear 14.'i7, at the time when Pope Csliztiu 
MDt diithei a boll foi a croUade againit tbe Intidelt. It bad it* 
name Mm a ctom irbicli it bean on one side ; the anne of Pom- 
sal being on the olbei. Tbe value of it i< 40 Ken^ aob, or 
upwards Of t>. lOd. sterling. 
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Tis very well, I thaok thee ; help it on. 

George. It must come over your head, air, like a 

wench's petticoat. 
Vandidu. Th'art in the right, good George; it must 
indeed. 
Fetch me a ni^t-cap : for I'll gird it close. 
As if my health were queaay : t will show well 
For a rude careless night-gown ; will't not, think'st? 
George. Indifferent well, sir, for a night-gown, being 

girt and plaited- 
Candido. I, and a Dight-cap on my head. 
George. That's true, sir ; 1 11 rna and fetch one, and 
a staff. [Exit George. 

Candido. Pot thus they cannot chuae but construe 
it: 
One that is out of health takes no delight, 
Wears his apparel without appetite. 
And puts on heedless raiment without form. 

Enter George. 
So, so, kind George, be secret now ; and, pr'ythee, 
Do not laugh at me, till I'm out of sight. 
George. I laugh I not I, sir. 
Candido. Now to the senate-house : 
Methinka I'd rather wear, without a frown, 
A patient carpet than an angry gown. [Exit. 

George. Now looks my master just like one of our 
carpet ** knights, only he's somewhat the honester of 
the two. 

•■ coTjM hu^a] The fbllovio^ account of (hii Order of Kniglit- 
hood, U taken fiom a Note, by Sir James BurrowB, oa Tu^dfth 
Kaighl, A. 3. 3. 4 : " There was an Order of Knighthood of the 
■• appellatioa of Kniuhti of tbe C<hpbt, though few or no 
" persona (^t least ajnong tboBo whom ! hiLve consulted) leem to 
" know any thing about it, or even to have heard of it. I have 
" taken lome memorandum concerning the institution, and know 
" that William Lord Buigh. of Scarlmrough-castle in the County 
" of SojTv, father to Thomas Lord Burgh, Deputy of Itelaod, and 
" to Sir John Bui^h (who look tLe great Carocca ship ia 1S9S> 
" was made a Ki^bt if At Carpet, at WeBtminster, on the 9d of 
" Octoher, 15S3, the day Bftei Queen Mary's cotonatioD i and I 
" met with a list of all wtra were made so at the same time, i» 
" Strype's BCimortiili, toL IQ. Appendix, p. II. See AnsCii's 
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Enter Candido's Wifb. 

M^e. Whftt, is yonr master gone? 

George. Yet, forsooth, his back is but new toni'd. 

wye. And in bis cloak? Did he not vex and 
Bwear? 

George. No ; but hell make yov swear anon : no, 
indeed, he went away like a lamb. 

wyt. Key, unk lo hdl : still patient, patient still ! 
I am with child to vex him, Pr'ythee, Geoi^, 
If e'er thou look'st for favour at my hands. 
Uphold one jest for me. 

George. Against my master ? 

ftye. Tis a mere jest, in faith : say wilt thon do't 7 

George. Wdl, what is't? 

" Otamolunu on Oe Km^utmi if tfe BaOi, (Lond. ITtS.) p. SO. 
" Upoa tlte ttcceMion of Queen Han to the throne, a commusiai 
" was nanled to the Earl of Aranatil, empowering him 10 makt 
" Kn^hta but witbddt an; odiJilirmaf title, witLin two Axj* after 
" the data of that patent ; wbich wete tha two dap preceding her 
" consatiMi, In imauaiice hereef, we God tlie names of Als 
■' Kn^ihts, created bj Mm, according to the it&ted form of cnatjnf 
'■ Kn^t* of the Bath \ and the variety of the cerenumiea nwd »i 
" diMiactlj related, that it paTticalarlj de>eive> to be connilted in 
" tha Ajnendiz. 

" So that Hr. AnMb idsmly considers them as bemr oaly i. 
" nwdes of Knights of the Bath, though withoot any addidcnud 

" If so, the appellalion of Krughu if tfi* Carpet might be ocdy 
" popilar-, not theii strict or propn title. This, however, r — 
" aimdant to indues Shakapeoie (who wrote whilst th^w 
"commonly apokeo of by lucban ^ipellatioa) to nse that term 
"contrast to a knighthood conferred i" ' — ''-— - 

' reward of mitilary Taloor." 

llese Carpet Knights are spoken of 
main' contemporan writers. 
UaBmngti'a Maid of HoneuT, A, t.R. i 
'' To men I had foibora it ; yoi 



" contrast lo a knighthood conferred i^n a real stddiei, a* a 
" reward of mitilary Taloor." 
Hess Carpet Knights are spoken of with great contend 1^ 



" That never charg'd bejond a mistreai' lips, 
."Are still most teen, and valiant" . 

See also Mi. Steewns'a Nola on the Tveyih Jt^ig&l. tol. pi. 
p. S45. and Note to Beaumont and Fletcher, vol. IX, p. S49. 

«£i. ms. 
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WTft. Here, take this-fcey; thou knoW*8t where all 
things lie ; 
Put oh thy master's best apparel, gown, 
C^ain, cap, ruff, everything; be like him self; 
And, 'gainst his coming home, walk in the shop : 
Feign the same carriage and his patieift look ; 
'Twill breed but ajest, thou knowst: speak, wilt thou? 

George. Twill wroD^ my master's patience, 

Wife. Pt'yiliee, Geoi^e. 

George. Well, if you'll save mji harmless, and put 
me under covert baron, I am content to pleaM you ; 
provided it may breed no wrong against him. 

fVife. No wrong at all : here take the key, be gonft: 
I anyvex him, this; if not this, none. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIIL 

iintera Bawd and Rogeb. 

Bawd. Roger, Roger, where's your mistress? 
Where's your mistress? there's the finest neatest gen- 
tleman at my house, but newly come over; where 
is she, where is she, where is she ? 

Roger. My mistress is abroad, but not amongst 'em ; 
my mistress is not the whore now that you take her 
for. 

Bawd. How I is she not a whore? do you go about 
to take away her good name, Roger ? you arc a fine 
pander, indeed. 

Roger. 1 tell you, Madona Finger-lock, I am not sad 
for nothing; I ha' not eat£n one good meal this three 
and thirty days : I had wont to get sixteeu-pence by 
fetching a pottle of Ipocras; but now those days are 
past : we had as good aoings, Madona Finger-lock, she 
within doors, and I without, as any poor young couple 
in Milan. 

Bawd. God's my life, and is she cbang'd now T 

Roger. I ha' lost by her squeamishness more than 
would hare builded twelve bawdy houses. 

£awd*. And had she no time to turn honest but 
•Omitted.- Edit. liKM. 
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now ? what i rile womui is this I twentr poood a night, 
I'll be swora, Roger, in gold and no silver ; why, here 
wu a time ! if she ihonld ha' pick'd out a time, it could 
not be better! gold enough stirring; choice of men, 
choice of hair, choice of beards, choice of l^s, and 
chcHce of every, erery, every thing : it cannot sink into 
my head, that she should be such an ass. Roger, I 
never believe it. 

Roger. Here she comes now. 

filler Bbllaprokt. 

Bavd. O sweet Hadona, on with your loose gown, 
yonr felt and your feather ! thare's the sweetest, 
prop'rest, gallantest gendeman at my honse; he ameUa 
■11 of muBk and ambergrise, bia pocket full of crowns, 
flame-colour'd doublet, red sattin hose, carnation silk 
stockiDgs, and a leg, and a body, oh I — 

Bellafrottt. Hence thou, our sex's monster, poisonous 
bawd, 
Lasfs factor, and damnation's orator! 
OoBsip of hell, were all the harlots sins. 
Which the whole world contains, number'd t(^tfaer. 
Thine far exceeds them all : of all the creatures 
That ever were created, thou art basest. 
What serpent would b^utle thee of thy oflSce ? 
It is detestable; for thou liv'st 
Upon the dregs of harlots ; guard'st the door. 
Whilst couples go to dancing. O, coarse devil I 
Thou art the bastard's curse, thou brand'st his birth ; 
The letcher's French disease ; for thou dry-suck'st him : 
Tlie harlot's poison, and thine own confusion. 

Bawd. Marry come up, with a pOK I have yon nobody 
to rail against, but your bawd, now ? 

Beltafront. And you, knave, pander, kinsman to a 
bawd! 

Roger. Tou and 1, Madona, are cousins. 

BeUafronl, Of the same blood and raaking, near 
allied; 
Thou that art* slave to six-pence ; base metal'd villain! 

* Jrl a iSmittMt in all the editionj. 
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Boger. Six-pence! Day, that's not so ; I ne«r took 
under two shillings and fouT-pence. I hope, I know 

BellafTont. I koownotagainst which mosttoinTeigb; 
For hoth of you are damn'd so equally. 
Thou never spar'st for oaths; swear'st any thing, 
As if thy soul were made of shoe-leaiher, 
God damn me, gentleman, if she be mthin. 
When, in the next room, she's found dallying. 

Roger. If it be my vocatioa to swear, every man in 
his vocation : I hope my betters swear, and damn them- 
selres; and why should not IT 

Bellafront. Roger, you cheat kind gentlemen. 

Roger. The more gulls they. 

Bellafront. Slave, I earthier thee. 

Baied. And you do cashier him, be shall be enter- 
tain'd. 

Roger. Shall I? then "blurt o'your service. 

Beilafronl. As hell would have it, entertain'd byyou t 
I dare the devil himself to match those two. \Emt. 

Bawd. Marry gup, are you grown so holy, so pure, 
so honest, with a pox ? 

Roger. Scurvy, honest punkl— But stay, Madona, 
how must our agreement be now ? for, you know, I am 
to have all the comings-in at the hall-door, and you at 
the chamber-door. 

Bawd. True, Roger, except my vails. 

Roger. Vails, whdt vails? 

£awd. Why, as thus; if a couple come in a coach, 
and light, to lie down a little, then, Rc^er, that's my 
fee, and you may walk abroad ; for the coachman him- 
self is their pander. 

Roger. Is he so? Id truth, I have almost forgot, for 

" Uurt o' yauT inw*.] An expiessioD of contempl veiy fraqoent 
in writen of the timefc 

MaiKtoa'i Fiist Pxii of Antonie owl Mdlida, A. 4 : 

" Blirt m your Ayemeei, guaidhei ufeljboiM." 
And in EAuard III. A. 4. S. 6 : 

" Ttui day hath set densioii on tlie Kencb, 
" And all iha world will ilurt and scorn at u," 
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want of exetciM. But how if I fetch this oUizea'« wife 
to that gvll> and that Madona to that gallant; how 
then? 

Bated. Why then, Rx^er, you are to have six-peace 
a lane; so many lanes, so many six-penceg. 

Roger. Is't so? then I see we two shall agree, and 
Uve together. 

Batid. Aye,, Roger, so long as there be any taTsms 
abd bawdy-houses in Milan. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 

Enttr BELLAfRONT, with a luU; pen,inlf, (U^^jM^er 
being placed before her. 

BONO, 

The courtiei^a^fiaiteringjetoeb, 

(Temptation's onlyftieeU) 

The lawj/er's ill-got moa^gt, 

That suck up poor be4s^ honeyt, 

The cilieen'i mn'i Tiqt, 

The galiant'a coHly di^t, 

Silkt and velvett, pearU and qmieib. 

Shall not draw me to their cluanbers. 

Silkt and veleelt, iic. [She wriiei. 

Oh, 'tis in vain to write : it will not piease. 
Ink, on this paper, would ba' but presented 
The foul bkck spots that stick upon my soul ; 
And rather make me loathsoraer, than wrought 
My love's impiesaion in Hipolito'*, Acmght. 
No, I must turn the chaste lesvea of my bi«ast. 
And pick out some sweet means lo breed my rest. 
Hipolito, believe me, I will be 
Aa true unto thy heart, as thy heart to thee; 
And bale all men, their gifts, and company. 
£fl(tjr1ilAiHE0, Castbucbio, Flvbllq, PiouArro- 
Matheo. You, goody punk, subatidi " cockatrice, Oi 
y'are a sweet whore of your promise ; are you not, 
think you? how well you ca^iue \<t, suppfjr tp lis last 

" cedt^ictj See BoU 41 to IV AalijiMry. 
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sightl Hew, a whore, aod break her word t nay, yon 
may blnah, and hold down your head at it well enough : 
s'foot, ask these gallants if we staid not till we were as 
hungry as serJeants. 

Kuello. I, and their yeomen too. 

Ceutruckio. Nay, faith, acquaintuice, let me tell 
you, you foi^ot yourself too much : we had excellent 
cheer, rare vintage, and were drunk after supper. 

Fiorallo. And when we were in our wood-cocks, 
(sweet rogue) a brace of gulls, dwelling here in the 
city, came in, and paid all ''the shot. 

Matluo. Pox on her, let her alone. 

BeHafTonl. 0, 1 pray do ; if you be gentlemen, 
I pray depart the house. Be»hrew the door 
For being so easily intreated : faith, 
I lent but little ear unto your talk ; 
My mind was busied otherwise, in troth. 
And so your words did unregarded pass : 
Let this suffice ; I am not as I was. 

Fbiello, I am not what ) was I no, I'tt be sworn thou 
art not ; for thou wert honest at five, and now th'art a 
punk at fifteen : thou wert yesterday a simple whore, 
and now th'art a cunning cony-catcbing ba^age to- 
day. 

Bellafront. I'll say I'm worse ; I pray forsake me, 
then: 
I do desire you leave me, gentlemen, 
And leave yourselves : 0, be not what you are, 
(Spendthrifts of soul and body :) 
Let me persuade you to forsake all barlots, 
Worse than the deadliest poisons : they are worse; 
For o'er their souls hangs an eternal curse. 
In being slaves to slaves, their labours perish ; 
Th'are seldom blest with fruit : for ere it blossoms, 
Many a worm confounds it. 
They have no issue, but fool ugly ones, 
That run along with them, e'en to their graves ; 
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For, 'atead ofcbildieo, they breed rank diseases ; 

And all your gallanls can bestow od tbem, 

b that French infant, which ne'er acts, but speaks. 

What shallow son and heir, then, Ibohsh gallant, 

Would waste all his inheritance to purchase 

A filthy loath'd disease, and pawn his body 

To a dry evil T That usury's worst of all. 

When th' interest will eat out the principal. 

Mathto. 'Sfoot, she gulls 'em, the beat: this is 
always her fashion, when she would be rid of any 
company, that she cares not for, to enjoy mine alone. 

Ftuella. What's here ? instiuctions, admonitions, 
and caveats; come out yon scabbard of vengeance. 

Matlieo. Fluello, spurn your hounds when they 
foist : you shall not spurn my punk, I can tell you : 
my blood is vest. 

Fluello. Pox o'your blood: miJce it a quarrel. 

Matbeo. Y'are a slave, will that serve turn ? 

OmuM. S'blood, bold, hold. 

Cattruchio. Matheo, Fluello, for shame put np.* 

Matheo, Spurn my sweet varletl 

Bellafront. O how many thus, 
Mov'd with a little follv, have let out 
Their souls in broth e i -h ouse s 1 fell down and dy'd 
Just at their harlot's fool, as 'twere in pride. 

Fluello. Matheo, we shall meet. 

Matheo. I, 1, any where, saving at church: pray 
take heed we meet not there. 

Fluello. Adieu, damnation ! 

Caslntcluo. Cockatrice, farewell. 

Pioratlo. There's more deceit in women, thou in hell. 
[Exeunt. 

Matheo. Ha, ha, thou dost gull 'em so rarely, so 
naturally 1 if 1 did not think tliou hadst been in earnest. 
Thou art a sweet rogue for't, i'faith. 

* It stood fbnnei'lj aa if Castruchio, Malheo, Fluello. all said at 
ones. " Foi ahame put ap " This is abaord, sa Matheo and 
Floello are (he diiputanu. None of the editions authoriie the 
' ki inuodiiced, and the old leading ia lestored. C. 
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BellafronU Why are not you gone too, signior 
Matheo? 
I pray, depart my house : you may believe me ; 
In troth, I have no part of harlot \a me. 

Mulheo. How's this? 

BelUifront. Indeed, I love you not; but hate yon 

Than any man, because you were the first 
Gave money for my soul. You brake the ice. 
Which after turn'd a puddle : I was led 
By your temptation to be miserable: 
I pray, meek out some other that will fall. 
Or rather (I pray) seek out none at all. 

Matheo. I s't possible to be? Impossible! An honest 
whore I i have heard many honest wenches turn 
strumpets with a wet finger; hut for a harlot to turn 
honest, is one of Hercules's labours. It was more 
easy for him in one night to make fifty queans, than 
to make one of them honest again in fifty years. 
Come, I hope, thou dost but jest. 

BelUifront. Tis time to leave oS* jesting, I had almost 
Jested away salvation : I shall love you, 
If you will soon forsake me. 

Matheo. God be with thee.' 

Betlafront. Oh, tempt no more women : shun their 
weighty curse ! 
Women (at best) are bad, make them not worse. 
You gladly seek our sex's oveithrow, 
But not to raise our states. For all your wrongs. 
Will you vouchsafe me but due recompence. 
To marry wifh me? . 

Matheo. How, marry with a punk, a cockatrice, a 
harlot ? marry, fob ; I'll be burnt thorough the nose 
first. 



To put heaven from us, whilst our best hours waste : 
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You lore to m^e us lewd, but never chaste^ 
Matheo. I'll hear no more of this: this groutid 
apon, 
Th'art daron'd, for altVing th^ reUgiioo. [KnI. 

BeHafroHt. Thy lust and sin speak so tpoch: go 
thou, my mia ! 
The first fall my soul took. By my example, 
I hope few maidens dow will put Uteir heads 
Under men's girdles : who least trusts is most wise : 
Men's oaths do cast a mist before o\ir eyes. 
My best of wit be ready : now I go. 
By some device to greet Uipolito. [ExU- 

SCENE X. 

Eaier a Sirtant, setting aaU a tabU; m w^hie 
plaeea a tkuU, a picture, a book, and « laper. 

Servant, So, this is Mofiilay morniiig; and now 
must I to my house wifry. Would 1 haJd oeeq create^ 
a shoemaker ; for all the gentle craft are ^ntie^ien 
erery Monday by their copy, and scorn (then) to woA 
one true stitch. My master means sure to turn me 
into a student ; for here's my book, here my desk, \^^^ 
my light, this my close chamber, and here my punk : so 
that uiis dull diowzy first day of the week makes me hal! 
a priest, half a chandler, half a painter, half a sexton, 
aye and half a bawd : for all this day my office is to do 
nothing but keep tbe doqr. To prove it, look you, this 
good face, and yonder gentleman, (so soon as ever 
my back's turned,) will be naught together. 
£n(er HiPOLiTO. 

HipoUto. Are all the windows shut? 

Servant. Close, sir, as the fist of a courtier that 
hath stood in three reigns. 

Bipolito. Thou art a faithful servant, ^d observ'st 
The calend:^ both of my solemn vows 
And ceremonious sorrow : Get thee gone; 
I charge thee on thy life, let not the sound 
Of any woman's voice pierce through that door. 
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Servant. If they do, my lord, I'll pierce some of 
them. 
What will your lordship have to breakfast? 

HipoUlo- Sighs. 

Servant. What to dinner? 

HtpoUto. Tears. 

Servant. The one of them, my lord, will fill you too 
full of wind; the other wet you too much. What to 
supper? 

Hipotilo. That which, now, thou canst not get me; 
the constancy of a woman. 

Servant. Indeed, that's harder to come by, than 
ever was " Ostend. 

H^olUo. Pr'ythee, away. 

Servant. I'll make away myself presently, which 
few servants vrill do for their lords ; but rather help to 
make them away. Now to my door-keeping ; I hope 
to pick something out of it [Exit. 

Hipolito. My fnfelice's face, her brow, her eye, 
The dimple on her cheek • and such sweet skill 
Hath from the cunning workman's pencil flown. 
These lips look fresh and lively as tier own ; 
Seeming to move and speak. 'Las! nowlsee. 
The reason why fond women love to buy 
Adulterate complexion ; here 'tis read ; 
False colours last after the true be dead. 
Of all the roses grafted on her cheeks. 
Of all the grjtces dancing in her eyes, 
Of all the musick set upon her tongue, 
Of all that was past woman's excellence 
In her white bosom ; look, a painted board. 
Circumscribes all! Earth can no bliss afford: 
Nothing of her, but this I This cannot speak ; 



1 Oitgnd.] The siege of this place ie freqnentl; slladMl to in 

OUT ancient -wtiten. It was taken bj the Maxqni* of Spinola on 
the 8th of September, 1604, afUr it had held out three jean and 
ten week*. See "A tme Hat<iry of the memorable Stge Bf 0(ten'd, 
'■ oaidvAiafaaedBaa&eT ode from theiipnnmg rf theSi^ untvtAi 
" yittding up if^t limn." 4eo, 1604. 
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It has no lap for me to reel upoD ; 
No lip worth tastiDe^. Here the worms will feed, 
As ia her coffin. Hence then, idle art! 
True love's best pictur'd in a true-love's heart. 
Here art thou drawn, sweet maid, till this be dead ! 
So that thou Vn'st twice, twice art buried. 
Thou figure of my friend, lie there. What's here? 
Perhaps this shrewd pate was mine enemy's. 
'Las ! say it were ; i need not fear him now : 
For all bis braves, his contumelious breath ; 
His frowns, tho' dagger-pointed ; all bis plot, 
Tho' ne'er so mischievous, his Italiaa pills. 
His quarrels, and that common fence, his law: 
See, see, they're all eaten out : here's not left one ; ' 
How clean they're pickt away to the bare bone! 
How mad are mortals then to rear great names 
On tops of swelling houses! or to wear out 
llieir fingers ends in dirt, to scrape up goldl 
Not caring, so that " sumpterrhorse, the back. 
Be hung with gawdy trappings, with what coarse. 
Yea rags most beggarly, ihey cloath the soul ; 
Yet, after all, their gayness looks ihos foul. 
What fools are men, to build a " garish tomb. 
Only to save the carcass whilst it rots ; 
To maintain't long in stinking, make good carion. 
But leave no good deeds to preserve them sound ; 
For good deeds keep men sweet long above ground. 
And must all come to this? fools, wise all hither? 
Must all heads thus at last be laid together ? 
Draw me my picture, then, thou grave near workman. 
After this fashion) not like this; ti^ese colours, 
In time, kissing but air will be kiss'd off; 
But here's a fellow, that which he lays on, 
Till doom's day alters not complexion. 
Death's the best painter then. lliey that draw 
shapes, 

" lumpttr-Ww] A hone that cairioj the nece*saiio» and «i- 
peucei foi a jomaey. 
-gariJi] See Not« 34 to Eilirani 11. Tol. IL 
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Aad live by wicked faces, are but God'i apes; 
They come but near the life, and there they stay; 
This fellow drawa life too ; hia ait is fuller, 
The pictures which he makes are without colour. 
Enter his Sbrvaht. 

Servant, Here's a person would speak with you, sir, 

Bipolito. Hah! 

Servant. A parson, sir, would speak with you. 

Bipidito. Vicar? 

Savaitt. Vicar! no, sir, h'as too good a face to be 
a vicar yet; a youth, a very youth. 

Hipolilo. What youth? of manor woman? lock the 
doors. 

Servant. If it be woman, marrow-boaes and "po- 
tatoe-pies keep me from meddling with her, for the 
thing has got the breeches ; 'tis a " male-varlet, sure, 
my u>rd, for a woman's taylor ne'er measur'd him. 

Hipolilo. Let him give thee his message, and be 
gone. 

Servant. He says he's signor Matheo's man ; but I 
know he lies. 

Hipolilo. How dost thou know it? 

Servant. 'Cause he has ne'er a beard : 'tis his boy, 
I think, sir, whosoe'er paid for his nursing. 

Bipolito. Send him in, and keep the door. [Bea4t. 
Fhla si liceat mtAt, 
FUigere arhitrio me, 
Temperem Zephyro levt vela. 
I'd sail, were I to choose, not in the Ocean; 
Cedars are shaken, when shrubs do feel no bnuM, 

Enter Bellafront like a Page. 
How! from Matheo ? 

Btllafront. Yes, ray lord. 

" putota-pKi] Seenote tarrnIiuani[Cra(i<iii,p. 166. edit. 1778. 
G. Williei in bis Abma itript and mkippt, 1613, hu the fallowine 
sppaaite lines referring to tbe sultpoacd virtue! of muntw and 
pntatoea. 

" These (0 bold out the game, maintaine tlie back 
With manow pies, potato rootei and aack." C. 
" mals-iurfelj So, in Trmlia and Crmaia, A. A, S. 1 ; .'Mhou Irt 
thought to be Acbilles' nuZt-iatrlri." 
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B^Mlo. Art lick? 

BeUqfrtml. Not all inhedtli, m; lotd. 

Bipotilo. Keep off. 

BeUaJroKt. I do : 
Hud hxe, whea women are compell'd to woe. [^tidt. 

BipoUlo. Ibis paper does speak nothing. 

P;aafr<mi. Yes, my lord, 
Matter of life it speaks, and therefore writ 
In hidden character; to me instruction 
Ht master gives, and ('less you please to stay 
1111 you both meet) I can the te\t display. 

HipoUto. Do so: read out. 

BetlafroJit. I am already out : 
Look on my face, and read the strangest story ! 

Bpolito. What, villain, ho ? 

Enter hit Seevabt. • 

Servant. Call you, my lord ? 

BipolUo. Thou slave, thou hast let in the deril. 

Servaut. Lord bless us, where ? he'i not cloven, my 
lord, that I can see : besides, the devil goes more like 
a gentleman than a page : good my lord, boon couragio. 

HipoUto. Thou hast let in a woman in man's shape, 
And thou art damn'd for^. 

Servant. Notdama'd, I hope, for putting in a woman 
to A lord. 

BipolUo. Fetch me my rapier, — do not : I shdl kill 
thee. 
Purge this infected chamber of that plague. 
That runs upon me thus: Slave, thrust her h^nce. 

Servant. Alas ! my lord, I shall never be able to 
thmat her hence without help. — Come, mermaid, you 
must to sea again. 

BtVafront. Hear me but speak, my words sball be 
ail musick : 
Hear me but speak. 

Hipolito, Another beats the door, 
T'other she-devil, look. 



tajVj aceoidisg to >U the copies. C. 
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Servant. WKy, then, hell's broke loose. lExH. 

Hipo&to. Hence, guaid the chamber : let no moire 
come on. 
One woman serves for man's damnation. 
Beshrew thee, thou dost make me violate 
The chastest and most sanctimonious vow, 
That e'er was eater'd in the court of heftv'n : 
^I was on meditation's spotless wings, 
Upon my journey thitber: like a storm 
Thou beats my rip'ned cogitations 
Flat to the ground; and like a thief dost stand, 
To steal devotion from tbe holy land. 

Bellafront. If woman were thy mother ; if thy heart 
Be not all marble ; or, if t marble bo. 
Let my tears soften it, to pity me. 
I do beseech thee, do not thus with acorn 
Destroy a woman. 

HqwUto. Woman, I beseech thee, 
Get titee some other suit, this fits thee not; 
I would not grant it to a koeelhig queen. 
I cannot love thee, nor I must Bot : See 
The copy of that obligation, 
Where my sours bound in heavy penalties. 

Bellafront. She's dead you told me, she'll let fell her 

H^oUto. My vows to her fled afCei' her to heav'n : 
Were thine eyes clear as mine, thou might'st behold 

her. 
Watching upon yon battlements of stars. 
How 1 observe themi should I break my bond, 
lliis board would rive in twain, these wooden lipi 
C«ll me roost penur'd villain. Let it suffice, 
I ha' set thee in the path ; is't not a sign 
I lore thee, when with one so most most dear, 
1*11 have thee fellow? all are fellows there. 

hellafrmt. Be greater than akiag; save not a body, 

>^ I ma on nurUtnlion'i ^la$ ^eingi, So, in HamUt, A. 1 . S. 1 ; 
"Hme, letme knowiti tliaII,irilliKH^aaiwirt 
" Ab nt^atim, or Ae thougbti of lot«, 

" Maj iveep to my revenge." 
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But from eternal shipwreck keep a h>u1 ; 
If not, and that again ain'a path 1 tread. 
The grief be mine, the guilt fall on thj head. 

HipoUto. Stay, and take physick for it; read thn 
book; 
Ask coansel of this head, what's to be done, 
Hell strike it dead that 'tis damnation. 
If yoa'tum Turk again. Oh, do it not! 
Tho' heav'n cannot allure you to do well. 
From doing ill let hell fright you : and learn this. 
The aoul whose bosom lust did never touch, 
la Qod's fair bride ; and maiden's souls are such : 
Tlie soul, that leaving chastity's white shore. 
Swims in hat seniiral sUeanu, is the devil's whore. 
How now ! who comes } 

£nter hit Sestant. 

Servant. No more knaves, my lord, that wear smocks: 
here's a letter from Doctor Benedict ; I would not enter 
his man, tho' he had hairs at his mouth, for fear he 
should be a woman, for some women have beards ; 
marry, they are * half witches. 'Slid, yon are a sweet 
youth to wear a i codpiece, and have no pint to stick 
upoo't. 

Hipolilo. I'll meet the Doctor 1 tell bim, yet to-night 

■* turn Tvrk a^piB.J To turn Turk, leema to have bees a cut 

idmu for deparaug rram tlin nlea of ctiutit;. So childien bom 

ootof vedlcKk are neqaently t«raied Fagaia; ■■ in the Ceftma, by 

Beaomoat and Fletcher. A. 4. S. 1. vol VL p. 67. edit. 1T7S. 

" Three little cMldreo ; one of them waa iniiia 

" Upon my coSBcience^ th' othei two aie Fagatt," 

" halfv^dit^l Oae of tlie distingnuhiiigqualilieB of a wilchia 
Supposed to have been hair on hei.chm. 

* codpuofl " Whoever viahes to be acquainted with this par- 
" ticular, Tdative to diCN, ma; conaolt Bulwei'i Ar^ia-i Omp- 
" laig, in which Mcb maCtent are very amjily discuased. OcoIaT 
" initnictloa may be had from the bihiout ihewn aa John <rf 
" Gaunt'i in the Tower of Loadon. The jiaDie ^hion appears to 
" have been no leu oQensiTe in Fnuce. See Nm^iagiie, chap. SIS. 
" Thecuitom of sticking pint in thii oatentationa piece of indeceocj 
" wa» continued by the illiberal waidena of the Tower, till foriad- 
" den by anlhority." Ut. Steevena'a Note to Too Gtntltmm if 
Vmma, A. 9. S. T. See also Figure S, in Plate SO, of Stratt'a 
Rfu ^ (ht Minmert, Cuilimu, &c. ^Il^ InAiiMtantfgf^ Ei^iW, vol. 111. 
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I cuioot : but at morrow rising suu 

I will not fail : go, woman, fare thee well. {Eieunt, 

Bellafront. The lowest fall can be but into bell. 
It does not move him. I must therefore fly 
From this undoing city, and with tears 
Wash off all anger from my father's brow. 
He cannot sure but joy, seeing me new-born. 
A woman honest first, and then tnm whore, 
Is (as with me) common to thousands more ; 
But from a strumpet to turn chaste ; that sound 
Has oft been heard, that woman hardly found. [FMI. 

SCENE XI. 
Enter Fustigo, Crambo, and Poii.* 

Futtigo. Holdupyour hands.gentlemen: here'sone, 
two, three. — Nay, I warrant they are *' sound pistols, 
and without flaws ; I had them of my sister, and 1 know 
she uses to put nothing that's crack't. — Three, four, 
five, BIX, seven, eight, and nine; by this hand, bring 
me buta piece of his blood, and you shall have nine 
more. I'll lurk in a tavern not far ofl*, and provide 
supper to close up the end of the tragedy. The linen- 
drapers, remember. Stand to't, 1 beseech you ; and 
play your parts perfectly. 

Crambo. Look you, signior, 'tis not your gold that 
we weigh. 

J^tigo. Nay, nay, weigh it, and spare not; if it 
lack one grain of corn, 
111 give you a bushel of wheat to make it up. 

Crambo. But by your favour, signior, which of the 
servants is it ? because we'll punish Justly. 

Futtigo. Marry, 'tis the head-man; you shall taste 
bim by his tongue. 
A pretty tall, prating fellow, with aTuscalonian beard, 

Poh. Tuscalonian ! very good, 

■ Th« name is Pok, a* it ia geneially pnDted in the editiDii of 
1604, and OS is erident from tke way iu wUcli FuBt^a plays opon 
it at the end of the icene. It haa hitfiscto be«n miapiinted Poli. C. 

'■ minf fittoU] 1 euppoce FoBCigo meaui the Spanish coin 

VOL, III. V 
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Fiutigo. Cods life, I was ne'er so thinmb'd udc« I 
was a gentleman : my coxcomb was dry-beaten, as if 
my hair liad been hemp. 

Crombo. We'll dry-beat some of them. 
Rutigo. Nay, it ^ew so high, that my sister cry'd 
murder out very manrully: I ha*e her consent in a 
manner to have him pepper'd, else I'll not do't to win 
more than ten cheaters do at a rifling : break but his 
pate or so, only" his mazer, because I'll have his bead 
m a cloth as well as mine; he's a linen-draper, and 
may take enough, t could enter my acuon of battery 
against him, but we may pertiaps be both dead and 
rotten before the lawyers would end it. 

Crambo. No more to do, but insconce yourself i'th'- 
tavern ; provide no great cheer ; a couple of caponSt 
some pheasants, plovers, and orangado-pie, or so : but 
how bloody so e'er the day be, sally you not forth. 

Butigo. No, no: nay, if I stir, somebody shall 
stink ; I'll not budge ; I'll lie like a dog in a manger. 

Crambo. Well, welt, to the tavern; letnotour supper 
be raw, for you shallhave blood enough; your belly falL 

Fiitligo. That's all, so God sa' me I thirst after t 
blood for blood, bump for bump, nose for nose, head 
for head, plaster for plaster, and so farewel. What 
shall I ctdl your names ? because I'll leave word, if 
uny such come to the bar. 

Odflito. My name is corporal Crambo. 

Pok. And mine, lieutenant Poh. 

Crambo. Poh is as tall a man as ever open'd owstars : 
I would jiot be the devil to meet Poh. Farewsl. 

Ruligo. Nor 1, by this light, if Poh be aucb-a Poh. 
[Exetmt. 

Enter Candido'b Wife, in her thop, and the two 
'Prentices. 

m/e. What's a clock now? 

**aas ha moBr] So, in Dekkra'i WonArlia Yeare, 1603: 
" — tliinking the canoei had Byen about, cr; ed Znundes < what do 
" yon mean to craeki mji mmtrl" The term ia even yet in td^^ 
uu, for Aefact. 

And in Middletoo'i Ooitk at Chia : 
"AndtheiedbstfitfoTtbegidl^BMiufB." Sig.r4. O.G. 
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2 'Prentice. "Tit almost twehe. 

Wife. That's well. 
The senate will leave wording piesently : 
But is Geoi^ ready ? 

2 'Prentice. Yes, forsooth, he's furbisht. 

Wife. Now, as you ever hope to win my favour, 
Throw both your duties and respects on him 
With the like awe, as if he were your master; 
Let not your looks betray it with a smile, 
Or jeering glance, to any customer. 
Keep a true settled countenance ; and beware 
You laugh not, whatsoever you hear or see. 

2 'Prentice. I warrant you, mistress, let us alone for 
keeping our countenance : for, if I list, there is never a 
fool in all Milan shall make me laugh : let him play 
the fool never so tike an ass; whether it be the fat 
court-fool, or the lean city fool. 

fftfe. Enough then, call down George. 

2 Prentice. ' I hear him coming. 
£nter George. 

wye. " Be ready with your legs, then let me gee 
How cdurtesy would become him.— Gallantly 1 
Beshrew my blood, a proper seemly man ; 
Of a choice carriage, walks with a good port 

George. I thank you, mistress; my back's broad 
enongh, now my master's gown's on. 

W^e. Sure I sbould think it were the least of sin, 
To mistake the master, and to let him in. 
■ George. 'Twere a good comedy of errors • that, 
i'faith. 

S 'Prentice. ** Whist, whist, my master 1 

Enter Candcdo, and exit preiently. 

Wife. You all know your usk. — God's my life, 

•• Be ready with youT legi,'] i. e. with jroor bam. 3«e Note SO to 
The Panmi'i Weilding. 

"TLiaaUiuian to Sliakeipeu^'B p1>j, MeiDB to ha.v«etcapei 
tha commestaioiB, oltbough Mi, MaJone in his Cbionolog; oootM 
a tract, by Dakksr, printed two ^an aStta (be date at tha Hoaeit 
WhoiG. It was at first nippoBed tbat llie Ttuoii^ of the Sbiew, 
was written in 1606. 

** Wtait, vilMt] Be sileat. See Mr. Stpeveat't Note to Ttmpat. 
A.I.S.S. 
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what's th&t he has got upon his back ? who can tell ? 

Qeorge. That can I, but I will not. 

iPlfe, Girt about bim like a mad-man! What, has 
be lost his cloak too ? litis is the maddest fashion 
that e'er I saw. 
What said he, Geoi^, when be pass'd by thee? 

George. Troth, mibtress, nothiug: not so much as a 
bee, he did not hum ; not bo much as a bawd, he did 
not hem; not so much as a cucLold, be did not ba; 
neither hum, hem, .nor ha : only star'd me in the face, 
past along, and made haste in, as if my look's had 
work'd with him to give him a stool. 

IVife. Sure he's vest now, this Crick has mov'd bis 
spleen ; 
He's aoger'd now, because he utter'd nothing: 
And wordless wrath breaks out more violent. 
May be he'll strive For place, when he comes down; 
But if thou iov'st me, George, aiTord him none. 

George. Nay, let me alone to play my master's 
, prize, as long as my mistress warrants me : I am sue 
I have his best clothes on, and 1 scorn to give place to 
any that is inferior. in apparel to me: that's an axiom, 
a principle! and is observed as much as the fashion: 
let that persuade you then, that I'll shoulder with him 
for the upper-hand in the shop, as long as tbis chain 

fVife. Spoke with the spirit of a master, tho' with 
the tongue of a 'prentice. 

fitter Can dido like a 'Prentice. 
Why, how now, mad-man? what in your tricksicoats? 

Candido. 0, peace, good mistress. 

i'«ier Ckambo and Poh. 
See what you lack, what is't you buy ? pure callicoes, 
fine bollands, choice cambncks, neat lawns : see, what 
you buy. Pray come near, my master will use you 
well, he can afford you a pennyworth. 

Wi/e. 1, that he can, out of a whole piece of lawn, 
iTaith. 

Ctmdido. Pray, see your choice here, gentlemen. 

ffife. O fine fool! what a mad-man? a patient 
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mad-man? who erer heard of the like I Well, sir, 
I'll fit you aAd your humour presently : what, cross- 
poiDtB ? I'll untie 'em all in a trice, I'll vex you, fdth. 
Boy, take your clnak, quick, come. [Exit. 

Candida. Be covered, George; this chain and " wel- 
ted gown. 
Bare to this coat ? Then the world's upside down. 

George. Umb, umh, hum. 

Crambo. That's the shop, and there's the fellow. 

Fok. Aye, but the master is walking in there. 

Crambo No matter, we'll in. 

Poh. 'Sblood, dost long to lie in limbo ? 

Crambo. And limbo be in hell, I care not. 

Cavdido. Look you, gentlemen, your choice: cam- 
bricks? 

Cravibo. No, sir, some shirting. 

Candida. You tthall. 

Crambo Have you none of this strip'd canvass for 
doublets t 

Candida. None strip'd, sir, but plain. 

2 'Prentice. I think there be one piece strip'd within . 

George. Step, strrali, and fetch it; hum, hum, hum. 

Candido. Look you, gentlemen, I'll make but one 
spreading: here's a piece of cloth, finej yet shall wear 
like iron: 'tis without fault; take this upon my word; 
'tis without fault. 

" Kdttd gawa] Banet, in W» Ahtatie, voce gordi eiplainB the 
word as Bjnonynious with piirfle, or icrft. A wtaM goicn ii, tliEre- 
fore, one omainnited vith pQities or fringe. They are oftea men- 
tioned in ancient wrileis. 

Green's Hatms rf Fnitr Bacoa, 1680, Sign. H3: "I warrant 
" jron, he'B as yeomaikly a raao as you ahall see, marke, you 
" masterg, here's a plain honest man wilhout melt orgard." 

Ben Jonsou's E^acmu, A. 4. 3. T : " Do not fear.me. CUp bat 
" a ciTil govn with a vitit o'ihe one, and a canonical cloke vith 
" sleeves o'the other, tac." 

Green's Quip for on vpiliin Counier, 1591 : " Piesentlie, lokiog 
" aboat for niore, comeB stalking do«n an aged grave Sir, in a 
" blacks velvet coat, and a black cloth eowne welud axii faced." 

Ibid. " I saw five fat feilowes, all in damaske coles and 
" govnes, vxlttd with velvet verie biave." . 

Dekkar't Bel-mm'i Night-viaBaii, Sign. D 4 : " —thou shalt 
" iiie«t« rich drunkards under adted goma." 
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Ctamia. Then 'Im twtter tku joa, rimh. 

C— rfiito. Aye, md & naMdm mote. O diat each soat 
Were bat u spcrtkM u thia bnocsst wfaite, 
And httd u few breaks in it ! 

(VffMia. Twoald hare some ibeo : there wms a fray 
here la*t dej in thii ihop. 

CoNdwio. Tbeie wai indeed a little flea-biting. 

Pok, A geDtlemaii had hi* pate bsoke, call 70a that 
but a flea-biting? 

Camdido. He bad so. 

Cramho. Zonnds, do joa stand in't ? [He tltilu* him. 

Gforgt. 'Sfoot, clabs ! clobil 'prentices, down with 
'em t ah yon ro^es, strike a ciliien in's abop T 

CtauHdo. None of yon stir, 1 pray ; forbear, good 
Georee. 

0-011160. f beseech yon, sir; we mistook oar marits ; 
deliver ns oar weapons. 

George. Yonr head bleeds, sir; cry. dabs. 

Caadido. I say yoa shall not, pray be patient. 
Give them their weapons : nrs, yon d best be gone ; 
I tell yon, here are hoys more tongh thaa bean : 
Heoce, lest more fists do walk aboot yoor ean. 

Both. We thank yoa, sir. {Exewmt. 

Candida. You shall not follow them : 
Let them alone pray, this did me no hann ; 
Troth, I was cold, and the blow made me warm ; 
I thank 'em for't : besides I had decreed 
To h^e a vein prickt, 1 did mean to bleed, 
80 that there's money sar'd : they are honest men, 
Prav nse 'em well, when they app^ agam. 

George. Tea, sir, we'll use 'em like honest men. 

Condido. I, well said, George, like honest men, tbo' 
they be airant-knaves ; {(x that's the praise of the city : 
help to lay up these wares. 

Enter hi* Wife, v>Uh OrricERS. 

Itye. Yonder he stauds. 

Officer, What, in a 'prentice-coat? 

tVife. Aye, aye, mad, mad; pray take heed. 

Cundido. How now? what news with than? whSX 
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make they with my wife? Officers 1 h she.attach'd ? 
look to your wbtcl 

fn/e. He talks to himaelfl Oh, he*s much gone, 
indeed 1 

Officer. Pray, p)uck up a good heart, be not so fearful ; 
Sirs, heark, we'll gather to him by degrees. 

ftye, I, I, by d^rees, I pray: oh me I what makes 
he wid) the lawn in his hand ? he'll tear all the ware 
in my shop. 

Officer. Fear not, we'll catch him on a sudden. 

fyye. O you had need do so: pray take heed of 
your warrant. 

Officer. I warrant, mistress. — Now, sign ior Candido. 

Candida. Now, sir, what news with you, sir 7 

Bye. What news with you, he says. Oh, he's far 
gone I 

Officer, f pray, fear nothing, let's alone with him. 
Signior, you look not like yourself, methinks, 
(Steal you at t'other side) you are chang'd, y'are alter'd. 

Candido. Chang'd, sir? why, true, sir. Is change 
strange? 'tis not the fashion, unless it alter : raonarchs 
turn to beggars; beggars creep into the nestsof princes; 
masters serve their prentices ; ladies their serviag-men ; 
men turn to women. 

Officer. And women turn to men. 

Candido. Aye, and woipen turn to men ; you say 
true; ha, ha, a mad world, a mad world. 

Officer. Have we caught you, sir? 

Candido. Caughtme? well, well; youhavecaughtme. 

J^e, He laughs in your faces. 

George. A rescue, 'prentices t my master's catch -pol'd. 

Officer, 1 charge you keep the peace, or have your 
legs gartered widi irons. We have from the duke a 
warrant strong enough for what we do. 

Candido. I pray, rest quiet; I desire no rescue. 
. 7l^e. La : he desires no rescue; las, poor heart ! 
He talks against himself. 

Candido. Well, what's the matter; 

O^cer. Look to that arm ; 
Pray make sure work; double the cord. 
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Candida, Why.'why? 

wye. Look, how lus head goes! shosld he get but 

loose. 
Oh 'twere as much as all oar lives were worth. ' 

Officer. Fear oot. we'll make sure for onr own safety. 
Candida. Are you at leisure aow ? well, what's the 

matter ? 
Why do I enter into bonds thus? ha! 
.Officer. Because y'are mad; put fear upon your wife. 
fn/e. Oh, ay; I went in danger of my life every 

minute 1 
Candido. What? am I mad say you, and I not 

Officer. That proves yon mad, because you know it 

Ti/e. Pray talk as little to him as yon can ; 
You see he's too far ^nt. 

Candida. Bound with strong coid? 
A silver thread, iTaith, had b^n enough 
To lead ne any where. Wife, do you long ? 
* You are mad too, or else you do me wrong, 

Oeorge. But are yon mad, indeed, master? 

Candtdo. My irife says so ; 
And what she says, Oeorge, is all truth, you know: 
And whither now ? to Bethlem monast'ry ? — ha f " whi- 
ther ? 

Officer. Faith, e'en to the madmen's pound. 

Candida. A God's name: still [ feel my patience 
sound. [Exeunt. 

George. Come, well see whither he goes. If the 
master be mad, we are his servants, and must follow 
his steps ; well be mad-caps too. Farewel, mistress; 
you shall have us all in Bedlam. {Exeunt. 

fyife. I think I ha' fitted now you and your cloaths; 
If this move not his patience, nothing can ; 
I'll swear then I hare a saint, and aot a man. - {Exit. 
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Enter Duke, Doctor, Fluello, Castrcchio, 

PlORATTO. 

Dukt. Give UB a little leave. — Doctor, your newt. 

Doctor. I Bent for him, my lord : at last he came, 
And did receive all speech that went from me. 
As gilded pills made to prolong his health. 
My credit with him wrought it. For some men 
Swallow even empty hooks; like fools, that fear 
No droivQing where 'tis deepest, 'cause 'tis clear. 
In th'end we sat, and eat : a health I dranlc 
To lufeiice's sweet departed soul ; 
— This train I knew would take. 

Ihtke. 'Twas excellent. 

Doctor, He fell with such devotion on his knees. 
To pledge the same — 

Duke. Fond superstitious fool ! 

Doctor. That had he been inflam'd with zeal of 
. prayer. 
He could not pour't out with more reverence. 
About my neck he hung, wept on my cheek ; 
Kiss'd it, Rud swore he wpu Id adore my lips. 
Because they brought forth lufeiice's name. 

Duke. Ha, ha, alack, alack I 

Doctor. The cup he lifts up high, and thus he said. 
Here, noble maid ! drinks, and was poisoned. 

Duke. And died ? 

Doctor. And died, my lord. 

Duke. Thou in that word 
Hast piec'd mine aged hours out with more years 
Thau thou hast taken from HipoUto. 
A noble youth he was ; but lesser branches 
Hindering the greater's growth, must be lopt off, 
, Andfeed the fice. Doctor, w'are now all thine ; 
And use us so ; be bold. 

Doctor. Thanks, ^cious lord : 
, My honoured lord — 
Duke. Hum. 
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Doctor. 1 do beseech your grace, to bury deep 
This bloody act of mine. 

Duke, Nay, nay, for that. 
Doctor, look you lo't ; me it diall not mOTe : 
They're carat that ill do, not that ill do love. 

Doctor. Yon throw an angry forehead on my face ; 
But be you pleas'd backward Uma far* to look, 
That for your good this ill I undertook. 

Duke. I, I, we construe so. 

Doctor. And only for your love. 

Duke. Confesti 'tis true. 

Doctor. Nor let it staod ^^nit me as a bar, 
To thtnstme from your presence : nor believe 
(As princes have quick Uiougbta) that now my finger 
BeiDg dipt in blood, I will not spare the hand; 
But that for gold (as what can gold not do T) 
I may be hir'd to work the like on you, 

Duke. Which to prevent — 

Doctor. Tis from my heart as far — 

Dukt. No matter, Doctor ; 'cause I'll fearless sleep, 
And that you shall stand clear of that suspicion, 
I banish thee for ever from my court. 
This principle is old, but tree as fate; 
Kings may love treason, but the traitor bate. [Exit. 

Doctor. Is'tso? Nay then, Duke, your stale prin- 
ciple 
With one as stale the Doctor thus shall quit ; 
He falls himself that digs another's pit. 
How now ? where is he ? will he meet me ? 
Enter the Doctor's man. 

Doclor'i man. Meet you, sir? He might have met 
widi three fencers in this time, and have recetv'd less 
hurt than by meeting one doctor of physick. Why, 
sir, he has watk'd under the old Abby-wall yonder this 
hour, till he's more cold than a citifeen's country^iouse 
in January. You may smell him behind, air :' la, yo«, 
yonder he comes I 

Doctor. Leave me. 
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Enter HtPoLiTO. 

Doctor's aim, I'thlurch, if yon will. lExit. 

Doctor, O, my moat Qoble friend I 

Hipolito. Few but yourself 
Could have intic'd me thus, to trust the air 
With my close sighs. You sent for me, what news ? 

Doctor. Come, you must "d'off this black; dye that 
pale cheeic 
Into his own colour. Go, attire yourself 
Fresh as e bridegroom, when he meets his bride. 
The dube has done much treason to thy love: 
Tis DOW reveal'd ; 'tis now to be reYeng'd, 
Be merry, honour'd friend; thy lady lives. 

HipoUto, What lady? 

Doctor. Infelice, she's reriv'd. 
Reviv'd ! alack, death never had the heart 
To take breath from her. 

Hipolito. Umh, 1 tbank yoi, sir; 
Phyaick prolongs life, when it cannot save; 
TTiis helps not my hopes ; mine are in their grave: 
Yon do some wrong to mode tne. 

Doctor. By that love, 
Which I have ever bom yon, what I speak 
Istmth; the maiden lives: that funeral, 
Duke's tears, Ae morning was all counterfeit; 
A sleepy draught coien'd the world and you. 
I was his minister; and then chamber'd up, 
To stop discovery. 

HipoSito. treacherous Dnke! 

Doctor. He cannot hope so certainly for bliss, 
As he believes that I have poison'd you. 
He woo'd me to't; I yielded, and confirm'd him 
In his most bloody thoughts. 

HipolUo. A very devfl t 

Doctor. Her did he closely coach to B«^mo; 
And thither 

"d^ To(inf,i»W4iDf,t<.pntoff. So, in Fag .him. A.3.S.I: 

" ThaaweuaHoii'ibidel do^itfoi ibwue." 
6ce Hi. Steevens'a Nots oa MtAelh, A. 4 S. S. 
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Hi^olito. Will I ride : stood Bergamo 
In the low coaotriet of black hell, I'll to her. 

Doctor. You shall to her, but not to Bergamo. 
How passion makes you fly beyond yonrself ! 
Hoch of that weanr joumej I ha* cut off; 
For she by letters hath intelligence 
Of your supposed death, her own intennent. 
And all those plots which that false dnke her father 
Has wrought against vou ; and shell meet you — 

Hipolilo, O, when? 

Doctor Nay. «ee, how covetous are your desires ! 
Early to-morrow mora. 

HipoUto, where, good father? 

Doctor. At Bethlem mniasleTy. Are you pleas'd 
nowf 

Bipoiito At Bethlem monastery! the place well 
fits. 
It is the school where those that lose their wits 
Practise again to get them. I am sick 
Of that disease; all love is lunatick. 

Doctor. We'll steal away this night in some di^uise. 
Father Anselmo, a most reverend frier. 
Expects onr coming ; before whom we'll lay 
R^sona so strong, that he shall yield in bonds 
Of holy wedlock to tie both your hands. 

Hipolilo. This is such happiness. 
That to believe it, — 'tis impossible. 

Doctor. Let all your joys then die in misbelief; 
I will reveal no more. 

Hipolilo. O yes, good father 1 
I am so well acquainted with despair, 
I know not how to hope ; I believe all. 

Doctor. We'll hence this night; much must be done, 
much said : 
But, if the doctor fsul not in his charms. 
Your lady shall ere morning fill diose arms. 

JKpoJiio. Heavenly physician! for thy fame ahall 
spread; 
That mfut'st two lovers speak, when they be dead. 

[Exeunt. 
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Candido's Wipe, and Gcokob, PioeAtto meets 
them. 

Wife. watch, good George, watch which way the 
duke conies. 

George. Here comes one of the butterflies ; ask him. 

Hye. Pray, sir, comes the duke this way? 

PioTatto. He's upon coining, mistress. [Exit. 

Wife. I thank you, sir. — George, are there many 
mad folks where thy master lies ? 

George, O, yes ; of all countries some, but espe- 
cially mad Greeks; they ?wurm. Troth, mistress, the 
world is alter'd with you : you had not wont to stand 
thus, with a paper, humbly complaining : but you're 
well enough serv'd. Proviuder prickt you, as it does 
many of our city-wives besides. 

Wife. Do'st think, Oeoige, we shall get him forth ? 

George. Truly, mistress. I cannot tell ; 1 think you'll 
hardly get him forth. Why, 'tis strange! 'Sfoot, I 
have known many women that have had mad rascals 
to their husbands, whom they would belabour by all 
means possible to keep 'em in their right wits ; but of 
a woman to long to turn a tame man into a madman — 
why the devil himself was never used so by his dam. 

Wife, How does he talk, George? ha, good Geo^, 
tell me. 

George. Why, you'd best go see. 

Wife. Alas, I'm afraid I 

George. Afraid! you had more need be atham'd : 
he may rather be afraid of you. 

Wife. But, George, he's not stark-mad, is he? he 
does not rave? he's not horn-mad, George, is he? 

iieorge. Nay, I know not ihat; but he talks like a 
justice of peace, of a thousand matters, and to no pur- 

Wife. I'll to the monasterj;. I shall be mad till I 
enjoy him ; I shall be sick, till I see him ; yet when I 
do see him, I shall weep out mine eyes. 

George. I'd fain see a woman weep out her eyes; 
that's as true, as to sav a man's cloak burns when it 
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hangs in the water. I know joall weep, mistieaE: 
"but what says the painted cloth? 

7Viu( not a komoh what tht cricii 
j^ ihe'U pump water fiom her eyes, 
tPitha wetftitgeri and infatttr thomert, 
Then April tnhen he rain* dow» flowen. 
Wife. I, but George, that painted cloth is worthy to 
behang'dnp for lying: all women have DOt tears at 
wiU, unless they have good cause. 

Oeorge. Aye, but mistress, how easily will they find 
a cause? and as one of our cheese -trenchere says, very 
learnedly, 

Jt out ofmrrmaood bees tuck hmetf} 
At from poor cHeatt takers /irk money; 
Ai panteyfrom a roasted coney ; 
So, tho' ^he day be ne'er to lunny, 
If mvu vili have it rain, doum then itdrioesi 
The ealmeii hutbandt make the stormyett vises. 
IF^e. Tame, George I but I ha' done stomtiog now- 
GeoTge. Why, that's well done, good mistress; throw 
aside this fashion of your humour; be not phautastica) 
in wearing it; storm no more, long no more. — This 
longing has made you come short of many a good thing 
that you might have had from my master. Here comM 
the duke I 

Enter Duke, Fluello, Piob.atto, Sikezi. 
W\fe. Ob, I beseech you pardon my offence, 
Id that I durst abuse your Grace's warrant ;- 
DeUver forth my husband, good my lord. 
Duht. Who is her husband 7 
JFIaeifo. Candido, my lord. 
Duke. Where is he ? 
Ifife. He's among the lunatlcks. 

*' but wAot Hiri tte yiaitted cloth ?] This alladei to the faahioB in 
tli« old tapeXij-baiiEiDgi, of mottoa and maral watenceB &om tho 
iDOoAs at the Gpireii woiked oi printed in tliem See nates bj 
Hr. Theobald and Mr. Staereni on At ym Idit it, A. 8. S. 1. nheie 
several ioBlaiiees aze given of ^ MM i^tlie vi»^ 
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Hfl wat a roan made up without a gall ; 
Nothing conld move- him, nothing could convert 
Hia meek blood into fury ; yet like a monster, 
I often beat at the moat constant rock 
Ofhii unshaken patience, and did long 
Tovejt him. — 

Duke, Did you so ? 

Ffi/e. And for that purpose, 
Had warrant from your grace to cany him 
To Beth lem -monastery ; whence they will not free him 
Without your grace's hand that seot him in. 

Duke. You have long'd fair ; 'tis you are mad, I fear : 
Tis fit to fetch him thence, and keep you there. 
If he be road, why would you have him forth? 

George. And ptease your grace, he's not stark mad ; 
but only talks like a young gentleman, somewhat phan- 
tastically: that's all: there's a thousand about your 
court, city, and country, madder than he. 

Duke. Provide a warrant, you shall have out hand. 

George. Here's a warrant ready drawn, my lord. 

"Duke. Get pen and ink, get pen and ink. 
Enter Castrocbio. 

Cattruchio. Where is my lord the duke ? 

Duke. How now ? more mad-men I 

Cattruchio. I have strange news, my lord. 

Duke. Of what? of whom? 

CattrucJiii}. Of Infelice, and amaniage. 

Duke. Ha ! where ? with whom 7 

Guiruetao. Hlpolito. 

George. Here, my lord. 

Duke. Hence with that woman I void the room I 

HueUo., Away! the duke's vex'd. 

George. Whoop 1 come, mistress, the duke's mad too. 

DbAe. Who told me that Hlpolito was dead? 

Castruchio. He diat can make any man dead, the 

Doctor. But, my lord, he's as full of life as wild-fire, 

and as quick. Hlpolito, the doctor, and one more, rid 

hence uiis evening; the inn at which they light is 

" Dah Tbe lint edidoD gives tbil Ipecch to OofnieUo. 
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Bethlem-manutery. Infelice com«s from Bergamo' 
and meets them there. Htpolito is mad, for be meaas 
this day to be married. The afteinooD is the hour, and 
frier Aoselmo is the knitter. 

Duke. From Bergamo 1 is't possible? it cannot be. 
It cannot be. 

Cattntchio. I wil] not swear, my lord ; 
But this inieliigence f took from one 
Whose brains work in the plot. 

Duke. What's he 1 

Castruchio. Matheo. 

ftuello. Matheo knows all. 

Pioratto. He's Hipolito's bosom. 

Duke. How far stands Bethtem hence ? 

Omnet. Six or seven-miles. 

Duke Is't even bo ? 
Not mamed till the sl^rnoon you say ? 
Stay, stay, let's work out some prevention. 
Howl this is most strangle; can none 
But mad-men serre to dress their wedding-diDtier ?» 
All of you get presently to horse. 
Disguise yourselves like country gentlemen. 
Or riding citizens, or so ; and take 
Each man a several path, hut let us meet 
At Bethlem-manastery, some space of time 
Being spent betweep the arrival each of other. 
As if we came to see the Innaticks. 
To horse ! away 1 be secret on your lives ; 
Love must be punlsh'd, that unjustly thrives. [Exeunt. 

I^uello. Be secret on your lives ! Castruchio 
Y'are but a scurvy spaniel. Honest lord 1 
Good lady I zounds, their love is just, 'tis gogd; 
And I'll prevent you, tho' I swim in blood. [Eii*. 

Enter Frier Anselho, Hipolito, Matheo, Infelice. 

HipotUo. Nay, nay, resolve good father, or deny. 

Antehtto. Yon press me to an act, both full of danger 
And full of happiness; for I behold 
Your father's frowns, his threats: nay, perhaps death. 
To him that dare do this : yet, noble lord, 
Such comfortable beams break thro' these cloudu 
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'By this bieit marriE^, that (your honour'd word 
Beii^ pawn'd in my defence) I will tie fast 
The holy wedding knot. 

H^liio. Tuflh, fear not Ae duke. 

Arutlmo. O son, wisely to fear, is to be free from fear. 

Hipolilo. You have our words, and you shall have 
our lives 
To g^ard you safe from all ensuing danger. 

Malheo. 1, 1, chop 'en up and away. 

Jatelmo. Stay when is't fit for me, safest for you. 
To entertain this business? 

HipolUo. Not till the evening. 

Aatelmo. Be't so : there's a chapel stands bard by. 
Upon the west end of the abbey-wall. 
Thither convey yourselves, and.when the sun 
Hath tum'd hts back upon this upper world, 
I'll marry you ; that done, no thund'ring voice 
Caa break the sacred bond; yet, lady, here you are 
most safe. 

Infelke. Father, your love's most dear. 

Matheo. I, well said; lock us into some little room 
by ourselves, diat we may be mad for an hour or two. 

HipoUto. 0, good MaUieo, no ; let's make no noise. 

Matheo. How I no noise ! do you know where you 
are? 'afoot, amongst all the mad-caps in Milan: so 
that to throw the bouse out at window will be the 
better, and no man will suspect that we lurk here « to 
riteal mutton. The more sober we are, the more scurvy 

" to iteat nuflim] J. e.lo ileal a vench. Mutlun, in the langoage 
of the time*, ngnified aJiUt dejoyt. So, in 7^ Virgin Martyr, by 
Mauin^ and Dekkac. A. S. S. S : " She'll do wdl enough there ; 
" for pruonen are more huogiy after nultDa, than calch-pole« after 

MBnton's Diiteh Cnurlam, A. 9 : "1 have a pian ef mutliin and 
" a leaClm-bed fotyou at all timea." 

Giaen's Frytr Bum md Fryv Bungay, Sign. B I : " The old 
" lecher bath gotten koli/ miUtim to hioi, a nunne, m]P laid." 
. Again, Bellairont BajB in the pteient Scene; " Baal lamb, 
" ihrae you lie ; for 1 am nuttim." 

Laetd nuttun ii frequently mratioDed in Shakipeaie and other 
wiitera. See the Note* of Mr. Theobald, Mr. Stee*en<, and Mr. 
Malone, on flie IVb Ot t itwaf Ftrem., A. I. 8. 1. 
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'tis ; and tho' the frier tdia us, that here we are safest, 
I'm not of his mind ; for, if those lay here that had k»t 
their miHiey, noae wonld ever look after thera : but here 
are none but those that have lost their wits; so that if 
hue and cry be made, hidier they'll cfflne, and mj 
reaKU is, because none goes to be married till he be 
stark-mad. 

HipoUto. Haffle yourselves ; yonder's Flnello. 
Enter Flobllo. 

Mathto. Zoands! 

FUtelio. O, my lord, these cloaks are not for this 
rain : the tempest is taa great ; I come sweating to tell 
you of it, that you may get out of it. 

Matheo. Why, what's the matter? 

FlutUo. What's the matter I you have matter'd it 
fair : the duke's at band. 

Omnet. The duke ! 

Fhielio. The very duke. 

HipiMo. Then all our plots are tum'd upon ovr 
heads; and we are blown up with oar own undermin- 
ings. 'Sfoot, how, how comes he I what villahi durst 
betray our being here ? 

FlueUo. Castruchio ; Castruchio told die dake, and 
Matheo here told Castruchio. 

Bipolilo. Wonld yon betray me to Castruchio? 

Matheo. 'Sfoot, he damn'd himself to the pit of heO, 
if be spake on't again. 

HipoUia. So did you swear to me ; to were you damn'd. 

Matheo. Vox on 'em ! and there be no faith in man, 
if a man shall not believe oaths. "> He took bread and 
salt by this light, that be would never open his lips. 

HipolUo. O god, O god ! 

Atuebno. Son, be not desperate, have patience, you 
shall trip your enemy down by his own sleights. How 
far is the duke hence? 

* Hi tmA bnad unit toK] See Note 41 to Ganrnm Gwlon'i NmU^, 
Vol. II. 

Anin.ioB^niabjIlkh'BDaa-iptwna/IrdauI, t610,p.S9: *' I 
" will troit him better, that afiereth to iweaie b^ brmd ami ub. 
" thsD tdm tliM offeToth to awean b; tike Bible," 
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Fluello, He's bat new set out : CaBtruchlo, Pioratto, 
and Sinezi, come along with him : you have time 
enough yet to prevent them, if you have but courage. 

Ansebno. You ehall steal secretly into the chapel, 
And presently be married. If the duke 
Abide here sull, spite of ten thousand eyes. 
You shall 'scape hence like friers. 

HipoUlo. O blest di^ttise I O happy man! 

Amelmo. Talk not of happiness, till your Clos'd hand 
Have her by th' forehead like the lock o f time . -- 
Be not too slow, nor hasty, now you criuib ' — 

Up to the tow'r of bliss ; only be wary 
And padent, that's alL If you lik^ my plot. 
Build my dispatch ; if not, (farewel) then not. 

HipoUto. O, yes, we do appland it ; we'll dispute 
No longer, but will hence and execute. 
Pluello, you'll stay here ; let us be gOne. 
The ground Uiat freighted lovers tr^ upon 
Is stuck with thorns. 

Jntelmo. Come, then, away. Tis meet. 
To escape those thorns, to put on winged feet. 

[Exeunt JnitbHo, Hipoliio,and InfeUce. 

Matheo. NowoTds,Ipray,Flnetlo;foritstand8UBapon 

Fiitello. Oh, sir, let that be your lesson. 
Alas, poor lovers I oa what hopes and fears 
Men toss themselves for women ! when she's'fot. 
The best has in her that which pleasetfa not. 
£nlerlAeDcKE,CASTROCHio,PiOBATTo,ati(lSiNEzi, 
Jrom ineral doort, muffkd. 

Duke. Who's there?— 

CaslTuchio. My lord I 

Duke. Peace, send that lord away ; 
A lordship will spoil all : lefs be all fellows. 
What's he? 

Castruchio, Fluello ; or Sine^, by his little legs. 

Omne«. All friends, all friends. 

Duke. What ! met upon the very point of time. 
Is this the place ? 

Pioratto. This is the place, my lonL 
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Duke. Dnun y&a on ludehipa i come, no more locda, 
pray. 
You have not leea these lorers yet? 

Omtui. Not yet. 

Dukt, Caatruchio, art thou Buie this wedding feat 
Is not till aflemoon 7 

Ctutruchio. So 'tis given out, my lord. 

Duke. Nay, nay, 'tie like ; thieves must observe their 

Lovers watch minntes like astroaomers. 
How shall the interim hours by ng be spent? 

FUtello. Let's all go see the mad men. 

Ommm. Mass I content. 

Enter TowK like a sweeper. 

Duke. Oh, here comes one ; question him, question 
hiid. 

FbteOo. How now, honest fellow ? dost thou beloi^ 
to the house T 

Town, Yes, forsooth, I am one of the implements; I 
sweep the mad men's rooms, and fetch straw for 'em; 
and bay chains to tie 'em, and rods to whip 'era. I 
was a mad wag myself here once ; but I thank father 
^nselmo, be lash'd me into my right mind again. 

Duke. Anselmo is the frier must marry them ; 
QuesdoQ him where he is. 

Ccutruekio. And where is father Anselmo, now ? 

rotPD- Marry, he's gone but e'en now. 

Duke. Aye, well done : tell me, whither is he g^ne? 

Town. Why, to God a'mighty. 

FUtello. Ha, ha, this fellow is a fool, talks idly. 

Pioratto. Sirrah, are all the mad folks in Milan 
brought hither ? 

Toan. How, all? there's a qaestion, indeed I Why, 
if all the mad folks in Milan should come fatther, there 
would not be \eh ten men in the city. 

Duke. Few gentlemen oi courtiers here, ha? 

Town. Oh yes, abundance, abundance! landa no 
sooner fall into their hands, but strait they run oat 
o'their wits. Citizens' sons and heirs are free t>( the 
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house bj their fathers' ct^y. Farmeni whis come 
hither lilte geese, in flocks ; aad, when they ha' sold all 
xheii corn-fields, here they sit and pick the straws. 

Sitiexi. Kletbinks you should have woroeu here, as 
well as men. 

Town. Oh, I : a plague 00 'em wthete's no ho with 
them ; they are madder than march-hares. 

Ftueilo. Are there no lawyers here amon^t you? 

Town. Oh no, not one : never any lawyer. We dare 
not let a lawyer come in ; for he'tl make 'em mad faster 
than we can recover 'em. 

Duke- And how long is't ere you recover any of these? 

TotBit. Why, according to the quantity of the mioon 
that's ^ot into 'em. An alderman's son will be mad a 
great while, a very great while ; especially if his fdeuds 
left him well. A whore will hardly come to her wits 
again. A puritan, there's no hope of him, unless he 
may pull down the steeple, and hang himself i'the bell- 
ropes. 

Fluello. I perceive all sorts of fish come to your net. 

ToiBH. Yes, in truth : we have '' blocks for all heads ; 
we have good store of wild oats here. For the courtier 
is mad at the citizen ; the citizen is mad at the coun- 
tryman; the shoemaker is mad at the cobl^; the 
cobler at the carman ; the punk is mad, that the mer- 
chant's wife is no whore ; the merchant's wife is road^ 
that the punk is so common a whore. — God'a-io, here', 

)* fAcre*! us Ad vilh diMm] i. e. there are no boonda or iiKlnlliU 
wiOi them. So, in Green's Fryer Baem and Frytr Bum/, Sign. 
O ■ : " — for he once loved the fair m&id of FTCBing field out of 

Nwh's Ltaten Stuff, 1599 : ■' — there ii no bi with him, bat once 
' ' heartened thus. &c." 

Again in the Waman tnni'd Bully 16T5, p. BT. •• Thare will be 
" no he with him." I. B. 

"Uicb/irruUhABfa,'] i. e. haU. See Mr. Steeiens'i Note on 
Sing Lear, A. 1. S. 6. 

Again, in Ljly't EijphaaandkuEngttt»d,f,5l : — " which laiiatia 
" of channgiiig beios ofCentimei noted of a grave gentleman of Na- 
" plei, who having bongbt a hat ^ the ntuatjatliiin and lart Much in 
" all Italy, and wearing ft bat nM dale, itwaa told him that it Wm 
" itat*, &G." 
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Tathei Ansdmol Pray say nolhtDg, that I telltalesoot 
of the schooL [£xtt. 

Omnet. Qod bless you, father t 

Enter Akselho. 

Antelmo. Thank you, gentlemen. 

CnttmcUo. Pray may we see some of those wretched 

That here are in your keeping ? 

Aiueimo. Yes, you shall : 
Bat, gentlemen, I must disann you then. 
Iliere are of madmen, as tbere are of tame, 
AU hiunour'd not alike. We have here some 
So apish and fantastick, play with a feather; 
And, Iho' 'twould grieve a soul to see God's image 
So blenusL'd and defac'd, yet do they act 
Snch antick, and such pretty lunacies. 
That, spite of sorrow, tney will mdce you smile. 
Others, ag^n, we hare, like hungry lions. 
Fierce as wild bulls, nntameable as flies; 
And these have oftentiroes from strangers' sides 
Snatch'd lajHers suddenly, and done much harm. 



Antelmo. Here take these weapons in. 
Stand off a little, pray; so, so, 'tis well. 
I'll shew you here a man, that was sometimes 
A very grave aod wealthy citizen ; 
Has served a 'prenticesbip to this misfortune. 
Been here seven vears, and dwelt in Bergamo, 

Duke. How fell he from his wits? 

An»eliKt). By loss at sea. 
I'll stand aside, question him you alone; 
For, if he spy me, he'll not speak a word. 
Unless he's thoroughly vext. 

[DiKoveri an old man, wrapt m a net, 

Flueih. Alas, poor soul ■ 

Cattnehio. A very old man. 

Duke. Ood speed, father. 

1. Madman. God speed the plough : thou shalt not 
^eed mel 
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Pioratto. We see you, old man, for all you dance in 
a net. 

1 Madman. True : but thou wilt dance in a baiter, 
and I shall not see thee. 

Jnselmo. O, do not vex hira, pray. 

Oulruihio. Are you a fisherman, father? 

1 Madman. No, I'm neither fiah nor flesh. 

Fluello. What do you with that net, then? 

1 Madman. Do'st not see, fool ! there's a fresh sal- 
mon in't. If you step one foot further, youll be over 
shoes ; for you see I'm over head and ears in the salt 
water : and if you fait into diis whirlpool, where I am, 
y'are drown'd ! y'are a drown'd rat ! — I am fishing here 
for five ships, but I cannot have a good draught; for 
my net breaks still, and breaks; but I'll break some of 
your necks, and I catch you in my clutches. Stay, 
stay, stay, stay, stay : where's the wind, where's the 
wind, where's the wind, where's the wind ? Out, you 
gulls, you goosecaps, you gudg'eon-eaters ! Do you look 
for the wind in the heavens ? ha, ha, ha, ha I no, no I 
Look there, look there, look there ! the wind is always 
at that door. Hark, how it blows ! poos', poofTipoofT. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha. 

1 Madman. Do you laugh at God's creatures? Dd 
vou mock old age, you rogues? Is this grey beard and 
head counterfeit, that you cry ha, ha, ha? — Sirrah, art 
not thou my eldest son ? 

Pioratto. Yes, indeed, father. 
1 Madman. "Then tb'art a fool : for my eldest son 
had a ^polt foot, crooked legs, a veijuice face, and a 

■" o port fto*,] a poltfoot neenaXo he tii» tame wenow ail a ^ibty 
foal. So, m Ben Jonaon'a Poetaua; A. 4. S. 7 : 

" What'ii become of my little punk VeoiU, and the poaitfM 
" stinkard het husband 1 ha !" 



" Vulean wm punted cnrioosly, yet with' a a poltfinte." 
Ibid. p. 85. 

" Venns wm contetit to take the black-enulh with hie foitlt 
fcBte." 

Dekkar** TiUmaia ditamnd, 16tO. Sign. C. 
" new bootes to hide tiapollfaite" 
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'> pear-coloar'd beard : I made him a adudar, and he 
made himielf a fooL — Simh 1 thon, there, hold out 
thy hand. 

Dmke. Hy hand? well, here 'tis. 

1 MadmtM, Look, look, look, look! has be aot long 
nails, and short hair ? 

FlMtUo. Yes, monstroDS short hair, and abominable 
long nails. 

1 Madman. Teu-peuny nails, are they not ? 

fUtello. Yes, ten-penny ndU. 

1 Madman, Such nails had my second boy. Kneel 
down, thou varlet, and ask ihy father blessing. Such 
nails had my middlemost sod, and I made him a pro- 
moter: and he scrap'd, and scrap'd, and scnip'd, till 
he got the devil and all ; but he scrap'd thus, and thus, 
and thus, aid it went under his legs; till, at length, a 
company of kites, taking him for carrion, swept up all, 
all, all* all, all, all, alll— If you love your lives, took to 
yonnelves 1 see, see, see, see 1 the Turk's gallies are 
fighting with my ships fr bounce goes the guns: oh! 
cry the men: romble, romble go the waters. — AlasI 
there 1 'tis sunk, — 'tis sunk : I am undone 1 1 am un- 
done! you are the damn'd pirates have undone me, — 
you are, by th' lord ! you are ! stop 'em ; you are I 

Anteimo. Why how now, sirrah, must I fall to tame 
youT 

1 Madman. Tame mel no: 111 be madder than a 
roasted cat : see, see ! I am burnt with gnnpowder I 
these are our close fights ! 

Atuelmo. I'll whip you, if you grow uuruly thus. 

IJtfadnuin. Whip mel out, you toad! whip mel what 
justice is this, to whip me because I am a beggar X — 
Alas I I am a poor man ; a very poor man : I am 
starved, end have, had no meat, by this light, ever since 
the great flood : I am a poor man I 

^nwbno. Well, well, be quiet, and you shall have 
meat. 

1 Madman. I, T, pray do ; for, look yon, here be my 
guts : these are my ribs; — you may look thro' my ribs ; 

i> fwr-GDloin'd-Aaiinl:] S«a Note 111 to the.^MMfc 3>v*>iy- 
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see how my guts come out — these are my red guts, my 
very guts ; oh, oh! 

Jjuelmo. Take him in there. 

Omnts. A very piteous sight. 

CattTvckio, Father, [ see you have a busy charge. 

Antelmo. They must be ua'd hke childTen ; pleas'd 
with toys. 
And anon whipt for their uDTuliuesa. 
I'll shew you now a pair quite different 
From him that's gone ; he was all words : and these, 
Unless you urge 'em, seldom spend their speech ; 
But have their tongues. La, you ; this hithermost 
Fell from the happy quietness of mind, 
About a maiden, that he iov'd, who died: 
He follow'd her to church, being full of tears, 
And, as her body went into the ground. 
He fell stark-mad. That is a married man, 
Was jealous of a fair, but (as some say) 
A very virtuous wife; and that spoil'd him. 

3 Madvtan. All these are whore-mougers, and lay 
with my wife : whore, whore, whore, whorCf w^ore ! 

Fluetto. Observe him. 

2 Madman. Gaffer shoe-maker^ you puU'd on my 
wife's pumps, and then crept into her. pantofles : lie 
there, lie there !-— This was her taylor ; you cut out her 
loose-bodied gown, and put in a yard more than I al- 
low'dher: li^ there, by the shoe -makers. — O, master 
doctor, are you here ? you gave me a purgation, and 
then crept into my wife's chamber, to feel her pulses ; 
and you said, and she said, and her maid said, that they 
went pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat: doctor, I'll put 

5011 anon into my wife's urinal.— Heic;h, come aloft, 
ack:. this was her school -master, and taught her to 
play upon the '* virginals : and still his Jacks leapt up, 

"" arpnaU;'] " A viTginid, says Mr. SteerenB, as I am infoTmed, . 
" is a TGiy small kind of gpianel. Queen Elizabeth's nrginal-book . 
" is vet in being, and many of the lessjus in it have proved bo 
" dimcalt, as to baffle oat most eipeil playsiB an the bupsichard." 
See Note on the WmUr't Tale, A. 1 . S. !. Bloont, in hi. Giono- 
gngs/iia, aajri, this musical instiament is called virgimU, bectuUB 
maid* and vi^ins do most commonly play on them. . * 
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Dp: jou prick'd her out nothing bat bawdj lenons; 
biit 111 pnck joa all ! fiddler — docUv — taylor — ihoe- 
nulcer, — dKwmakcr — fiddler — doctor — taylor — bo ! — 
lie with my «i/e again, dow! 

OutrueMo. See how he note* the other now be fteds. 

2 Madmam. Give me aome porridge. 

3 JlfadiMui. 111 gt*e thee none. 

2 Madma*. Give me so«ae porridge. 

3 Madman. I'll noi give tbee a bit. 

2 Madman. Give me that " flap-dragon. 

SMcdMum. I'll not give thee ■ Bpoonfbl! thou Oest, 
it's no dragon ; 'tis apanot, that I bought (oimj ■iveet- 
heart, and I'll keep it 

2 Madman. » Here's an almond for parrot. 
ZMadmoH. Hang thyself. 

^Uadman. Here's a rope for parrot.* 

3 Madman. Eat it, for I'tl eat this. 

2 Madman. I'll shoot at thee, an' thoolt give me 
none. 

3 Madman. Wo't thou ? 

3 Madman. I'll run a tilt at thee, an' thou'lt give me 
none. 

3 Madman. Wo't Aon ? do, an' thou dar'st. 

2 Madman. Bounce. 

3 Madman. Oh ! I am slain ! — murder, murder, 
murder I I am ilatn : my brains are beaten out. 

Antelmo. How now, you villains I bring me whips: 
ril whip you. 

3 Madman. I am dead I 1 am slain I ring ont the 
bell, for I am dead. 

J^Hirnfon.] A flap-dragm, says Dr. Johnson, Note lo the 
nd Fan of Hairy IV. A. t. S. 4. ■■ u Hune Bmatl comboo^le 



.1, 16)5, p. 65. 
n ttbiumdfar pamit.] The title of a PuDphlet, called, 
" An Aimondfor a Parrot, er dthbert Cuny-huai Ahm," B. L. 
Ho date i» here alluded to. 

■ It ia doubtfnl it Naeh'a Tract be here alloded to. The vra> 
■am«wonlVaietobefoaDdm"£^gluhmenforBiTHonej." 1616. 
" An almond for panet — a rope for pairet. C. 
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Duke. How will you do now, sirrah ? you ha' kill'd 
him. 

^Madmati. I'll answer't at sessions He was eating 
of almond -butter, and I long'd for't: the child had 
nerer been deliver'd out of my belly, if 1 had not kill'd 
him. I'll answer't at sessions, so my wife may be 
burnt i' th' hand too. 

Ansehno. Take 'em in both ; bury him, for he's dead. 

3 Madnuai. Aye, indeed, 1 am dead ; put me, I pray, 
into a good pit-hole. 

2 Madman. I'll answer't at sessions. [Exeunt. 

Enter Bellatront mad. 

jintebno. How now, huswife, whither gad yoa ? 

Bellqfront. A nutting, forsooth. How do you, 
ffaffert how do you, gaffer? there's a French curt'sy 
for you too. 

miiello. Tis Bellafront. 

Fiatatlo. Tis the punk, by ih' lord. 

Duke. Father, what's she, I pray? 

Anaelmo. As yet I know not : 
She came in but this day: talks little idly. 
And therefore has the freedom of the house. 

Beili^Toni. Do not you know me? nor you? nor 
you ? nor you ? 

Omnes. No, indeed. 

Bellafront. Then you are an ass, — and you are an 
ass, — and you are an ass; for I know you. 

Afuelmo. Why, what are they ? come, tell me, what 
are they ? 

Bellafront. They're fish-wiTes: will you buy any 
gudgeons? '^ Ood's-santy, yonder come friers I 1 know 
them too: how do you, frier? 

Eitter HiFOLiTo, Matheo, and Infelice, ditguUed 
in the habits of friers. 

Anaelmo. Nay, nay, away ; you must not trouble 

The duke is here, speak nothing. 

" G«r«-Hin<!),] See a Note on TTu iltrthimt if Vrnio, toI. HI* 
p. 19T. edit. 1718. Perhaps, however, God't-unty is onlj a CDi' 
rnptiDn ot Gai'i MtiAi^, or Gti^i Smtt, S. 
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Belii^Ttmt, Kkj, indeed, 50a dull not go ; well 
run mt faarlibreak fint ; and jon ihall be in helL 

Matkeo. Hj ponk. tom'd mad whore, aa all hex iel- 
lowa are 1 

HipoUto, Speak nothing; bat Meal hence, whenyoa 
■pjr time. [oride. 

Aiuelmo. Ill lock yon op, if y'are nnroly ; fie ! 

BeUq/roaf. Fxl marry, fob! they shall not go, in- 
deed, till 1 ha' told 'em their fortunes. 

DmIu. Good father, give ber leave. 

BeUq/VoRt. I pray, good father ; and 111 girejoa my 
bletaing. 

Jntelmo. Well, then, be brief; bat, if you are tfaiu 
nnrnly, 
11) have you lock'd up fast 

Pioratto. Come, to their fortunes. 

BtUafroMl. Let me see, one, two, three and fbnr. I'll 
bcttin with the little finger first. Here's a fine hand, 
indeed ! 1 never saw frier have snch a dainty hand : 
here's a hand for a lady ! here's youi fortune : 
You lore a friar better than a nun ; 
Yet loi^ you'll lore no frier, nor no frier's son. 
Bow a little : the lioe of life is out ; yet, I'm afraid. 
For all you're holy, youll not die a maid. 
" Now to you, frier "Tuck. 

Matkeo. God send me good luck. 

BeliqfTont, You love one, and one loves you; 
You are a false knave, and she's a Jew : 
Here is a dial, that false ever goes. — 

Malh^o. O, your wit"" drops. — 

Bellafroni, 'froth, so does your nose ; 

" tdc'tt run at bariffmJu] Uttletoa explain* .ctonit annduv, 
borle; break, when titej dance t^dng tlieii htoid* raaad. 
So in 77m Virpn Mortifr, A. i. S- !■ 

" He u atterli-biafc. and the last couple aie now in belt." 
T^Guonlian, A.1. S. 1. 

Hey.da; ! there are a legion of jonng Cnpidi 

Ac hatU-breiA. 
" Now Id you, frier Tack.'] Fiier Tnck ii inbodiiced into Man- 
day's Plaj of Bebert of Himlmglim, part IL !U lb* Choro*. 
■■■rif] 80 the fint edition. All the reat nad net. . 
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Nay, lefa shake bands with you too. 

Pray open : here's a fine hand. 

Ho, frier, ho ; God be here ! 

So he had need ; you'll keep good cheer. 

Here's a Tree Ubie, but a frozen breast ; 

For you'll starve those that love you best : 

Yet you have good fortune ; for, if I am no lier. 

Then you are no frier ; nor you, nor you, no frier. 

Ha, ha, ha, ha ! [Discovert them. 

Duke. Are holy habits cloaks for villainy ? 
Draw all your weapons. 

BipolUo. Do, draw alt your weapons. 

Duke. Where are your weapons ? draw. 

Omnet. The frier has gull'd us of 'em. 

Matheo. rare Uick I 
You ha' learnt one mad poiat of arithmetick. 

Hipolito. Why swells your spleen so high? against 
what bosom 
Would you your weapons draw? her's! 'tis your 

daughter's : 
Mine I 'tis your son's. 

'DkAtc. Son? 

Matheo. Son, by yonder sun. 

H^lito. You cannot shed blood here, but 'tis your 

To spill your own blood, were damnation. 
Lay smooth that wrinkled brow, and I will throw 
Myself beneath your feet, 
. Let it be rugged still and flinted o'er ; 
What can come forth but sparkles, that will bum 
Youraeir and us ? she's mine ; mv claim's most good ; 
She's mine by marriage, tho' she s your's by blood. 
Jruelmo.* {Kneeling.) I have a hand, dear lord, deep 
in this act : 
For I foresaw this storm ; yet willingly 
Put forth to meet it. Oft have 1 seen a father 
Washing the wounds of his dear son in tears ; 
A son to curse the sword, that struck his fatber; 
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Both sUin flh' quurd <rf ^oor ftmlUes. 

Those Man are now ta'en off: and 1 beseedi joa 

To seal oar pardoD. Ail was to this eod ; 

To turn the aDtieot hates of yonr two houses 

To fresh green friendship, that youi; lorn might look 

Like the spring's forehead, comfortably sweet; 

And yonr vext soals in peaceful union meet. 

Their blood will now be your's, your's will be dieir's ; 

And happiness shall crown yonr silver hairs. 

Huelio. You see, my iord, there's now no remedy, 

Omnet. Beseech your lordship. 

Duke. You beseech fair ; yoa have me in place fit 
To bridle me. Rise, frier ; you may be glad 
You can make mad men tame, and tame men mad. 
Since fate bath conquer'd, I must rest ctHitent ; 
To strive now would but add new pnnishmeBt: 
I yield unto your happiness. Be Uest ; 
Our families shall henceforth breathe in rest. 

Ommet. O happy change! 

Duke. Your's now is my content ; 
I throw upon your joys my full consent 

Beliafront. Am not I a good g^, for finding the frier 
in the well 7 Ood's-so, you are a brave man I wiH not 
you buy me some sugar-plumbs, because I am so good 
a fortune-teller? 

Dake. Would'st thou had'st wit, thou pretty soul, to 

As I have will to give. 

Bellqfront. Pretty soul ! a pretty soul is better than 
a pretty body. Do not you know my pretty soul? I 
know you : ia not your name Matheo? 

Matbeo. Yes, lamb. 

Bellajroiit. Baal lamb, there you lie; for "'lam 
mutton. Look, fine man! he was mad for me once; 
and I was mad for him once; and he was mad for her 
once: and were you never mad? yes, I warrant. I 
had a fine jewel once, a very fine jewel I and that 
naughty man stole it away from me : a very fine jewel ! 

» J am rauHm.] See Note 68. 
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Duke. What jewel, pretty maid? 

Bellafimt. Maid ! nay, that's a lye. O, 'twas a rery 
rich jewel, call'd a maidenhead : and had not you it, 
leerer. 

Matheo. Out, you mad ass, away. 

Dake. Had he thy maidenhead? he shall make thee 
amends, and marry thee. 

BtWijrml. Shall he ? '■ brave Arthur of Bradley 
then I 

Ihtke. And if be bear the mind of a gentleman, 
Iknowhe will, 

Matheo, 1 think 1 rifled her of some such paltry 

Duke. Did you? then marry her; you see the 
wrong 
Has led her spirits into a lunacy. 

Matheo. How, marry her, my lord ? 'sfoot, marry a 
mad woman! let a man get the tamest wife he can 
come by, she'll be mad enough afterwards, do what he 
can. 

Ztuke, Nay, then, father Anselmo here shall do his 
best. 
To bring her to her wits. And will you, then ? 
Matheo. I cannot tell : 1 may chuse. 
Duke. Nay, then law shall compel : I tell yon, sir. 
So much her hard fate mores me, you should not 

breathe 
Under this iur, unless you married her. 
Matheo. Well, then, when her wits stand in their 

right place, I'll marry her. 
Bellafront, 1 thank your grace. Matheo, thou art 
mine. 
I am not mad; but put on diis disguise 
Only for yon, my lord ; for you can tell 
Much wonder.ofme: but yon are gone!— farewel! — 

■■ O brm Arthur tf Bradley^ An alliuioD to the old Ballad of 
that name, which Is printed in " Ad antidote against melancholy, 
madeupin pills,'' IMl. It ii alluded to in B. Joiuon'i Bartba- 
lemew Fair, A. J. S. 9. " Brow master; old Artlmr if BmJIfif, 
how doyoul" 
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HidMo, dxm did'it fint tun nj wmiI hbck; 
Now iMke it while agun. I do pratnt, 
rHpare as fire wow, chacte aa Cywthia's bicwit. 

fl^iiifilii I dant be iwoni, Hatkeo, abe'i indeed. 

Mmtke: Coney-calcbtl gull'd! mast I aail in jonr 
fly-boat, 
Becanae 1 belp'd to rear yoar nnin-maat fiiat? 
Flagne foand yoa (ot'tl 'tia well — 
Hie cnckold'a atamp goes cunent in all natimu : 
Some men have bonis givra them at tbor creatioiu. 
If I be one <^ tboae — whj, so I it's better 
To take a common wench, and make ha good. 
Than one that simpen, and, at &st, will scarce 
Be tempted forth over the thresboid door; 
Yet, in one se'nn^t, zounds, turns an«nt whwe. 
Come wench, thon shalt be mine ; *■ gire me thy golls. 
Well Ulk of leg* hereafter. See, my lurd ! 
God give us joy I 

Omut. God give yon joy! 

EmUr Cav dido s Wife and Gbokob. 

George. Come, mistress, we are in Bedlam now; 
mas, and see, we come in pndding-time; for here's 
thednke. 

wye, Hy hnsband, good my lord ! — . 

Duke. Have I thy husband f 

CoftTMchio. It's Caudido, my lord ; he's here among 
the tnuaticks. Father Anselmo, pray fetch him forth. 
[£ni Anselmo.] This mad woman is his wife; and, 
tho' she were not with diild, yet did she loi%, most 
spitefully, to have her husband mad ; and, becanae she 
would be sure he should turn Jew, she placed him here 
in Bethlem.— Yonder he comes ! 

Enter Caiididoim<& Ahsslmo. 

Duke, Come hither, signior. — Are yon mad ? 

Ciindido. You are not mad. 

Duke. Why, 1 know that 

Candido. Then you may know I am not mad, that 

*■ —gif m Ay fcilt,'] See Note U Tht Mayor of Qfrnbanrngk. 
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You are not mad, and that yon aie the duke. 
None is mad here, bnt one. — How do yon, wife ? 
What do yo« long for, now ?— pardon my lonl i 
She had lost faei child's nose else. I dtd cut out 
Pennyworth's of lawn ; the lawn was yet mine own : 
A carpet was my gown ; yet 'twas mine own : 
I wore my man's coat; yet the clotii mine own : 
Had a mck'd crown, the crown was yet mine own : 
She says for this I'm mad ; were her words tnie> 
I should be mad indeed. — O, foolish skill, 
la patience madness? I'll be a mad-man still. 

W^e. Forgive me, and 111 vex your spirit no miwe. 

Ddibe. Come, come, we'll have you friends. Join 
hearts, join hands. 

Candida. See, my lord, we are even. 
Nay, rise; for ill deeds kneel unto none but heaven. 

Duke. Signior, methinks patience has laid on you 
such heavy weight, that you should loath iL 

Cundido. Loath it 1 — 

Duke. For he, whose breast is tender, blood so cool, 
Hiat no wrongs heat it, is a patient fool : 
What comfort do you find in being so calm ? 

Cmidido. That which green wounds receive from 
sovereign balm ; 
Patience, my lord ! why, 'tis the soul of peace : j 
Of aB the virtues, 'tis nearest kin to heaven ; I 

It makes men lo(^ like Oods. — The best of men ' 
That e'er wore earth about him, was a sufferer; I 
A soft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil spirit. ! 

The first true gentleman , that ever breath'd ; 
Hie stock of patience, then, cannot be poor; 
All it desires it has; what monarch more? 
It is the greatest enemy to law 
That can be ; for it doth embrace all wrongs. 
And so chains up lawyers' and womens' tongues. 
"Tis the perpetual prisoner's liberty, 
His walks and orchards : 'tis the bond-slave's freedom : 
Aad makes him seem proud of each iroii chain. 
As tho' he wore it more for state than pain : 
It is the beggar's musick ; and thn* sings, 

vol. III. T 
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Although their bodies beg, their soub are kings. 
O, my dread liege I it ia ue up of bliss. 
Rears ns aloft: makes men and angels kiss: 
And (last of all) to end a honsbold strife, 
It is the honey, 'gabst a waspidi wife. 

Duke. Thou gir'at it lively colours : who dare say 
He's mad, whose words march io so good array? 
Twere sin all women should such hu^MUids have ; 
For every man must then he his wife's slave ; 
Come, therefore, you shall teach our court to shine : 
So calm a spirit is worth a golden mine. 
Wives, with meek husbands, that tovex them l<Hif , 
In Bedlam must they dwell : else dw^l^^y wrong. 

r [Exeunt. 
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The only edition of this play yet discoyeted was 
printed in 1630 (see the title at length at the end), but 
that it wu written gbortty after the first part of the 
Honest Whore, is evident from the following licence 
granted by Sir G. Bnc) then Master of the Revels, and 
to be found in the Registers of the Stationers' 
Company. 

" S9 April, 1608. The a»*- P»- of the converted 
Courtisan, or Honest Whore." • 

It is not mentioned on the title p^e that it wasever 
acted, and hence has arisen a notion that it was not re- 
presented at any of the theatres at that time : bnt con- 
sidering the excellence of the play, its varie^ of cha- 
racter and incident, and the inbmate connection of the 
author with the stage, merely this omission does not 
seem to warrant such a conclusion. It is not unlikely 
that some earlier edition than that of 1S30 may yet be 
discovered. 

The incident where Candido takes up the cudgels 
with his new wife, is given in Sir J. Harrington's 
Epigrams. Althoughthesewerenotprintedin an entire 
state until 16 18,— (See Ritson's Bibl. Poet. 236) yet 
many of them were written when their author (wno 
died in lSlS)wasa very young man. It seems probable 
that the incident was founded upon the epigram, for 
though Sir John Hamngton borrowed from the Latin 
and Italian, he most likely would not steal from an 
English play, especially when it appears that his origi- 
nality had been attacked. The following is hig Epi- 



OF A HOUSEHOLD PRAY FRIENDLY ENDED. 
A man ud wife strove eim who ilioiild be mutew. 
And hating chang'd betwoen the houwhold speeches, 
The nan in wrath bibuglit fbrOi a pair of wasters, 
And Bwoie those two would prove who wore the bieechM. 

* Mr. G. Chalmers, qootiBg thii entiy, in his Sapplenuotal 
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Be fwore that Aoold be m^ u God ikonld bicn bin. 

And cloM he laid him to hii muuI locka. 

8be BoaridnDg aathoogh ihc ■hoold not mi** him, 

laid dowi ha cadgel, u»d wid vittj mo^ 

She told him ftir bi* kiadM** dw woold Idm him 

Yen aware, said die, I iboiild the tnt hUnr give. 
And I nrtta III ne'er Krike yoa wtdle I lire. 

Ahiatleriag ilnt,*aid he, tboo dar'itnM fight! 
I am no Ian, quoih ihe, man do nM daie aw, 
.Let me 'point time and place, u 'ti* mj light 
Bj lav of challenge, and then neret ipaie me. 
Agtevi, laid he.— Then reat, quoih ihe, to ui^t ; 
To-momnr, al Cnckoldi haven. Ill prepaie me. 
Peace wife, aoid he, well csaae all lage and lancor. 
En in that harboor I will ride at anchm. 

Deklur dedicated lo Sir J. HaniDgtoD, his tract, 
called, " The Dead Tenne, or Wettmmstera complaiat 
for long Vacations and short Tenns," 1608, and in it 
bestowed a high eulogium upon the translation of 
Ariosto's Orlando. Furioso. Sir J. Harrington, (in 
Book 4. Epigr. 1 1) mentions Dekkar's " Gentle Craft," 
(meaning his play named " The ShoemakeTs Holiday, 
or the Gentle Craft.O in these tenna. 

OF A BOOK CALLED THE GENTLE CRAFT. 

Chmch yai^ 

.. .. ^_ .teadiae laughTd : 

The title of the book *a* Gentle Craft ; 

Bnt when I mark'd the matter with tcgMd, 

A Devapiung branch that in my misd did graft. 

And thui 1 laid — Sira, acorn not bim that writ it : 

A gilded blade hath aft a dudgeon half, 

And well I aee thi* writer rorea a diaft 

Neu fairest maik, yet happily not hit it ; 

For nerer «a* the like book aold in Poole* 

If ao, with gentle craft it could peiBuade 

Gn>at Prince* midat theii pomp to leam a trade ; 

Once in iheir liTea to work to mend theii eool*. 
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The foliowing eatry is contained in Sir Henry 
Herbert's Raster, kept while be held the office of 
Master of the Re?ela. 

30 July 1628— For the Prince's Players, A French 

Tragedy of The Btlbaan of Pari; written by 

Thomas Dekkirs and John Day, for the 

Company of the Red Bull. 

The following is the earliest notice of Fortunatut, in 

Henslowe's Accounts : 

" R. (i. e, received) 3 Febreary, ld96, at the 
I p of Forteanatus, £iii o o." 

If " 1 p of Portunatua," mean the fintpart of the 
play, it' may be a performance earlier than that by 
Dekkar; or if the entry be correct, and the play 
Dekkar'g, the second part has yet to be Tecovered. 
The earliest notice of Dekkar, by Henslowe, is in con- 
nection with TToiliu and Crestida, under date of 1692. 
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DRAMATIS PBftSONX. 



DUKK. 

HiPOLiTO, Butband to Iitfilke. 

Orlakdo Fbiscobaldo, Father toBeUt^ront. 

Matbeo, Hutband to Beliafiont. 

Candido, the Patient Man. 

LpDorico, alio caOed l^orta, ' 

Bekaldo. 

Caholo. . 

fontineu. 

AsTO Lro. 

Aktonio Geougio, apoor Scholar. 

BSLCALDO. 

Bbtas, th» Irish Footman. 
Bon. 

WOMEN. 

Bellafkont, fhe Aoneif Whore. 

iHrKLlCE. , 

Candido's Aride. 
MUtreu Ho&seleace, a Bawd. 
DoBOTHEA Target, 1 

Pekelope Wborehodhd, >lPhoret. 

CaTHBRINA BoDHTlNALt, } 

Fintnert, Comtable, Maitert ofBridevell, Beadlet, 
Prentkei, Paget, and Servanti. 
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THE SECOND PART OF 

THE HONEST WHORE. 



ACTUS PRIMUS. SC^NA PRIMA. 

Enter at one door Bebaldo, Carolo, Fontihell, 
AsTOLFO, toith Serving-men, or Paget attending on 
them} at another door enter Lodovico, meeting 

ladovico. Good day, Oallaots- 

Omnei. Good morrow, sw^t Lodovico. 

Lfdocico. How doest thou, Carolo? 

Carolo. Faith, as physicians do in a pl^^ae, see the - 
world sick, and am well myself. 

Fontinell. Here's a sweet mqrDing, gentlemeD. 

Lodovico. Oh, a morning to tempt Jove from his 
Ningle Gammed, which is but to give dairy wenches 
green gowos as they are going a milking; what, is thj 
u>rd stirring yet? 

^ttolfo. Yes, he will not be hors'd this hour, suie. 

Beraldo. My lady swears he shall, for she loBgs to 
be ^t court. 

., Carolo. Oh, we shall ride switch and spur ; would 
' we were there once I 

£n(er Bryan the Footman. 

LodotAeo. How now, is thy lord ready? 

Bryan. No so crees sa me, my lady will have some 
little ting in her pelly first, 

Carolo. Oh, then diey'le to breakfast. 

Xodooico. Footman, does mv lord ride i'th' coach 
with my lady, or on horseback? ' 
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Bri/mt. No foot la, my lady will have me lord ^eet 
wid her, my lord will she«t in de one side, and my lady 
■heet in de teder side. [£»!. 

LodoeUo. Hy lady sheet in de toder side 1 did yon 
ever hear a lascal talk bo like a Pagan ? Ig't not stnunge 
that a fellow of his star, should be seen here so long io 
Italy, yet tpeak so ' from a ChristiaD 7 

EiUer Amtomio Oioaaio, apoor Scholar, 

Mtoifit. An Irishman in Italyl that so strange I why, 
the nation have runnins heads. [Erdiange-maUc. 

Lodotdeo. Nay, CnnHo, this is more strange, I have 
been in France, there's few of tbem : marry, England 
they count a warm chimney-corner, tmd Uiere they 
swarm Uke crickets to the crevice of a brew-hoose ; 
bat, sir, in England I have noted one thing. 

Omaet. What's that, what's that of England ? 

Lodovieo. Marry this, sir; — what's he yonder 7 

Bert^do. A poor fellow would speak with my lord. 

Lodooieo. In England, sir, troth I ever laugh when 
I think on't: to see a whole nation should be mark't 
• i'th' forehead, as a man may say, with one iron : why, 
■ir, titere all > coster-mongers are Irishmen.* 

CaroUt. Oh, that's to shew their antiquity, as coming 
from Ere, who was an apple-wife, and they take after 
the mother. 

Omaet. Good, good, ha, ha. 

Lodovico. Why, then, should all your chimney- 
sweepers likewise be Irishmen? answer diatnow,come; 
your wit. 

Carolo. Faith, that's soon answered; for St. Patrick' 
you know keeps pu^atory, he makes the fire, and his 
countrymen could do nothing, if they cannot swe^ 
the chimnies. 

Omnes. Qood again. 

' Pnlutpf it ooglit to nm " ^tspesk to far froin s Chriitian," 
bnt tlie old copy omiu tlie adieib. C. 

* eoMr-nHn^m} Sellen of applei. 

■ DekkBiinbu " Old FoTtiiiiatiu,"1600,uitn>dnceaAndBk)cU 
sad Shadow " like Iruh CoUtrmmgfn," and the; imitate the dik- 
lect pveo in tliii play to Bijan. C. 

» St. PatriiXi ptrpaoryl See Note to Tht Fmr P'i, Tol. I. 
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Lodooico. Then, sir, hare yt>u maiiy oT them (like 
this fellow) especially those of his hair, footmen to 
noblemen and others, and the knaves are very faithfnl 
where they love ; by my faith very proper men many of 
them, and as active as the clouds, whirr, hah. 

Omnet. Are they bo ? 

Lodocico. And stout ! exceeding stout ; why, I war- 
rant, this precious wild villain, if he were put to't, 
would Gght more desperately then sixteen Dunkerks. 

A$tolfo. The women they say are very fair. 

Lodimeo. No, no, our country bona robas; oh I are 
the Bugrest delicious rogues ! 

Attoyb. Oh, look, he has. a feeling; of them. 

Lodottico. Not I, 1 protest, there's a saying when 
they commend nations : it goes, the Irishman for his 
hand, Welshman for a leg, the Englishman for a face, * 
the Dutchman for beard. 

^bntinell. I faith, they may make swabbers of them. 

Lodovko. The Spaniard, let me see, for a little foot 
(I take it) ; the Frenchman, what a pox hath he? and 
sooftherest. Are tiiey at breakfast yet? comewalk. 

Attolfo. This, Lodovico, is a notable-tongued fellow. 

Fontinetl. Discourses well. 

Beraldo. And a very honest gentleman. 

Aitolfo. Oh I he's well valued by my lord. 
Enter Bbllafromt uitk a PeHlion. 

Fontinell. How now, how now, what's she? 

Beraldo. Let's make towards her. 

BeUafront. Will it be long, sir, ere my lord come 
forth 

Attolfo. Would you speak with my lord ? 
. Lodovico. How now, what's this, a nurse's bill? 
hat!) any here got thee with child, and now will not 
keep it? 

Betlqfronl. No, sir, my business is unto my lord. 

Lodovico. He's about his own wife now, he'll hardly 
dispatch two causes in a morning. 

AtU>lfo. No matter irhat he says, fair lady, he's a 
kn^ht, there's no hold to be taken at his words. 
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PmtauU. Hy lord will pUB this way presently. 
itcnUn. A piettT plump rogue. 
Atto^. A ^>od fnsty bonncins ba^age. 
Beraldo. Do yon know her? 

Lodooiai. A pox on her, I was sure her name was in ' 
my table-boolc* once, 1 know not of what cat her die is 
now, but she has been more common than tobacco : 
this is she that had the name of the Honest Whore. 

Omncf. Is this she? 

todooico. This is the Blackamore that by washing 
was turned white : this is the birdmg-piece new scoured : 
this is she that (if any of her religion canbe saved) was 
saved by my Lord Hipolito. 

jtttoffo. She has been a goodly creature. 

LodmAeo. She has been ! that's the epitaph of all 
whores. I'm well acquainted with the poor gentleman 
her husband ; lord ! what fortunes that man has over- 
reached I . She knows not me, yet I have been in her 
company : I scarce know her, for the beauty of her 
' cheek hath (like the moon) suffered strange eclipses 
'since I beheld it: but women are like medlars no 
sooner ripe but rotten, 
A woman last was made, but is speKt first. 
Yet man is oft proved, in performance worst. 

Omna. My lord is come. 
.&it<rHipoiiTO,lHrBLiCE,an(flti>oWAtTt)iaWoM'i!r. 

BipoUto. We have wasted half this moraipg:mon^w, 
Lodovieo, ^ 

Lodomco. Morrow, madam. 

Hipolito. Let's away to horse. 

Omnei. I, I, to horse, to horse. 

BelUifront. I do beseech your lordship, let your eye 
Read o'er this wretched paper. 

ir^tito. I'm in haste; 
Pray thee, good woman, take some apter dme. 

Ittfelict. Good woman, do. 

r. Steevtat'a Note nn MiuA uAi otoM NeUmf, 
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Bettafront. Oh lu I it does c<Hiceni 
A poor man's life. 

BipoUio. Life t sweet heart ? Seat yourself, 
I'll but read this and come. 

Lodovieo. What stockings have you put on this 
morning, madam 1 if they be not yellow ^ change them ; 
that paper is a letter from some vench to youi husband. 

Iitfe&ce. Oh, sir, that cannot make me jealons. 

[Exemt. 

WpoUto. Tour business, ur, to me ? 

Antonio. Yes, my good lord. 

BifHdito. Presently, Kr ; are yon Matbeo's wife ? 

BellafroBt. That most onfortunate woman. 

B^lUo. I'm sorry 
These storms are fallen on him ; I lore Matheo, 
And any good thall do him ; he and I 
Have sealed two bonds of friendship, which are strong 
In me, however Fortune does him wrong ; 
He speaks here he's condemned. Is't so? 

BeUafront. Too true. 

HJfMlito. What was he whom he killed? oh, his^ 
name's here ; 
Old Jacomo, son to the Florentine 
Jacomo, a dc^, that to meet profit -~ 

Would to the very eyelids wade in blood 
Of his own children. Tell Matheo, 
The Duke my fether hardly shall deny 
His signed pardon, 'twas fair fight, jes, y«s. 
If rumour's tongue go true, so writes he here. 
To-morrow morning I return fi-om Coiirt^ 
Pray be you here then. I'll have done, ik, sMigbt: 
But in troth say, are you Matheo's wife ? 
You have forgot me. *■- 

BelL^nnt. No, my lord., 
SpoUto. Yonr turner, 

• >^ th^ it Mt viItDu] See Note to Tht Win, A. 4. Vol. Till. 
BoitoQ in his Anaton; of Melancholy cite* a line from k MOg 
cm Uiil tnliiect: 

" Om aw mj wUna to> uiin." 

p.S6l>.«ait.l«M.fel. O.G. 
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That made you s 

ow 1 lof«d yo» _ _ 

Wu fUJ of diacora : art Dot a good weoch atiU? 



Too know f lof«d yoa when joai veij kmI 



SMifroiU, Uiiq>h,wbeiilhadkMtin5w«7tobaaven, 
yott ihewed it : 1 waa new bora diat day. 

Emier Lodotico. 

Lodoeieo. S'foot, my kvd, your lady a^s if yon hare 
not leftyonr wench yet? When yon get in once, yon 
nerer hare done : . come, come, coaie, pay your' oM 
■core, and aeod her packing, come. 

WpaUto. Ride aoftly on before. 111 o'crtake ^oq. 

Lodooieo. Tonr lady Rwears Bbell hare no nding on 
before, vithont ye. 

ffipo/ito, Pr'ytbee, good Lodorico. 

LodotMO. Hy lord, pray haaten. 

Hipohtc. 1 come : 
To-morrow let me see you, fare you well : 
Commend me to Matheo : pray one word more : 
Does not your father live about the Court? 

Beilajront. I think he does, but such rude spots of 
shame 
Stick on my cheek, that he scarce knows my name. 

H^Uto. Orlando Friacobaldo, is't not? 

BeUafront. Yes, my lord. 

HipolUo, What does he for you? 

BeUafront. All he should : when children 
From duty atart,^ parents from love may swerve : 
He nothiog does ; for nothing I deserve. 

HipoUto, Shall I join him unto you, and restore you 
.- To woQted grace? 

Bellafronl. It is impossible. [Exit BelUtfrtrnt. 

HipoUto. It shall be put to trial : fare you well: 
The face 1 would not look on! sure then twos rare. 
When in deapight of grief, 'tis still thus fair. 
Now, sir, your business with me. 

Jnlomo. 1 am bold 
To express my love and duty to your lordship 
In these few leaves , 

HipolUo. A book ! 
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Antoaio. Yes, my good lord. 

H'ipoUto. Are you a scholar? 

Antonio. Yes, my lord, a poor one. 

Hipolito. Sir, you honour me. 
Kings may be scnolarg' patrons ; but faith tell me, '— 

To how many hands besides hadi this bird flown, 
How many partners share with me ? 

Antonio. Not one 
In troth, not one : your name 1 held more dear, 
I'm not (my lord) of that low character. 

HipoUto. Your name, 1 pray ? 

Antonio. Antonio Geo^o. 

HipolUo. Of Milan? 

Antonio. Yes, ray lord. 
. B^lito. I'll borrow leave 
To read you o'er, and then we'll tallc: till then 
Drink up this gold, good wits should love good wine, 
This of your loves, the earnest that of mine. 
How now, air, where's your lady, not gone yet? 

Enter Bhtan. 

Bryan. I fart di lady is run anay fromdee,a mighty 
deal of ground, she sent me back for dine own sweet 
foce, I pray dee come, my lord, away, wut tow go now ? 

HipoUto. Is the coach gone? Sa^le my horse, the 

Bryan. A pos a de horse's nose, he is a lousy rascally 
fellow, when I came to gird his belly, his scurvy guts 
rumbled, di horse farted in my face, and dow knowest 
an -Irishman cannot abide a fart; but I have saddled 
de hobby-horse, di fiue hobby is ready, 1 pray dee, my 
good sweet lord, wit tow go now, and I will run to de 
devil before dee ? 

Hipolito. Well, sir, I pray lets see you master scholar. 

Bryan. Come 1 pray dee, wat come sweet face ? Go. 
[Exeunt. 

Enter Lodovico, Carolo, Astolfo, Beraldo. 

Lodovico, Oodso, gentlemen, what do we foi^t ? 

Omnes. What? 

Lodovico. Are not we all enjoined as this day, Thuri- 
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day U't not? Aye, as diat day to be at the lioen- 
draper's house at dinner? 

CaroUt. Signior Candido, the patient man. 

JUU>}fo, Afore Jore, tcae, upon this day he's mar- 
ried. 

Scrotdo. I wonder, that being so stung irith a wa^ 
before, he dares venture again to come about the eav«s 



Lodonico. Oh 'tis rare sucking a sweet honey-condt; 
pray heaven bis old wife be buried deep endngb, that 
she rise not up to call for her dance, the poor fiddlera 
inalrumentB would crack for it, she'd tickle them : at 
i-^ny hand lets try what mettle is in his new bride, if 
^ there be none, well put b some ; troth it's a very noble 
citizen, I pity he should marry again ; I'll walk along, 
for it is a good old fellow. 

Cnrolo. I warrant, the wives of Milan would give 
any fellow twenty thousand duckets, that couid hot 
have the face to beg of the Duke, that all the citizens 
in Milan might be bound to the peace of patience, as 
the linen-draper is. 

Lodovico. Oh fie upon't, 'twould undo 'itll us that 
are courtiers, we should have no hoe * with the wenches 
then. 

£n<er HiPoLiTO. 

Omnei. My lord's come. 

^poUto- How now, what news ? 

Omnes. None. 

Loioeko, Your lady is with the duke her father. 

Hipolito. And we'll to them both presently, who's 
that? 

Enter Oklamdo Friscobaido. 

Onmes. Signior Friscobaldo. 

H^lito. Friscobaldo, oh! pray call him, and leave 
me; we two have bueiaess. 

Caroh. Ho Signior I Signior Friscobaldo. 
The lord Hipoltio. [Exeunt. 

Orlando. My noble lord : my lord Hipolito ! the 

'hoe] 8«e Note 7010 tlicFiist Fait of diii Flay. 
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diiif^ i '•■>■: ! '.!■' brave daughter's brave husband [- how - 
doe- von liDo ir'd lordshipl does your nobility re- '- 
mer.jbi ■ iu j; -^r a gentleman as Signior Orlando Fris- 
cobaldo '. o]d mad Orlando I 

HipoUio, Oh, air, our friends I they ought to be unto 
us as our jewels, as dearly valued, being locked up, 
and unseen, as when we wear them in our hands. I 
see, Friscobaldo, age hath not command of your blood, 
for all time's sickle has gone over you, you are Orlando 
still. 

Orlando. Why, my lord, arenot the fields mowoand 
cut down, and stript bare, and yet wear they not pied 
coats again ? tho' my head be like a leek, white, may 
not my heart be like the blade, green ? 

Bipolito. Scarce can 1 read the stories on your brow. 
Which age hath writ there, you look youthful still. 

Orlando. 1 eat snakes, my lord, I eat snakes. My 
heart shall never have a wriiiie in it, so long as I can 
<*y hem with a clear voice. 

Bipolilo. You are the happier man, sir. 
Orlando. Happy man I I'll give you (my lord) the 
true picture of a happy man ; I was turuing leaves 
over diis morning, and found it ; an excellent Italian 
painter drew it, if I have it in the right colours, I'll 
bestow it on your lordship. 
HipoUto. ! stay for it. 

Orlando. He that makes gold his wife, but not his 
whore, if 

He that at noon-day walks by a prison door, / !,'(ti-it.x-i> 

He that 'ith' sun is neither beam nor moat, ' i 

He that's not mad after a petticoat. 
He for whom poor mens' curses dig no grave. 
He that is neither lord's nor lawyer's slave, 
He that makes This his sea, and That his «hore. 
He that in's coffin is richer than before. 
He that counts youth his sword, and age his staff. 
He whose right hand carves his own Epitaph, 
He that upon his death-bed is a swan. 
And dead, no crow, he is a happy man. , 
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HipoiUo. It's very well, I thank yoa for this |»cttire. 

Orlatido. After tluB pictare (my lord) do I strive to 
have my face drawa : for 1 am not covetoua, am not in 
debt, Mt neither at the duke's side, nor lie at his feet. 
Wenching; and I have done, no man I wrong, no man 
I fear, no man I fee ; I take heed how far I walkt 
because i know yondera my home. I would not die 
like a rich man, to carry nothing away save a winding 
sheet : but like a good man. to leave Orlando behind 
roe. I sowed leaves in my youth, and I reap now books 
in my age. I fill this hand, and emp^ this, and wfaeo 
the bell shall toll lor me, tf I prove a swan, and go 
singing to my nest, why so. If a crow! throw me out 
for carrion, and flick out mine eyes. May not old 
Friacobaldo (my lord) be merry now I ha ? 

B^lito. You may ; would 1 were partner in your 

Orlando^ I have a little, have all things; I have 
nothing ; I have no wife, I have no child, have no 
chick, and why should not I be in my iocnndare ? 

H^liio. Is your wife then departed? 

OrUmdo. She's an old dweller in those high Coun- 
tries, yet not from me; here, she's here: but before 
me, when a knave and a qaean are married, they cwn- 
monly walk like Se^eants together : but a good «x>uple 
are seldom parted. 

HipoUlo. You had a daughter too, sir, had you ik»? 
^ Orlando. Oh, my lord! this old tree hqd one bran^i 
"' (and but one brandi growing out of it :) it was young, 
it was fair, tt was straight ; I prun'd it daily, drest it 
carefully, kept it from the wind, help'd it to the sun; 
yet for all my skill in planting, it grew crooked, it bore 
crabs ; I hewed It down, what's become of it, I neither 
know, nor care. 

Hg>oUto. Then can I tell you what's become of it i 
That branch is wither'd. 

Orlando. So 'twas long ago. 
i„ H^Uto, Her name I think was Bellafront; she's 
dead. 
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Orlando. Ha? dead? 

HipolUo. Yes. what of her was left, not worth the 
keeping, 
Evea in my sight was thrown into a grave. 

Orlando. Dead I my last and best peace go with herJ - 
I see Death's a good trencherman, he can eat coarse 
homely meat, aa well as the daintiest, 

Hipoliio. Why, Friscobaldo, was she homely ? 

Orlando. 0, my lordl a strumpet is one of the 
Devil's vines ; all the sins like so many poles are stuck 
upright out of hell, to be her props, that she may 
spread upon them. And when she's ripe, every slave 
has a pull at her : then must she be prest. The young 
beautiful grape sets the teeth of lust oa edge : yet to 
taste that lickrish wine, is to drink a man's own dam- 
nation. Is she dead? 

Hipolito. She's turned to earth. 

Orlando. Would she were turn'd to heaven; umh, is 
£he dead ! I am glad the world has lost one of his 
idols ; no whoremonger wiil at midnight beat at the 
doors ; in her grave sleep all my shame, and her own ; 
and all my sorrows, and all her sins. 

Uipolito. I'm glad you are wax, not marble; you are 

Of man's best temper, there are now good hopes 

That all these heaps of ice about your heart. 

By which a father's lo*e was frozen up. 

Are thawed in t^ese sweet showers fetcht from your 

eyes: 
We are ne'er like angels till our passion dies ; 
She is not dead, but lives under worse fate, 
I think she's poor ; and, more to clip her wings, 
Her husband at this hour lies in the jail. 
For killing of a man : to save his blood, 
Join all your force with mine : mine shall be shown. 
The getting of his life preserves your own. 

Orlando. In my daughter, you will say! does she 
live then? I am sorry I wasted tears upon a harlot! 
but the best is, I have a handkercher to drink them up, 
soap can wash ttem all out aggin. Is she poor ? 
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BipolUo. Trust roe, I think she is. 

Orlando. Then she's a right Btrumpet; 1 never Icnetr 
any of their trade rich two years together; sieves can 
hold no water, nor harlots hoard up money ; they have 
many vents, too many sluices to let it oat; taverns, 
taylors, bawds, panders, fidlers, swaggerers, fools, and 
knaves, do all wait upon a common harlot's trencher: 
she is the gallypot to which these drones fly : not for 
love to the pot, but for the sweet sucket within it, her 
money, her money. 

Hipolito. I almost dare pawn ray word, her bosiMn 
Gives warmth to no such snakes ; when did you see her? 

OrUmdo. Not seventeai summers. 

Hipoiitn. Is your hate so old ? 

Orlando. Older ; it has a white head, 
And shall never die till she be buried. 
Her wrongs shall be my bed-fellow. 

Hipolito. Work yet his life, since in it lives her fame. 

Orkatdo. No, let him hang, and half her infamy de- 
parts ont of the world ; I hate him for her ; he taught 
ber first to taste poison ; \ hate her for herself, because 
she refiised my physick. 

Hipolito. Nay, but Friscobaldo. 

Orlando. I detest her, I defy bolh, she's not mine, 
she's- — 

H^Uto. Hear her but speak. 

Orlando. I love no mermaids, I'll not be caught with 
a quail-pipe. 

H^Uto. Y'are now beyond all reason. 

OrUmdo. I am then a beast. Sir, I had rather be a 
beast, and not dishonour my creation, than be a doting 
father, and, like time, be the destruction of mine own 
brood. 

HipoUto. Is't dotage to relieve yonr child, being poor? 

Orlando. Is't fit for an old man to keep a whore ? 

Hipolito. 'Tis chanty too. 

Orlando. Tis foolery ; reheve her ! 
Were her cold limbs stretcht out upon a bier, 
I would not sell this dirt under my nails, 
To buy ber an houi^s breath, nor g^ this hair. 
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Unless it were to choke her. 

Htpo/Uo. Fare vou well, for I'll trouble you no more. 
[Exit. 

Orlando, And fare you well, sir, go thy ways, we ' 

bave few lords of thy making, that love wencnes for ^ 
their honesty; 'las, my girl! art thou poor? poverty 
dwells next door to despair, there's but a wall between 
them; despair is one of bell's catch-poles; and lest 
that Devil arrest her, I'll to her, yet she shall not know '~ 
me; she shall drink of my wealth, as be^ars do of 
running water, freely, yet never know from what foun- 
tain's head it flows. Shall a silly bird pick her own'- 
breastto nourish her young ones, and can a father' 
see his child starve? That were hard; the pelican''' 
does it, and shall not I? Yes, I will victual the camp 
for her, but it shall be by some stratagem ; that knave 
there her busbaud will be hanged I fear, I'll keep his 
oeckout of the nooze if I can, he shall not know how. 
£Rler iKo Sbrtino-uen. 

Orlando How now, knaves, whither wander you ? 

1 Strving-m<in. To seek your worship. 

Orlando- Stay, which of you has my purse ? what 
money have you about you ? 

% Seniag-maa. Some fifteen or sixteen pounds, sir. 

Orlando. Give it me, I think I have some gold about 
me ; yes, it's well ; leave my lodging at Court, and get 
yon home. Come nr, tho' 1 never tura'd any man out 
of doors, yet I'll be so hold as to pull your coat over 
your ears. 

1 Sening-maa. What do you mean to do, sir ? 

Orlando. Hold tJiy tongue, knave, take thou my- 
cloak ; 1 hope I play not the paltry merchant in this L— 
bartering; bid the steward of my house sleep widi 

' tilt piUBini daei it,"} TTu yomg pelican a fabled to anck the mo- 
thei'a bload. For IliBt itsuon. Kin;; Lear c&lla hit daughtei'a 
ptliean dau^len. 

Again, Shirley's Lme in a Mine, 163S : 

" The peUam lores not her young ao well, 
" That digs upoa hei bceaat a hundred springs." 
Sn Shaktfian, lol. IX. p. 466. edit. 1776. 
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opeo eyes in my absence, and to look to all things; 
whatsoerer 1 cammand by letters to be done by yon, 
see it done. So, does it sit well ? 

2 Serving-man. As if it were made for your worship. 

Orlando. You proud varlets, you need not be 
abfaamed to wear blue *, when -your master is one of 
your fellows; away, do not see me, 

Botk. This is excellent. [Extant. 

Ortajada. I should put on a worse suit too ; perhaps 
1 will. My vizard is oa ; now to this mask. Say 1 
should shave off this honour of an old man, or tie it up 
shorter; well, I will xpoil a good face for once. My 
beard being off, how should I look ? even like 
A winter cuckoo, or unfeather'd owl; 
Yet better lose tliis hair, then lose her soul. [Exit. 

EnttT Casdido, Lodovico, and Carolo. Astolfo, 
other Guests, and Bride with Prentices. 

Candida. O gentlemeu, so late, y'are very welcome, 
pray sit down. 

Lodovico. Carolo, did'st ere see such a nest of caps? 

Attoljo. Me thinks 
It's a most civil and most comely sight. 

Lodovico. What does he i'th' middle look like? 

Aitotfo. Troth like a spire-steeple in a country 
village over peering so many thatch't houses. 

Lodovico. It's rather a long pike staff against so 
many "bucklers without pikes; they sit for all the 

• U w(w Utic] The habit of serraaU at the time. 

DekkBi'B Bei-nmu of Londm, Sign. H: " Bnt the gueal being 
" departed from bis Inoe to the towne, or inio the faire, backs 
" comes thia counterffit bUw coale, runaiag in all ha<t for hia 
" DiaUt«t'f cloke bag, or potmanteau, £ic." 

D^kat B Bel-mani Nigl't milktt. Sign. E 3; " —the other act 
« (heir pans in hlea cna-a, ua Ihey were theit BeiTing;-raeii, though 
" indeed ihey he all fellowes." 

ne Curtuin I>roi«r n^* the World, 181B. p. 2. "Not a lerving- 
" man dare appeare in a blew cuat, not becauae it is the liveTj Of 
" charity, but leBt he should be thought a retainer to their enemy.* 

" — bucklers wilhoat pikes;] The antient ftuctifrj had a promi- 
nent ipiAe, aod Bometimea a jiiilai in the centre of them. If my 
memory doea Dot fail me, specimens o( both kinds may be seen in 
the Tower of London. S. 
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■world lilte a pair of oi^ns, and he's the ta!l ^eat 
roaring pipe i'th' midst. 

jiito^o. Ha, ha, ha, ba. 

Candida. What's that you laug;h at, signiors? 

Astolfo* Troth, shall I tell you, and aloud I'll tell it. 
We laugh to see (yet Utigh we not in acom) 
Amongst so many caps that long hat worn. 

Lodovko, Mine is as tall a felt as any is this day in 
Milan, and therefore I love it, for the block was cleft 
out for my head, and fits me to a hair. 

Candid;}. Indeed you are good observers, it shews 
strange. 
But, gentlemen, 1 pray neither contemn. 
Nor yet deride a civil ornament; 
I could build so much in the round cap's praise, 
That lo7e this high roof, I this flat would raise. 

Lodonico. Pr'ythee, sweet bridegroom, do't. 

Candida. So all these guests will pardon me, I'D do't. 

Omnes. With all our hearts. 

Candida. Thus then in the cap's honour: L 

To every sex and state, both nature, lime. 
The countries' laws, yea, and the very clime, 
Do allot distinct habits : the spruce courtier 
'" Jets up and down in silk : the warrior 
Marches in buff, tbe clown plods on in gray : 
But for these upper garments thus I say. 
The seaman has his cap, par'd without brim. 
The gallant's head is featber'd, that fits him ; 
The soldier has his murriou ", women ha' tires; 
Beasts have their head -pieces, and men btf theirs. 

Lodoitico. Proceed. 

Candida. Each degree has his fashion, it's fit ttien, > 
O should be laid by for the citizen. 
And that's the cap which you see swells not high, 

' In the edilion of 1681 tbia r«plj ia pTen to Lodorico. C. 
" Jell up aiid deam) Set! note S3 to Sdtaani II. ToL II. 
" murrum] A bead-piece, or cap of steel, So, io PkilaileT, 
V0I.I.V. ISS. edit. ITTg: 

" Thoa do we clap our musty murrioiu on, 

" And tiace tbe *traetB in tenor." 



Dinz-MNGoOglc 



344 TBI SKCORO PAKT Op [aCT I. 

' For caps are emblems of humility : 
It i( a citiien'a badge, aod first was worn 
By tfa' Romans ; " for when any bondman's tarn 
Came to be made a freeman: Uidb 'twas said, 
He to the cap was caU*d : that is, was made 
or Rome a Treeman, bat waa first close ehom ; 
And so a citizen's hair n sbll short worn. 

Lodavka. That close shaving made barbers a cchd- 
pany. 
And now every citizen uses it 

Caifiido. Of Geometiick fibres the most nu«. 
And perfect'st, are the circle and the sqnare: 

^ The city and tbe school much build upon 
These figures, for both love proportion. 
The city-cap is round, the scholar's square. 
To shew that government and learning are 
The perfect'st limbs i'th' body of a state : 
For wilhont them, all's disproportionale. 
If the cap bad no honour, this m^ht rear it, 
The reverend Fathers of the law do wear it. 
It's light for SQtnmer, and In cold it sits 
Close to the Scull, a warm house for the wits ; 
It shews the whole face boldly, 'tis not made 
As if a man to look on't were afraid ; 
Nor like a draper's shop with broad dark shed. 
For he's no citizen that hides his head. 



" l^oniuJ, asi^a after limcB before die Prstor, bj Ms maater, wImi, 
" laying bis land upon hi» »er*aiit'« htsA, aaid to llie Pi«or, 
" moKhaminem tibervmoMev^t&ai with tliat, let him go oat of liii 
" haDil, wbicii they teim'd e mniu tnatttri. Then the Fnetoi, 
" lajiug aroduponhia head, call'd ViaiUcta, skid, DicteanOitram 
" tut more Quirifiun. Hence Ptraui. 

" Viadicta poHtquam meus a Preton recessi. 
'' After (his, ihe lictor, taking the rod out of the PtkIot'i hand, 
" struck the serranl Beieral blows on tbe head, bee And bachj 
" and nothing now remaio'd but pileo datari, to rtc^ve a cap in Mb* 
" cfliberts, and to have his liame enter'd in the common Roll of 
"Freemen, with the reason of his obtainine tJiat favour." Ken- 
net's Soman Anljqitiiia, p. 100. See also Addison's DiaU)gaa or 
jjnjtent BWnb, p. 6T.edit. 1T65. 



i.GtHl'^lc 



SC. 1.] THK HONEST WHOIIB. 34& 

Flat caps as pro|ter are lo city gowns. 

As to armours helmets, or to kings their crowns. 

Let then the city-cap by none be scom'd. 

Since with, it princes' heads have been adoni'd. 

If more the round cap's honour you would know, 

How would this long gown with this steeple show?" 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha ; most vile, most ugly. 

Caadido. Pray, siguior, pardon me, 'twas done in 

Bride, A cup of claret wine there, 
] Prentict. Wine : yes forsooth, wine for the Bride. 
CaroU). You have well set out the cap, sir, 
Lodovifo. Nay, Ihat's flat. 
Carolo. A health. 

Lodovico. Since his cap's round, that shall go 
round. Be bare. 
For in the cap's praise all of you have share. 

[The Bride hits the frealice on the lipf^ 
Lodovico. The Bride's at cufis. 
. CandUo. Oh, peace I pray thee, thus faroffl stand, 
I spied the error of my servants : 
She calJ'd for claret, and yon fill'd out sack ; 
That cup give me, 'tis for an old man's back, 
- And not for hers. Indeed 'twas but mistaken. 
Ask all these else. 

Omne$. No faith, 'twas hut mistaken. 

1 Prentice. Nay, she took it right enough. 



* Taking or toochiDg Lodorico's tall hat, for which Candulo 
joM aAerwaids apologiaBB. 

Of muh hats P. Stubbea speaks in bis celebrated work, ths 
AtuBottiie Bf Abiua, 1586. " Sometimes the; uro them sharp on 
the cioune, peaiking up like the speie or sb^ of a steeple. Mand- 
ing a qoaiter of a yaide above ihe crowne of iheii heads, lome 
more.-aome leas, as please ^e phantanes of their unconstant 
mindes." 

This ^hion seems to haie long previdled in England, for old 
John Heywood, in his Spder and Fly, 1556, raentiona what ha 
calls the Tuikey hat, in these tenna, 

'■ To weaie Powle's ttntpk for a TUTkey hat." C, 

t Aiul, fJrom what fbllaws it apprars, breaks the glass be offered 
iicr. C. 
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Candido. Good Luke, reach her that glass of claret 
Here, Mistress Bride, pled^ me there. 
Bride. Now I'll none. [Exit Bride. 

Candido. How now ? 
Lodovico, Look what your niistreEs ails. 
1 Prentice. Nothing,'' sir, but about filling a wrong 
glass, a scurvy trick. 

Candido. I pray you hold your tongue, my servant 
there 
Tells me she is not well. 

Omnes. Step to her, step to her. 
<- Lodovico. A word with you ; do ye hear? This wench 
^our new wife) will take you down in your wedding- 
shoes, unless you hang her up in het wedding-garters. 
Candido. How, hang her in her garters ? 
Lodovico. Will you be a tame pigeon still ? shall 
,^ your back be like a tortoise-shell, to let carts go over 
,it, yet not to break ? This she-cat will have more lives 
V than your last puss had, and will scratch worse, and 
mouie you worse : look to't. 

Candido. What would you have me do, sir? 
^ ^ Lodovico. What would I have you do ? Swear, 
1^ swagger, brawl, fling; for fighting it's no matter, we 
have had knocking pusses enow already; you know, 
that a woman was made of the rib of a man, and that 
rib was crooked. The moral of which is, Uiat a man 
must from his beginaing be crooked to his wife ; be you 
like an orange to her, let her cut you never so fair, be 
yott Bour as vinegar. Wilt you be ruled by me t 

Candido. In any thii^ that's civil, honest, and just. 
Lodovico. Have you ever a prentice's suit will fit me? 
Candido, I have the very same which myself wore. 
Lodovico. I'll send my man for't within this half bour, 
L. and within this two hours I'll be your prentice : the hen 
shall not overcrow the cock, I'll sharpen your spurs. 
Candido. It will be but some jest, sir. 
Lodovico. Only a jest: farewel,come,Carola. [Exeunt. 
Omnes. We'll take our leaves, sir, too. 
Candido. Pray conceit not ill of my wife's sudden 
rising. This young knight, sir Lodovico, is deep seen 
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in physick, and he tells me, the disease call'd the 
Mother hangs on my wife; it is a vehement heaving 
and beating of the stomach, and that swelling did with 
the pain thereof cramp up lier arm, that hit his tips, and 
'brake the glass : no barm, it was no l^rm. 
Omnea. No, signior, none at all. 
Candido. The streightest arrow may fly wide by 
chance. 
But come, we'll close this brawl up in some dance. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter Bellafkont and Matheo. 
BtUafront. Ob ray sweet husband, wert thoa in thy 

And art alive again ? O welcome, welcome. 

Mathea. Doest know me ? ray cloak pr'ythee lay't 
up. Yes faith, my winding sheet was taken out of la- 
vender, to be stuck with rosemary ; ! lackt but the knot 
here, or here ; yet, if 1 had had it, I should have made 
awry mouth at the world like a playse ": but, sweetest 
villain, I am here tiow, and I will talk with thee' soon. 

Bellafronl. And glad am I th'art here. 

Matheo. Did these beets caper in shackles? Aht my 
little plump rogue, I'll bear up for all this, and fly high. 
Catzo, Catzo. 

Bellafront. Matheo? 

Matheo. What aayest, what sayest ? Ob brave fresh 
air, a pos on these grates and gtngling of keys, and 
rattling of iron. I'll bear up, I'll fly high, wench, hang 
tosse. 

Bellafront. Matheo, pr'ythe make thy prison thy glass, \ 

And io it view the wrinkles, and the scars. 
By which thou wert disfigured; viewing them, mend 
them. 

" 7ik™U fuiue mode a wry moWi o( |A« toarUiiie o piojie;] So,m 
Naah'a LaiUn Stuff, 1599: " NoQe won tLe dava in this, bat the 
" heTTiDg wbom al! their clamorous suflragei BaJowd with Vi'e \f 
" Roy, Ood save the King, God saTe the King sale only the pta^it 
" aud ilie butt, ibat made wry motuhi at him, and far th«ii mocking 
" h^Tc wrii mautiu ever since." 

pekliar'sSniromulTTi: "bale one at that stake mj p/aw nwutt 
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Malheo. I'tl go visit all the mad rogues now, and tbe 
good roaring boys. 

Bellafront. Thou doest not hear me ? 

Mathto. Yes faith do I. 

Bellafront. Thoa bast been in thehandsofmiBeiy, 
And ta'en strong physick, pr'ythee now be sonnd. 

Matheo. Yes. S'foot, I wonder bow the insidaof a 
taTem looks now. Ob ! when shall I "bizle, bizleT 

BelU^ont. Nay, see, th'art thirsty still for poison ; 
come, 
I will njit have thee swagger. 

Mlalhto. Honest ape's face. 

BeUafront. Tis that sharpen'd an axe to cat Iby 
throat- 
Good love, I would not have thee sell thy substance 
And time (worth all) in those damned shops of hell; 
^Those d icing-houses, that stand never well, 
' But when they stand most ill, that fonr-sqaared sin 
Has almost lodg'd us in the beggar's Inn. 
Besides (to speak which even my soul does grieve) 
" A sort of ravens have hung upon thy sleeve, 

" Kib, tal>] Or u it i* sometinM ipelt tcBl& He maau to ta^. 
WbcB (hftll 1 hsie an oj^xirtDoitj to diisk to eiceu. Nsah, in 
Pun* PanUcw Ut SiqipJkatwN to ik( Oail/, ls98.deacribingsl>ue, 
u}*, " Thai valke* bee op and dovne in bii M^Mtie, taking a 
" ifud of ground at ereiy step, and Mampc* on &e eafth to ter- 
" ribii. u if he menC to knock ap n apiiiM, when (Jcule drtuatm 
V baaU) it an EogliahmBn aet hia little fiogei to him, be fsUa like a 
" hog'e-trough that is set on one end," 

Evuy tConon in htr HurnnuT, 1609, Sign. B 1 : " — jmideTB tha 
" moM hard-laTOni'd neva-valkes Iheatieetea. wavenaien goeing 
" ID theii gravee that djed with drMmg imd iinafinf ■" 

Jack Dnun's Etutriamiunt, ]61£, Si^. A S : 

" The shoeing hoine otBaiUn disconree." 
So. in Tajlor'i TraTela, p. 80 : " Hii po6[-like legges were amwer- 
" able to the rest of the great frame which they anpported, and to 
" cODClnde, SirBBTie, Ascapait.Gogmagag.oiouTEnRliahSir John 
" Falataff, weie but ibrimpB to this baatmg Bombaid'H longitude 
" latitude," &c. I. R. 

** A itn rf mwn)] A om^uRif, a number. See Note 4 to G aniwr 
Garten'. NudU, Vol. II. 

Thii woid, in the isme aenu, i* oied in Waller's Pcmu, 4Id, 
irta, p. 5: 
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Aod fed upon thee: good Matheo (if you please) 

So base as scorn to spread wiog arooDgst these;* 

By them thy fame U speckled, yet it shows 

Clear amongst them ; so crowa are fair with crows. 

Custom in sin. givei) sin a lovely dye. (■■ 

Blackness iu Moors is no deformity. 

Mailteo. Bellafront, Bellafront, I protest to thee, I 
swear, as I hope my sou), I will turn over a new leaf; [_ 
the prison I coofess has bit me, the best man that sails 
in such a ship may be lousy. 

Beliafrtint. One knocks at door. 

Matheo. I'll be the porter : diey shall see, a jail 
cannot hold a brave spirit, I'll fly high. [£xi(. 

Bellafri/fil. How wild is his behaviour! ob, I fear 
He's spoiled by prison, he's half damned comes there; 
But 1 must sit all storms: when a full sail 
His fortune's spread, he lov'd me ; being now poor, 
I'll beg for him, and no wife can do more. 

" Aa when a lart of liutj' shapherdi try 
" Theirforceat tootbftllGBreofnctory, 
" Make* them, &c." 
On which Mr. Fenton obMrves, tb&t " Mr. Waller nwth the 
" word KTl in the same aeate irtdch it often bears in Spenser, Co 
' ' ugnif^ a crmcd .- and so we find it emplo^'d in that oM VenioB 
" of the Pialma, whkb is retain'd in our liturgy ; Yt AeU bt itam 
" ■UlAfurtD^yni, Pa.liii.3. 

" So afientanla we read in oui Author : 
" Ai whenajort of wolves, &c" 
" And in another Poem : 

*' So when a Krrl of lusty ihepherdi, Sec." 
*' But I do not rratember to lacre met wi^ it in any writer aince 
" the RMleradon, except once in Six Oeo^ Etheiege'a Sr Fcp- 
line Ftatter," 

* These two lines are obviauly wrong both here and in the old 
edition, which thus gives the pasisge, 

" And fed upon thee : good Mat. (if you pleaae) so base ai 
" Scorn to spread wing amongst these." 

No doubt the coitect reading is this, allowing that Bellafront 
calls her hoshand Mat and not Matheo, as he afierwaids caU* her 
Frml. 

" And fed upon thee : good Mat (if yon please) 

" Scorn to q>raad wing amcmgst so base a* these." C. 
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Enter Matheo, and Orlando like a Sermng-tBati. 

Matheo. Come in pray, would you speak with me, 
sir? 

Orlando. Is your name Signior Matheo? 

Matheo. My name is Si^ior Hatheo. 

Orlando. Is this gentlewoman your wife, sir ? 

Matheo. This geollewoman is my wife, sir. 

Orlando. The destinies spin a strong and even thread 
of both your loves I The mother's own face, I ha' not 
foi^t that [Aiide]. I'm an old man, sir, and am trou- 
bled with a whoreson salt thenm, that 1 cannot hold 
mj water. Gentlewoman, the last man I served was 
your father. 

BeUi^Tont. My father? any tongue that sounds his 

Speaks musick to me ; welcome, good old mao, 

- How does my father? lives he? has be health? 
How does my father ? I so much do shame him. 

So much do wound him, that 1 scarce dare name him. 

Orlando. I can speak no more. [Ande. 

Matheo. How now, old lad, what dost cry? 

Orlando. The rheum stdl, sir, nothing else ; I should 
be well seasoned, for mine eyes lie in brine : look you, 
sir, I have a suit to you. 

Matheo What is't, my little white pate ? 

Orlando. Troth, sir, I have a mind to serve your 
worship. 

Matheo. To serve me? Troth, my friend, my fortunes 
an, as a man may say — 
^ Orlando. Nay, look you, sir, I know when all sins 

- are old in lis, and go upon crutches, thatcovetousness 
-^ does but then lie in her cradle ; 'tis not so with me. 

Letchery l9ves to dwell in the fairest lodging, and 
covetousness in the oldest buildings, that.are ready to 
fall : hut my white head, sir, is no Inn for such a gossip. 
If a serving-man at my years be not stored with biscuit 
enough, that has sailed about the world to serve him 
the voyage out of his life, and to bringhlm East-home; 
III pity but all his days should be fasting days: I care 
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not so much for wages, for I have scraped a handful 
of gold together ; I have a little mooey, sir, which 1 1 
would put into your worship's hands, not so much to ^ 
make it more. ' l- 

Matkeo. No, no, you say well, thou sayest well : 
but I must tell you : how much is the money, sayest 

Orlando. About twenty pounds, sir. 

Maiheo. Twenty pounds? Let me see; that shall 
bring thee in, after ten per centum, per annum. 

Orlando. No, no, no, sir, no; I cannot abide to 
have money ingender: fie upon this silver letchery, 
fie : if I may have meat to my mouth, and rags to my 
back, and a fiock-bed to snort upon, when 1 die, the 
longer liver take all. 

Maiheo. A good old boy, yfaith, if thou aervest me, 
thou shalt eat as I eat, drink as I drink, lie as I lie, 
and ride as I ride. 

Orlando. That's if you have money to hire horses. 

Matheo. Front: what dost thon think on't? This 
good old lad here shall serve me. 

Beliafront. Alas, Matheo, wilt thon load a back 
That ia already broke ? 

Matheo. Peace, pox on you, peace! there's a trick 
in't, I fly high, it shall he so. Front, as I tell you: give 
me thy hand, thou shalt serve me yfaith : welcome ; as 
for your money — 

Orlando. Nay, look you, sir, I have it here. 

Matheo. Pish, keep it thyself, man, and then th'art 
sure 'tis safe. 

Orlando. Safe ! and 'twere ten thousand duckets, 
yoor worship should be my cash-keeper ; I have heard 
wfaat your worship is, an eicellent dunghill cock, to 
scatter all abroad : but I'll venture twenty pounds on's 
head. 

Matheo. And didst thou serve mv worshipful father- 
in-law, Signior Orlando Friscobaldo, that mad-man 
once? < 

Orlando. I served bim so long, till he turned me out 
of doOrs. 
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MtUheo. U'b a notable chuff, Iha' not seen him many 
a day. 

OrloMdt. No matter and yoa ne'er see him : its an 
arrant grandee, a churl, and as damn'd a cut-tliroat — 
Bellafrmt. Thou rillain, curh thy ton^e, thou art a 
Judaa, 
To sell thy master's name to slander thus. 

Malheo, Away ass, he upeaks but thith, thy father 
ii a — '"^ 

BtUafront. Gentleman. 

Malheo- And an old knave, there's 'mor^ deceit in 
him than in sixteen poticaries : it's a Deril, thou maist 
begi starre, hang, damn ; does he send Ihee so much 
as a cheese ? 

Orlando. Or so much ai a gammon of bacon. 
Hell give it his Aogi first. 
Afat&eo. Ajeil, ajail. 
Orlando. A Jew, a Jew, sir. 
Matheo. A dog. 

Orlando. An English mastiff, air. 
Matheo. Pox rot out his old stinking garbage I 
Bellafront. Art not ashamed to strike an absent man 
thus? 
^Art not ashamed to let this vile d(^ bark, 
^,- And bite my father thus ? I'll not indure it ; 
Out of my doors, base slave. 

Matheo. Your doors! a vengeance I I shall live to 
cut that old rc^tie's throat, for all you take his part 
thns. 

Orlando. He shall live to see thee hang'd first. 

■[jftide. 
Enter Hipolito. 
Matheo. Ood's-so, my lord, your lordship is mMt; 
welcome, 
I'm proud of this, my lord. 
Htpofito. Was bold to see yon. Is that your wrfe t 
Matheo. Yes, sir. 
— Hipotito. I'll borrow her lip. 
-r^ Matheo. With all my heart, my lord. 
Orlondo. Who's this, 1 pray, sir ? 
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Matkeo. Paoheco ! fine name ; Thou ieest, Pacheco, 
I keep company with no scoundrels, noi base fellows. 

Btpolito. Came not my footman to you? 

BellqfTont. Yes, my lord. 

Hiyolito. I sent by hiro a diamond and a Utter, 
Did3rou receive them? 

Beliqfront. Tcb, my lord, I did. 

HqHililo. Read you the letter? 

Beliafrotit O'er and o'er 'tis read. 

Btpolito. And faith your answer? 

Beliqfront. Now the time's not fit; 
You see, my husband's here. 

B'tpoUlo. I'll now then leave you, 
And choose mine hour: but ere 1 pan away, 
Hark you, remember I must hare no nay. 
Matheo, I will leave you. 

Matheo. A glass of wine. 

Hipolito. Not now ; I'll visit you at other tiroes- 
Y'are come off well then ? 

Mathio. Excellent well, 1 thank your lordship I 
owe you my life, my lord; and will pay my best blood 
in any service of youra. 

Hipolito. I'll take no such dear payment ; hark yon, 
Matheo, I know, the prison is a ^tf ; if money run 
low with you, my purse is yours : call for it. 

Matheo. Faith, luy lord, I thank my stars, they send 
me down some ; 1 cannot aitik, so long as these blad- 
ders bold. 

UipolUo. I will not see your fortune's ebb, pray try. 
To starve in full barns were ■•fond modesty. 

'^fmd] i e.faiUA. So, ia Chnrchyard's Clv^aeagt, 1S9S, p. T4. 
" O coontrFv Bvepte, peiiwaitg obedience heeie, 
" Befonne thtfmd, and atil! preiene the wii*:" 

B«D Jonson's Devil ii m An, A. l. S. 6 : 
" - — — in me mskea that ptoBer, 
" Which nerei Sail one was bo /md to Iok." 
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Maiheo. Open the door, limh. 
Hgn^ito. Drink this, and anon I pn; thee got thy 
nuBtieM this. [fiiit. 

Orlando. Onobleapiiit,if Mwonegoestaheredw^, 
My blue coat (ita on my old ■honldera well. [Aiidt. 
Matheo, The only royal fellow ; he'g boanteona u 
the Indies ; what'i that he uid to thee, Bellafroot? 
BellajTMt. Nothing. 
Matheo. I pjrythee, good girl ? 
Bellajromt. Why, I tell you nothing. 
Matheo. Nothing I it's well : tricks ? thftt I most be 
beholden to a scald hot-lirered goatish gallant, to 
stand with my cap in my hand, and rail bonnet, iriien 
I have spread as lofty tails as himself ; wo'd I bad been 
hanged. Nothing'. Pacheco, brush my cloak. 
Orlando. Where is't, sir? 
Matheo. Come, we'll fly high. 
Nothing I there is a whore still in thine eye. [BxU. 
Oriaitdo. Hy twenty pounds flies high, O wretched 
woman I 
*-' This variet's able to make Lncrece common. 
' How now, mistress? hsi my master died you 
into this sad ccdour? 

BeUqfront. Fellow,begone,IiMay thee; iftbytongne 
Itch after talk so much, seek out thy master, 
Th'art a fit instrument for him. 

Orlando. Zounds, I hope he willnot play nponme! 
Bellafront. Play on uieel no, yon two will fly 
together, 
^^ Because you are roving arrows of one feather. 
' Weukl thou wouldst leave my house, thou ne'er shalt 

Please me ; weave thy nets -ne'er so high, 
^^Thou ghalt be but a spider in mine eye. 
I.. Th'art rank with poison, poison temper'd well 
Is food for health ; but thy black tongue doth swdl 
With venom, to hurt him that gave thee bread ; 

Ibid. p. 10 .' " thst mxe amfimd aa aot to cut oae's aiest iritb 
" (hat koife duU anolIieT kadi cut hli ttuni.'' 

TKe word m the WDM KDM b adU ia Qse to a« NiKtheni psit^ 
ef thii kingdom. ' 
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To wroDz men abseot, is to spura the dead; 
And BO did'st thou thy master, and my father. 

Orlando. You have small reason to take his part; for 
I hare heard him say five hundred times, you were as 
arrant a whore as ever stiffened tifiany neckcloaths in 
water-starch upon a Saturday i'th' afternoon. 

BeUt^ont. Let him say worse ; when for the earth's 
offence 
Hot vengeance throug^h the marble clouds is driven, 
Is't fit earth shoot ag^ those darts at heaven? 

Orlando. And so if your father call you whore, youll 
not call him old knave ; Frtscobaldo, she carries thy 
mind up and down; she's thine own flesh, blood, and 
bone {aside:) troth, mi»tress, to tell yon true, the fire- 
works that ran from me upon lines against my good 
old master, your father, were but to try how nay young 
master, your husband, loved such squibs : but it s well 
known, 1 love your father as myself; I'll ride for him 
at mid -night, run for you by owl-light ; I'll die for him, 
drudge for you ; I'll fly low, and 111 fly high (as my 
muter says) to do you good, if you'll foi^ve me. 

Bellafront. I am not nude of marble : I foi^ve thee. 

Orlando. Nay. if you were raada of marble, a good 
Btone-cutter might cut you : I hope the twenty pounds 
I delivered to my master is in a sure hand. 

BtUafront, In a sure hand I warrant thee for spend- 
ing. 

Orlando, I see my yoimg master is a madcap, and a 
bonm iocuu, I love him well, mistress : yet as well as 
1 love him, I'll not play the knavx with you ; look you, 
I could cheat you of this purse full of money ; but I am 
an old lad, and I scorn to coney-catch : yet I have 
been dog at a coney in my time. 

Bellafiont. A purse, where hadst it? 

Orlando, The gentleman that went away, wlusper'd 
in mine ear, and cha^«d me to give it you. 

Btttafrant. The lord Hipohto. 

Orlando. Yes, if he be a lord, he gave it me. 

Bellafront. 'Tis all gold. 

OrUndtf. 'Tis like so : it may be, he thinks you want 
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mooey, and therefere bestows his alms brarely, like & 
lord. 

BeUqfront. He thinks a silver net can catch the 
poor. 
Here's but to choak a nun, and tnrn her whore. 
■_ Wilt thou be honest to me ? 

Orlando. As yoar naiis to your fiogers, which I 
think never deceived you. 

Bellafronl. Thou to this lord shalt go, commend me 
J ■ to him, 

And tell him thig ; the town has held out loagi 
Because (within) 'twaa rather true, than strong. 
L. To sell it now were base ; say 'tis no hold 
[ BiHh of weak stuff, to be blown up with gold. 

He shall believe thee by this token, or tii\s; if aot, by 
this. [Giving him pune, ring, and letteri* 
OrUindo. Is this all ? 
BeUajront. This is all. 
Orlando Mine own ^rl still. 
BelUtfrml. A star may shoot, not fall. 

[Exit BeUafroM. 

y OrUmdo. A star I nay, thou art more thau the moon, 

for thou hast neither changing quarters, nor a man 

standing in thy circle with a bush of thorns. I'st 

'.^possible the lord Hipolito, whose face is as civil as 

. the ontside of a dedicatory book, should be a motton- 

^.munger"? A poor man has but one ewe, arid this 

V- grandee sheep-biter leaves whole flocks of fat weathers 

(whom he may knock down) to devour this. I'll trust 

neither lord nor butt4)er with quick flesh for this trick; 

the cuckoo 1 see now sings all the year, though every 

V^man caanot hear him, but I'll spoil his notes; can 

* This ■tagcdirectioD may be oeceasarf to the cleai nndsi- 
naudlng of the play, and it ie therefaie inserted. Orlando aftei- 
waids eunmenues what he had receired from hei. C. 

" niuttm-mmgtrj See Note 68 lo the First Fart of Tht HamOt 
Whsn. In Peele'e " Edwaid the First," 1593, UueUin saji to 
the Fiiu with his wencli, 

" I would BladJy know 

If muttrm be youi fint diah what shall be your last Mitiical*' C 
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neither lore-lelters, nor the Deyil's commoB pick-Iocka ^ 
^oM), nor precious stones, make my g:irl draw up her ' 
percullis? hold out still, wench. <- 

All are not bawds (I see now) that keep doors. 
Nor all good wenches that are maric'd for whores. 

[Eri(. 
Enter Cahdido, Lodotico, Uke a Prentice. 

Lodoeico. Come, come, come, what do ye lack, sir? 
what do ye lack, sir? what is't ye lack, sir? is not 
my worship well suited? did you ever see a gentle- 
man better disguised 7 

Ca«dido. Never, beliere me, signior. 

Lodovico. Yes, but when he has been dnink:" there 
be prentices would make mad gallants, for they would 
spend all, and drink, and whore, and so forth ; and I 
see we gallants could make mad prentices. How does 
thy wife like me? Nay, I must not be so saucy, then 
I spoil all: pray you, how does my mistresB like me? 

Candido. Well : for she takes you for a very simple 
fellow. 

Lodovico. And they that are taken for such, are 
commonly the arrantest knaves : but to our Comedy, 

Candido. I shall not act it, chide you say, and fret. 
And grow impatient: 1 shall never do't. 

Xo^pjco. S'bloodi cannot you do as all the world 
does? counterfeit. 

Candido. Were I a painter, that should live by 
drawing nothing but pictures of an angry man, I 
should not earn my colours; I cannot do't. 

Lodoeico, Remember y'are a lyien-draper, and that 
if you give your wife a yard, she'll take an ell : give 
her not therefore a quarter of your yard, not a nail. 

Candido. Say I should turn to ice, and nip her love 
now 'tis but in the blood.f 

* Tbu is, rtiiguiiti in liqaor; Hat point wm bdbre loat ttma 
miipoiicluatioD. C. 

t So it standB in tha Edit, of 1630, and tberefon it remainB, but 
lorely the proper Tending ii, " and nip hn tove now 'ti* but in tha 
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Lodaoico. Well, nj sWs nipt. 
V Can-do. It will «o orerdiai^e her faeut widi grief, 
•;/ That like a cannon, when Iter sighs go cff. 
She to her duty either will recoil. 
Or br«ak in pieces, and so die: bei death, 
B; my unkindnesB m^t be counted murther, 

Lodcmeo. Die! never, never I I do not bid you beat 
her, nor give her black eyes, nor pinch her noes : but 
cross her humours. Are not bakers' arras the scales 
of justice? yet is not their bread light? and may Hot 
you I pray bridle her with a sharp bit, yet ride her 
gently f 

Candida. Welt, I will try your pills, do you your 
faithful service, and be ready still at a pinch to help 
me in this part, or else I shall be out clean. 
Lodovieo. Come, come, I'll prompt you. 
Candido. I'll call her forth now, shall I? 
Lodovieo. Do, do, bravely. 

Candida. Luke, I pray bid your mistress to come 
hither. 

Lodovieo. Luke, I pray bid your mistress to Cfune 
hither. 

Candida. Sirrah, bid my wife come to me? why, 
when? 
lAikt. Presently, sir, she comes. " ■ — iriftin — 
Lodimco. Lb you, there's the echo, she comes. 

Enter Bride. 
.Bride. What is your pleasure with me? ■ 
I- Cndido. Manr, wife, - 

I have intent, and (yott See) this striplii^ here, 
- He bears good will and liking to my bude, 
' Andmeaos to deal in linen. 

Lodoeico. Yes, indeed, sir, I would deal in linen, if 
my mistress like me so well as I like her? % 

Candida. 1 hope to find hhn honest, pray good wife 
V Look that his bed and chamber he made ready. 
' Bride. Y'are bestto let him hire me for his maid. 
I look to his bed ! look to't yourself. 

Caadido, Even so 
I swear to you a great oath. 
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Lodooico. Swear, crj Zounds 1 

Candida. I will not, go to wife, I will not, 

Lodooico, That your gteat oath ? 

Candida. Swallow these gudgeons. 

Ladovico. Well said. 

Candida. Then fast, then you may choose. 
You know at table what tricks jou played, 
Swaggered, broke glasses 1 Fie, fie, fie, fie ; 
And now, before my prentice here you make 
An ass of me ; thou — what shall 1 call thee i 

Bride. Even what you will. 

Lodomco. Call her anant whore. 

Qatdido. Oh fie, by no means, then she'll call me 
cuckold, sirrah, go look to tfa' shop. How does this 
show? [To Lod. 

Lodooico. Excellent well, I'll go look to the shop, 
sir. Fine cambricks, lawni, what do you lack ? 

[Esit Lodooico. 

Candido. A curst cow's milk 1 have drunk once before, 
And 'twas so rank in taste. 111 drink no more. 
Wife, I'll tame you. V 

Bridt. You may, sir, if you can. 
But at a wrestling 1 have seen a fellow, 
Limb'd like an ox, thrown by a little man. 

Candida, Aad so youll throw me. Reach me knaves 
a yard. 

Lodooico.* A yard for my master. 

1 Prentice. My master is grown valiant. 

Candida. I'll teach you fencing tricks. 

Omita. Rare ! rare I a prize ! 

Lodooico. What will you do, sir? 

Vandido. Marry, my good Prentice, nothing but 
breathe my wife. 

Bride. Breathe me with your yard ? 

Lodooico. No, he'll bnt measure you out, forsooth. 

Bride. Since you'll needs fence, handle your weapon 
well. 



It aboTC marked, oi he 



l,M,-nf,G00g[c 



SflO TBB •ICOND PAST OP [ACT I. 

For if you take a yard, I'll >lalce 80 dl. 
Reach me an ell. 

Lodovico. An ell fgr my mbtreu. 
Keep the laws of the Noble Science, sir, and measure 
weapons with her: your yard is a plain heatfaenid 
weapon ; 'tis too short : she may ^ve yon a handful, 
and yet you'll not reach her. 

Gmdido. Yet I have the longer ann ; come; fall to't 
roundly 
And spare not me wife for I'll lay't oa soundly. 
If o*er hudbands their wives will needs be masters, . 
We men will haie a law to win't at wasters " 

Lodomco. Tts for the breeches, ii't not ? 

CaTtdido. For the breeches. 

£ride. Husband I am for you. 111 not strike in jest. 

Candido. Nor I. 

Bride. But will you sign to one request? 

Candido. What's that? 

Bride. Let me gi?e the first blow. 

Can-do. The first blow, wife? shall I?* 

Lodovico. Let her ha't. 
If she strike hard, in to her, and break her pate. 

Candido. A bargain. Strike. 

" iraiMn] WuCeii are curf^Ii ; a> ia Churchjard'a ChaUoige, 
p. 84: •' — and sodainely s Btont, taule cobber will Jay down tin 
"(Ruttr, and yeelde to bim Chat bath moie piactue and skUl in tha 
" weapon tban himgelfe." 

PhikHer, A. 4 : ■• Thou woulclst be lotb to play balf a dnwa 

Minahew, in big Uiciimory, a> Mr. Theobald observea, baa girn 
a moit ridiculous rea»ou for tbe eQrmology of thia word; ThM 
codgels were called IVaMn, becaiue in playing and beatiSE boutt 
with them, Ihey want andjilter. In apposition to this conjecUm, 
Mr. Theobald offers the following: " We find in our old I nw-book* 
" that the Statute of Westm. (S" EUward terUi, Cap. 14.) wa« 
" mads against night-walkers and inspecied persons, called Ro- 
" benJesmer Waonri and draw latcheb Tbese umtour*, or phm- 
" derers, derived their name from the Latin tenn wutaiwo; and 
" the miacbievona weapons, or bludgeons, with which they went 
" anaed, were called UKUten, i. o, destroyers." 

* ^^/ "shall I" in the old copy, ie inserted " Pren^ f meaning 
that LodoTico ia to prompt Hm. " Shall 1 V is addreastid Lodo- 
»ieo, wto replies aaide, " Let her ha' it," &c. C 
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Bride. Then guard yoa from this blow, 
For I pl^ all at legs, but 'tis thus low. [Slie kaeelt. 
Behold, 1 am such a cunning fencer grown, U 

I keep my ground, yet down I will be thrown 
With the least blow you give me, 1 disdain *" 

The wife that is her huah^nd'H sovereign. 
She that upon your pillow first did rest. 
They say, the breeches wore which I detest : 
The tai which she imposed upon you, I abate you. 
If me you make your master, I shall hate you. 
The world shall judge who offers fairest play ; 
You win the breeches, but I win the day. ' 

Candida. Thou win'st the day indeed. Give me thy , 

I'll challeni^e thee no more : my patient breast ^ 

Plaid- thus the rebel, only for a jest: 

Here's the rank rider that breaks colts, 'tis he 

Can tame the mad folks, and cuist wives. 

Bride. Who, your man? 

Candidv. My man, my master, tho' his head be bare, 
But he's so courteous, he'll put off his hair. 

Lodomco. Nay, if your service he so hot, a man can- 
not keep his hair on, I'll serve you no longer. 

Bride. Is this your school-master ? 

Lodovico. Yes faith, wench, I taught him to take thee 
down: I hope thou canst take him down without 
teaching; you have got the conquest, and you both 
are friends. 

Candida. Bear witness else.. 

Lodovico.^ My Prenticeship then ends. 

Qaidido. For the good service you to mo have done, 
I pve you all your years. 

Lodanico. I thank you master. 
I'll kiss my mistress now, that she may aay. 
My man was bound and free all in one day, [Exeunl. 
Enter Orlando, and Ihfelice. 

Infeliee. From whom sayst thou? 

Orlando. From a poor gentlewoman, madam, whom 
I serve. 

InfeUce. And what's your business I 
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V OrUmdo. This, madam: my poor mistress has a 

'i' vaate piece of g^round, which is her own by inheritance, 

and leu to her by her mother; there's a ford now that 

foa about, not to lake it clean tiova her, but to incloBe 

it (o himself, and to join it to a piece of his lordship's. 

Infeliet. What would she have me do in this ? 

Orlando. No more, madam, but what one womui 

should do for another in such a case. My bononrable 

-lord, your'huslnnd would do any thing in ber behalC 

--butshe had rather put herself in to your hands, because 

,'' you (a woman) may do more with the duke your 

father. 

Infelice Where lies this land? 

Orlando. Within a stone's cast of this place; my 
mistress, I think, would be content to l6t him enjoy it 
after her decease, if that would serre bis turn, so my 
master would yield too: but sb^ cannot abide to 
hear ^hat ^e lord should meddle with it in her life 
time. 

Ittfelice. U she then married i why stirs not her 
husband in it? 

Orlando. Her husband stirs in it under hand : but 
because the other is a great rich man, my master is 
loth to be seen in it too much. "^ ' 

Infelice. Let her in writing draw the cause at large : 
And I wilt move the dulte. 

Orlando. 'Tis set down, madam, hett in black and 
white already : work it so, madam, that she may keep 
her own without disturbance, grievance, molestation, 
or medling of any other, and she bestows this purse of 
gold on your ladyship. 

Infelkt. Old man, I'll plead for her, but take no 
fees: 
Oire lawyers them, I sWiAi not in that fiood, 
ni touch no gold, till I have done her good. 

Orlando. 1 would all proctors' clerks were of your 
mind, I should law more amongst them then I do then; 
here, madam, is the survey, not only of the manor it- 
self, but of the grange-house, with every meadow, 
pasture, plough-land, cony-borough, fish-pond, hedge, 
ditch, and bush, that stands in it \gwes her a letter. 
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lafeUce, My husband's name, and hand and seal at i- 
arms, ' _^ 

To a love-letter t where h&dst thou this writing ? 

Orlando, From the foresaid party, madam, that '^ 
would keep the foce^id land out of the foresaid lord's 

Infetice. My lord tum'd ranger now? 
Orlaado. Y'are a good huntress, lady; you have 
found yoUr game already ; your lord would fain be a 
ranger, but my mistress requests you to let him run a 
course iDyourown park, if you'll not do'tfor love, then 
do't for money; she has no white money, but here's 
gtddi or else she prays you to '" ring him by this token, 
aud so you shall be sure his nose will not be rooting 
other mea's p^tures. [ Gives her a ritig and piirae. 

Infelice. This very parse was woven with mine own t^ 
h^nds, ^ 

This diarooud on that very night, when he 
Unded my vii^in girdle, gave I him : 
And must a common harlot share in mine ? 
Old man, to quit thy pains, take thou the gold. 

Orlando. Not 1, rnadam, old serringmen want no 
money. 

Infelice. Cupid himself was sure his secretary, 
These lines are even the arrows Love let flies, 
The very ink dropt out of Fenut eyes*. 

Orlaada, J do not think, madam, but he fetcht off 
some poet or other for those lines, for they are parlous 
hawkesto flie at wenches. 

Infelice. Here's honied poison, to me he ne'er thus 

But lust can set a double edge on wit. 

Orlando. Nay, that's tme, madam, a wench will whet 
any thing, if it be not too dull. 

Infelice. Oaths, promises, preferments, jewels, gold, 

" ring km] To prevent awme from doing mucliie(> it it ninal to 
put riniB tbiough their nOBtrila. 

* PiobatJy to amend the gnunmar we ooght to read 
" Tbeae lines are ev'n tike arrovri Lore lets fly, 
" The very ink dropt out of Venus eye.'' C. 
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What inues abonld break, if all these cannot hold ? 
What creature is thy mistress ? 

OrioMto. One of those creatures thai are contiaiy to 
man, a woman. 

lifetiee. What mannei of woman? 

Ortattdo. A tittle tiny wtKoan, lower than your lady- 
riiip by head and shouldera, bnt as mad a wench as 
erer unlaced a petticoat : these things shonld I indeed 
hare delirered to my lord youi husband. 

ImfeUee. They are delivered better : Why should she 
'- Send back these things 7 

Orlanda. Ware, ware, there's knavery. 

/a/elice.S trumpets like cheating gamesters will not win 
At first : these are but baits to draw him in. 
How might 1 learn his hunting hours 7 

Orlando. The Irish footman can tell you all his 
hunting hours, the park he hunts in, the doe he would 
strike, that 1° Irish shackatory beats the bush for him, 
and knows all ; he brought that letter, and that ring: 
he is the carrier. 

InJelUe. Knowst thou wh^ other gifts have past be- 
tween them ? 

Orlando. Little S. Patrick knows all 

InfeHce. Him I'll examine presently. 

Orlando. Not whilst I am here, sweet madam. 

InfeUee. Be gone then, and what lies in me com- 
mand. [Exit Orlando. 
Enter Bktan. 

InfeiUe. Come hither, sirrah ; how much cost those 
satins, and cloth of silver, which my husband sent by 
you to a low gentlewoman yonder? 

Bryan. Faat sattins? faat silvers, faat low gentler 
folkes ? dow pratest dow knowest not what, yiaat la. 

Infelice. She there, to whom you carried letters. 

Bryan. By dis hand and bod dow saist true, if I did 
so, oh how? I know not a letter a de book yfaatla. 

<° IriA ibicbmirft] Iiiah hound. 9o, in the TV Watdriag Jrw, 
Sign. F : " — far Time, though he he in old man, is mk excel|piit 
" Jootmu : no JiackaloTy comes neere hiid, il hee ODM get tba 

" •tart, hee'» gone, and jou gone too." 
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lafeUce. Did your lord never send you with such a 
rin|^ with a diamond ? 

£r|ia». Never, Ba crees aa me, never: he may runat 
a towsand rings yfaat, and 1 never hold bis stirrup, till 
be leap into de saddle. By S. Patrick, madam, I never 
touch my lords diamond, nor ever had to do, yfaat la, 
with any of his precious stones. 

Enter Hipoiito. 

Infeiice. Are you so close, you Bawd, you pandring 
slave? [Strike) him, 

B^oUto. How now? why Infelice? what's your 
quarrel ? 

Irtfelice. Out of my sight ! base varlet ! get thee gone. 

Uipolito. Away, you logue. 

Bryan. Slawne loot, fare de well, fare de well, ^h 
marragh/rqfal boddah breen, [Erii, 

HipoUto. What, grown a fighter ? pr'y thee what's the 
matter ? 

InfeUce. If you'll needs know, it was about the clock : 
How works the day, my lord, (pray) by your watch? 

HipolUo. Lest you cuff me, I'll tell you presently : 
I am near two. 

Infelice. How, two? I am scarce at one. 

HipoUlo. Oue of us then goes false. 

Infelice. Then sure 'tis you, 
Mine goes by heaven's dial,* (the suu)andit goes true. 

HipoUfo. I think indeed mine runs somewhat too fasU 

Infelice. Set it to mine at one then. 

HipolUo. One? 'tis past: 
Tis past one by the Sun. 

I/^elici. Faith then belike. 
Neither your clock nor mine does truly strike. 
And since it is uncertain which goes true. 
Better be false at one, than false at two. 

HipolUo. Y'are very pleasant, madam. 

InfeUce. Yet not merry. 

Bipolito. Why, Infelice, what should make you sad ? 

* Qo. If a mo^inal note of iufoTmation bu not hei« be«i 
fouted in bj Qtt plajnTS, m tlie paientliMi* apoili tlie tin«. O. Q. 
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>- In/elkt. Nothing, m; lord, but my fidie tr^ch ; 
pray tell me. 
You see, my clock, or ware, is o«t of frame, 
_ Host ve upon the woKsan lay the blame. 
Or OD onnelvea * that keep them ? 

BtpoHto. Faith, on both. 
He may by knavery spoil them, we by sloth. 
But why talk you all ridcUe thug? I read 
Strange comments in thosa margins of your looks : 
Your cheeks of late are (like bad printed bodes) 
So dimly charaetred, I scarce can spell 
One line of love in thera. Sure all's not well. 

InfeUce. All is not well indeed, my dearest lord ; 
Lock up thy gates of hearing, that no sound 
Of what I ^)eak may enter, 
HipoUio. What means this ? 
Imjeiift. Or if my own toogne nust myself betray, 
Count it a dream, Or turn thine eyes away. 
And think me not thy wife. [She kn^U, 

Hipaiito. Why do you kneel? 
InjtHee, Earth is sin's cushion : when the sick (oul 
feels 
Herself growing poor, then she turns beg^gar, cries 
And kneels for help. Hipolito (for husband 
I dare not call thee) I hare sUd'n that jewel 
Of my chaste honour (which was only Uiine) 
And give it to a slavef. 
Hipolito. Hah? 
lafelice. On thy pillow 
" Adultery and lust have slept, the groom 
' Hath clunb'd the unlawful tree, and pluekt the sweets, 
_ A villain hath usurped a husband's sheets. 
Hipolito. S'deathl who, (a cuckold !) who ? 
lattice. This Irish footman. 

HipoUlo, Worse than daronatioa, a wild karoe, a 
frog, 

• ■' YouraelTSB," 1630. C. 
f Thu tpeerb mnd othen in this scene, thon^ obTiously vene, 
have hitkeno been printed upToae. C 
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A dog wkom I'll scarce ipnro. Longed yon for 

shamrock ? " 
Were it mj father's father (heart) I'll kill him. 
Although I take him on his death-bed gaspii^ 
Twixt heaven and hell;" a sbsg-hEured carl Bold 

strumpet. 
Why hang'st thou on me 1 think'it I'll be a bavd 
To a whine, because she's noble ? 

InfeUce. I beg but this. 
Set not my shame out to the world's broad eye, 
Yet let thy vengeance (like my fault) soar hi^. 
So it be in dailtened clouds. 

HipolUo. Darkened I roy horns 
Cannot be darkened, nor shall my revenge. 
A harlot to my slave ? the act is base. 
Common, but foul, so shall not thy di^race : t 
Could not 1 feed your appetite t Oh wooien. 
You were created angels, pore and fair ; '■^ 

But since the first fell, tempting devils you are : 
You should be men's bliss, but you prove their rods, i 
Were there no women, men might live like gods: 
Yon have bern too much down already ; rise, v 

Get from my sight, and henceforth shun my bed, ^ 

I'll with no strumpet's breath be poisoned. 
As for your Irish Lubrican, that spirit 
Whom by prepostrons charms thy Inst hath taiwd 
In a wrong circle, him I'll damn more black 
Thas any tyrant's soul. 
Infeliee. Hipolito? 

" A a m n A T] The quarto reads ilumiock, & weed wbich t]ie Irish 
wear in theil baU oo some paiticulai' feadnJ. A collection of 
Hibeniaii Poetry, ptMiihed not idmij jean Bgo, i> aDtided, Vf 



Inthe DedicationtoOeiicke's Jw^i^Inliiniit. IfiSI : "mybaite 
" abhoctelli their dealyngeB, null my soole doolb detest their -witd^ 



w a Jiag-haiT'd ntrrj Shakipeaie beitoin the rame Epithet on 
a Keine ot Iieland, in tbe Secood Pan of King HtirryVL edit. 
1778, p 857. 

t This line wu fomerly defective but the negatlTe hai been in- 
Borted. becwiH wansDled hy a enbeeqiieDt repreMBtsliaa by 
Infelice. C. 
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HipolUo. ttil nw, didit thon but hanriu to dmr 

him to thee. 
Or did be bewitch thee ? 

infetUx. Tbe ilavc did woo me. 
BipotUo. Two wooes in that ikreech-owl'B langnage! 
Oh, who would tniBt 
Your cork-heel'd sex ? , I think to sate your Iiut 1 
You would love a horse, a bear, a croakiog toad; 
So yam hot ttchiog veins might have th^ bound : 
Then the wild Irish dart was thrown. CcHoe, how? 
The manoer of this fight. 

Infelice. Twas thus he gave me this battery first. 
Oh, I 
Mistake, believe me, all this in beaten gold : 
Yet I held out, but at length this was charm'd. 

[She gioet him the leller, ring, andpurte. 
'What! change your diamond? wench 1 the act is base 

Common, but foul so shall not your disgrace : 
- Could not I feed your appetite ? Oh, men, 
^ You were created angels, pure and fair, 
Bntunce the first fell, worse than devils you are. 
You should our shields be, but you prove our rods. 
Were there no men, women might live like gods. 
Otiilty, my lord'? 
. BipoUto. Yea, guilty, my lady. 

InfeUce. Nay. you may lau^, bnt henceforth shun 
my bed. 
With no whore's leavings I'll be poisoned. [£rif. 

HipolUo. O're reacb'd so finely ! Tis the very dia- 
mond 
And letter which I sent: this villainy 
Some spider closely weaves, whose poisoned bulk *• 



bj Infelice peihaps led la the eiroi, but at least the TBtiation fr 
the Edic of 16S0 ought to have been noticed. Infelice me 
retorti upon Hipolilo his own words. C 

» jwtt] i. e. tudy. So, in Qodd and BtihsAi, bv G. Peele ; 

" Bnry Ub bulk beneath a heap of atones. 
Ben JoDioo'a Snumii, A. 6 : 

" TbeiT bulb end soola ate bound on fortune's wheel." 
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I must let forth. Who's there vithoat? 

Servant. My lord calls. [viUhm, 

WpoUto. Send me the footmaD. 

Serwmt. Call the footman to my lord. Bryan! 
Bryan! 

Enter Brtan. 

BipoUlo. It can be no man else. That Irish J ndas. 
Bred " in a country where no venom prospers, 
But in the nation's blood hath thus betraid me. 
Slave, get you from your service. V 

VolpoBt, A.S. S.3: 

" Beside, thii teat, body of mine ioih not crxn 
< " HaU the meU, driu, and citnh, ons of janr hilfa will 

*• Br^d in a eamtry tchtn so ominn pmpen,] That Ireland u 
free from all icnomotu or poUonou* creatnnj, it a fact vluch it 
aueitad bj almoM eveiy one who bath writtsn eanceniinf tbai 
coniitrj. 

Dencke, in 7^ Image ef Irtlaiide. 1581, Sign. C S, aaji : 
" Within the compaMs of thia land, 
" no pojaonjug beait doeth live ; 
" To adder, raalte, noi crocadile, 

" no mpitte doeth it fffe, 
' ' Wberebf the aame repaat mue take 
" to feede hia utpetite : 
' " But mth a deadly pernng blowe, 

" echo Tennine it doeth amite. 
" Aa wne as tbey doe tonche the gioonde, 

" eren by and bythev dye : 

" And hope of longer life to live, 

" from erei^ one doeth flye. 

^ " For whete tyme pa»t it did poHCNW 

" eche huitndl wicked beait : 

" The hilling (erpent with her inate, 

" and wonne of poyaon leaat. 
" Yet now no mch it will retaine, 

" it Toncheth not to aea ; 
" The froEge, the tode, nor npec nile 
" within her boundi to bee." 
The Mune Aothoi aaya, that the connt^ wai exempted froni 
llwae poiaOBOUi deatuiea by the meana of'^St. Partrick : he like- 

" No beaat that noyeth moilall man, 

" ia prociealed theare : 
" It biyngei forthe no Lion fearu 

"jTOT yet the rarayng beaie. 
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Brgan. Faat meanest tbon by this nov? 
HipolUa. QuestioD me not, nor tempt m]t fury. Til- 
lain, 
Could'st thou turn all the monntains in the land 
To bills of gold, and to give me; here thou stayest not. 
Brynn. I faat, I care not. 

Bipolito. Prate noi, but get thee gone, I shall send else. 
Bryan. I, do prcdy, I had rather have thee make a 
scabbard of my guts, and let out all de Irish puddisgs 
in my poor belly, den to be a false knave ta dee 1 faat, 
I will never see dyne own sweet face more. A mauhid 
dttr a gra, fare dee well, fare dee well, I will go steal 
cows again in Ireland. [Exit. 

Bipolito. He's damn'd that rais'd this whirlwind, 
which hath blown 
Into her eyes this jealousy : yet I'll on, 
I'll on, stood armed devils staring in my face; 
I'o he pursued in flight, quickens the nice : 
■- Shall my blood streams by a wife's lust be bard ? 
\!' Fond woman, no : iron grows by strokes more hard, 
Lawless desires are seas scorning all bounds, 
Or sulphur which, being ram'd up, more confounds. 
Struggling with mad men madness nothing tames, 
Winds wrestling with great fires incense the flames. 

[Exit. 
" No beul (I Mie) vhich do pMseMe 

" me jot ofcrewelJ kinde : 
" Eiceple the wolfe that nasome is. 
" in Irijhe Hiile I finde." 
BsiDsby Kfch, in bis DttcriptKii if Irrland, p. 44, laja : " I will 
" not contend whether il were Saint Patiicke. vho by his praiers 
" hath ihui purged Ireland from toads, from makea, from, adden, 
" and from other like venomous woroies : but there are other, aj 
" well BeastB, as Birdg, as the Roebuck, the Moule, the Piuet, 
" the Nytingale, that are meei stiangerB in Ireland, as the other, 
" and I cannot (hiake but that it wa» one man'd worke to e^ell 
" alt these togetlier, and all at one time. But if it were Sainl 
" Patrick, or whoioeTer otherwise, that was so serere against the 
" NytiDgal«, ths iweete Quenister of the wood, whose delectable 
" harmony is pleasing to ereiy eate, I would he had been as strict 
■' in justics against that foui-maDlbed tard the Cnckow, whose 
" notes were nerei jet pleasing to any man's eare, that was 
" jealous of his wife." 
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Enter Bellafront and Oklan do.' 

Bellafronl. How now, what ails your master? 

Orlando. Ha's taken a vounger brother's purge, for- 
aootb, and that works with him. 

Bellafront. Where is his cloak and rapier? 

Orlando. He has ^iven up liis cloak, and his rapier 
is bound to the peace : if you look a little higher, you 
may see that another hath entered into hatband for 
him too. Sis and fuur have put him into this sweat. 

Bellafront. Where's all his money ? 

Orlando. 'Tis put over by excliange : his doublet 
was goin^ to be translated, but Tor me : if any man 
would have lent but half a ducket on his heard, the 
hair of it had stuft a pair of breeches by this time ; 1 
had but one poor peony, and that 1 was glad to n^le . 
out, and buy a holly-wand to grace him through tlie 
street. As hap was, his hoots were on ; and then I 
dusted, to make people think he had been riding, and 
I bad Tun by him. 

Bellafront . Oh me, how does my sweet Matheo? 
F.nltr Matueo. 

Matheo. Oh, rogue, of what devilish stuff are these 
dice made off? of the parings of the devil's corns of his 
toes, that they run thus damnably? 

Bellafront. 1 pr'ythee vex not. 

Matheo. If any handicraft's man was ever suffered 
to keep shop in hell, it will be a dice-maker: he's able 
to undo more souls than the devil ; [ plaid with mine 
own dice, yet lost Have you any money? 

Bellafront. 'Las I have none. 

Matheo. 'Must have money, must have some,. must 
have a cloak, and rapier, and things: will you go set 
your lime-twigs, and get me some birds, some money T 

Bellafront. What lime-twigs should I set ? 

Matheo. You will not then ? Must have cash and 
IMCtures: do ye hear, (frailty) shall I walk in a ■> Ply- 

*Tbe old copy has it, " EntaiMatlieO.Bella&anl, and Orlando," 
bat tha Sist atxhete doeanat cuter 'till afterwards. 

^ Ptsmaith cJonJi] " That is," «■.;» Ba;, in his PrmHn, 174t, 
p. 838." a cant, a Jtof ; whereof this is the occaiion. MaQyaman 



37S TBK txcoMD rAKT or [Acri> 

■nondi clotk, (that's to mj) like « ngne, in my hoM and 
doublet, and a crab-tiee cud^l in my hand, and jkm 
■wim in your uttins ? must hav« money, come. 

Orfmoo. 1st bed-time, matter, that you nndo my 

mistreMT 
BtUa/TOui, Undo me 7 Yea, ye>, at theie riflings 
1 have been too often. 

Malheo. Help to fiay, Pacheco. 
Orlando. Flaying call you it ? 

Malheo. I'll pawn you by th' Lord, to yonrrery eye- 
brotn. 

BtW^nmt, With all my heart, since heaven will have 
me poor, 
As good be drown'd at sea, as drown'd at shore. 

Orlando. Why bear you, sir? y faith, do not mdce 
away her gown. 

Matheo. Oh it's summer, it's summer; your only 
tohion for a woman now, is to be light, to be l^ht. 

Orlando. Why, pray, sir, employ some of that mtwey 
you have of mine. 

Matheo. Thine ? I'll starve first, 111 beg first ; -when 
I touch a penny of that, let these fingers' ends rot. 

Orlando. So they may, for that's past touching. I 
saw my twenty pounds fly high. l^*^' 

Malheo. Kno west thou never a damn'd broker abSat 
the city ! 

Orlmdo. Damn'd broker 7 yes^ve hundred. 
Matheo. The gown stood me indikive twenty ducketi, 
borrow ten of it : cannot live without «lver. 

OrUutdo I'll make what I can of it, sir. 111 be yoni 
broker, "* - [Jtidt. 

" of Eiood eitracdon, coming haou 6om fu vojagM.-itutj <A>u« 
" loUndlme, iid.briD^ oat ofiom,MniLal>lB for the prtJMWtdlw 
" sud placo to itcTuit himMlf witli elolIiM. Hera (if not tntmHj 
" proTided) I the; make the next -^ood Aeii dnpei'e ■ht^vhani 
" it&ffcut out lerTei tbem for & corering. Foi we hm when n 
" walk in cuopo to cany aalaffin onihanda, but none when iB> 



_b7V „ . . „ 

" Bat let Foitnne natch hei wheel ftom jroo, s pooiale^aw 
'• your Inn, an old Fneu JeAin in Hsuan vou Sonilw wft, ui 
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Bat not your damn'd broker : oh, thou Kurvy knsTc, 
Whftt makes a wife turn whore, but such a iWa? '--' 

■ iSalhet. How now little chick, what ailest, weeping 
for a handful of taylors' ihreds ? pox on them, are there 
not ulks enow at mercers ? 

Bella/ront. I care not for gay feathers, I. 

Maiheo. What doest care for then ? why doestgiiereT 

BeUafrfml. Why do I grieve? a thousand gorrows 
strike 
At one poor heart, and yet it lives. Matheo, 
Thou art a gamster, pi'ythee throw at all. 
Set all upon one cast ; we kneel and pray. 
And struggle for life, yet must be cast away. 
Meet misery quickly then, split all, sell all. 
And when thou hast sold all, spend it, but I beseech 

thee 
Build not thy mind on me to coin thee more. 
To get it would'st thou have me play the whore 7 

Matheo. Twas your profession before t married you. 

Bellafront. Umn? it was indeed: if all men should 
be branded 
For sini long smce laid up, who could be saved ? 
The quarter-day's at hand, how will you do 
To pay the rent, Matheo ? 

Maiheo. Why, do as all of our occupation do against 
quarter-^lays ; break op house, remove, shift your lodg- 
ings : pox a your quarters. 

Enter LoootiCo. 

Lodoeico. Where's this gallant? 

Matheo. Signior Lodovico ? how does my little mir- 
ror of knighthood ? this is kindly done yfeith ; welcome 
by iny troth. 

Lodovico, And how dost, frolick ? save you, foir lady, 
lliou lookest smug and bravely, noble Mat 

Matheo. Drink and feed, laugh and lie warm. 

Lodomco. Is this thy wife ? 

Matheo. A poor gentlewoman, air, whom I make use 
of a nights. 

Jjodovico. Pay custom to your lips, sweet lady. 
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Matiieo. BwTow some ihellB of him, some wine, 
•weethesfL 

Lodovico. I'll send for't theo jrTaith. 

Matheo. You send fot't? Some wine, I pr'ytiiee. 

Beltafront. I have no money. 

Matheo. S'blood, nor I: What wine love yoo. 
Senior? 

Lodovico. Here, or 111 not stay, I protest : trouble 
the geotleworaan too much ? And what news flies 
abroad, Matheo 7 Itxit BeUaJrtmt. 

Matheo. Troth, Done. Oh, aignior, we have been 
merry in our days. 

Lodociio. And no doubt shall a^n. 
"nte divine powers never shoot datU at men 
Mortal, 10 kill them. 

Matheo. You say true. 

Lwiovko. Why should we grieve at want? 
Say the world made thee her minion, that 
-^ Thy head lay in her lap, and that she danc't thee 

On her wanton knee, she eoulii but give thee a whole 
' World : that's all, and that all's nothing ; the world's 
' Oreatest part cannot fill up one corner of thy heart. 
Say, the three corners were all GH'd, alasl 
Ol' what art diou possest, a thin blown glass : 
Such as by boys is purt into the air. 
Were twenty kingdoms thine, thou'dst live in care: 
. Thou could'st not sleep the better, nor live longer, 

Nor merrier be, nor healthfuller, nor stronger. 
.' If then thou want'st, thus make that want 3iy pleasure, 
, No man wants all things, nor has all in measure. 

Matheo. I am the most wretched fellow : sure some 
left handed priest christened me, I am so unlucky : I 
am never out of one puddle or another ; still falling. 
Enter Bzllafront, and Orlando. 

Matheo. Fill out wine to my little linger. 
With my heart i'fajth. 

Lodovico, Thanks, good Matheo. 
To your own sweet self. 

Orlando. All the brokers hearts, sir, are made of 
flint. 1 can with a)l my knocking, strike but six sparks 
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of fire ont of tbem; here's six dticketa, if yoall tHkeL, 
them. 

Matheo. Oive me them : an evil conBcieoce goaw 
them all, moths and plagues hang upon their lowste 
wardrobes. 

Lodovlco. Is this your maa, Matheo ? an old serring- 

Orlando. You may g;ive me t'other half too, sir: 
That's the beggar. 

Lodotico. What host there, gold? 

Matheo. A sort of raacals dre in my debt, (God 
knows what) and lliey feed me with bits, with crums, a 
pox choke them. 

■ Lodovico. A word, Matheo : be not angry with me ; 
Believe it that I know the touch of time, 
And can part copper (Iho it be gilded o'er) 
From the true gold : the sails which thou dost spread, 
Would shew well, if they were not borrowed. 
The sound of tliy low fortunes drew me hither, 
1 give myself unto thee, pr'vthee use me, 
I will bestow on you a suit of sattin, 
And ail things else to fit a gentleman. 
Because I love you, 
. Matheo. Thanks, good noble knight. 

Lodooieo Call on me, when you please ; 
Till theu farewel. {Exit. 

Matheo. Hast angled? bast cut up this fresh salmon? 

BcUafront Would'st have me so base ? 

Matheo. It's base to steal,, it's base lo be a whore : 
Thoul't be morebase, I'll make Ihte keep a door. [Exit. 

Orlando. I hope he will not sneak away with all the ' 
money, will he ? '^ 

BeUaJToiit Thou seest he does. L_ 

Orlando. Nay tlien it's well. I set my brains upon 
an upright last; though my wits be old, yet they are 
like a withered pippin, wholsome. Look you, mistress, 
I told him I had but six duckets of the knave l^roker, ^ 
)>nt I had eight, and kept these two for you. 

SeUafront. Thou should'st have given him all. 

Orlando. What, to fly h^h ? 
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L BttUJnmt. Like mres, my misery drires m Duaeiy> 
[Ent. 

OrldMdo. Sell bis wtve'scloaths from her baclcT does 
any poulterer's wire pull cbit-kens alive t he riots kU 
abroad, waots all at borne ; he dices, whores, swa^^ers, 
swears, cheats, borrows, pawns ; I'll give him hook and 
tine, a little moie fni all this. 
Yet sure I'th' end he'll delude all my hopes ; 
And shew me a French trick dauc'd on the ropes. [Exit. 
Enter at one door Lodovico and Cakolo ; at another 

BoTs.otirfiniiireMHoRSELKACH; Cakdido and Aii 

wife appeal in the thop. 

Lodoeico. Hist, hist, lieutenant Bota, how do'st man ? 

Carolo. Whither are you aii>bliug, madam Horse- 
leach? 

Bvrteleach, About worldly pro6t, sir : how do your 
worships ? 

Bott. We want toots, gentlemen, to fumisb the 
trade : they wear out day and night, tiiey wear out till 
no mettle be left in their back. We hear of twa or 
three new wenches are come up with a carrier, and 
your old goshawk here is flying at them. 

Lodovico. And faith , what flesh have you at home ? 

Bonekach. Ordinary dishes, by my troth, sweet men, 
there's few good i'th' city ; I am as well f^mish't ai 
any, and though I say it, as well custom'd. 

Bolt. We have meats of all sorts of dressing ; we 
have stew'd meat for your Frenchman, pretty light 
pictcing meat for yoar Italian, and that which is rotten 
roasted, for Don Spaniardo. 

Lodovico. A pox on't. ■ 

£ob. We have poulterers ware foryoursweetbloodSf 
as dovei chicken, duck, teal, woodcock, and so forth: 
and butcher's meat for the citizen : yet muttons fall 
very bad this year. 

Lodovico. .Stay, Is not that my [Mttient linen-draper 
yonder, and my fine young smug mistress, his wife t 

CaTolo. Sirrab Giannam, 111 give thee for thy fee 
twenty crowns, if thou canst but procure roe the wear- 
ing of yon velvet cap, 
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Honeteach. You'd w«ar another thing beside the 
cap. Y'are a wag. 

Boti. Twenty crowns T well share, and I'll be your 
pully to draw her on. 

Lodovko. Do't presently ; we'll have some sport. 

BoTKleach. Wheel yon abouti sweet men : do you 
^ee, I'll cbeapen wares of th« man, whilst Bots is doing 
with his wife. 

Lodovico. To't: if we come into the shop, to do you 
grace we'll call you madam. 

BoU. Pox a your old face'! give it the badge of all 
scurvy faces, a masque. 

Can-do. What ist yon lack, ^ntlewoman ? cam- 
brick or lawns, or fine holiands ? pray draw near, I can 
sell you a penny-worth. 

Boti. Some cambrick for my old lady. 
Candida, Cambrick? you shall, the purest thread 
in Milan. 

Lodooieo and Carolo. Save you,S^ior Candido. 

LodmUo. How does my noble master? how my fair 
mistress ? 

Citndido. My worshipful good servant. View it well, 
for 'tis both fine and even. 

Carolo. Cry you mercy, madam, thoi^h mask'd, I 
thought it shonid be you byyour man. Pray, Signior, 
shew her the best, for she commonly deals for good 
ware. 

Candido. Then this shall fither,this is for your lady- 
ship. 

BoU,* A word, I pray, there is a waiting gentle- 
* -woman of my lady's: hername isRuyna,says8he'syour 
kinswoman, and that you should be one of her aunts. 

ffl/e. One of her aunts ? troth, sir, I know her not. 

Bolt. If it please you to bestow the poor labour of 
your legs at any ^me, i will be your convoy thither. 

Uye. I am a snail, sir, seldom leave my house, ift 
please her to visit me, she shall be welcome. 

Bots. Do yon bear? the naked troth is: my lady 

* Bots bne talki snde -with Candido'a wife. C. 



bath a youQg knight, her son, who loTeayou; yW 
made, if you lay h<Ad upon't : this jewel he sends yon. 

M'i/v. Sir I retnrn his love and jewel with scorn ; let 
go my hand, or I shall call my husband. Yon are an 
arrant knave. [Exit. 

Lodovico. What will she do? 

Bott. Do 7 they shall all do if Bots sets upon them 
once: she was as if she had profest the trade, sqneam- 
ith at first, at last I shewed her this jew^, said, a 
knight sent it her. 

Lodocieo. Is't gold, and right stones ? 

BoU. Copper, copper, 1 go a fishing with these 
baits. 

Lodovieo. She nibbled, but would not sw^low the 
hook, because the cunger-head her husband was by ; 
but she bids the gentleman name any afternoon, and 
she'll meet him at her garden -house, which 1 kuow.* 

BoU. Is this DO lye now ? 

Lodooleo. Damn me if — 

BoU. Oh pr'ythee stay there. 

Lodovico. The twenty crowtts, sir. 

S4b. Betbre he has his work done? but on my 
knightly word, he shall pay't^hee. 

Enter Astolfo, Beraldo, Foktikbll, and the 
Irish Footuah. 

Aitolfo. I thonght thou had'st been gone into thine 
own country. 

Bryan. No faat la, 1 cannot go dis four or tree dayes. 

Beraido. Look thee, yonder's the shop, and that's the 
man himself. 

Fbntinell. Thou shalt but cheapen, and do as we told 
thee, to put a jest upon bim, to abuse hia paUence. 

Bryan. I faat, I doubt my pate shall be knocked : 
but sa crees sa me, for your shakes, I will runne to any 
lineu-clraper in hell, come preddy. 

Omnes. Save you, gallants. 

Ludavico and Carolo. Oh, well met I 

• It IB doubtful if there be rol bc 
tajs beiag givm to Lodovico, and vi 
the nlJ copy. O, G. 

I i,.;i,GtH>«^lc 
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Candido. Youl) pve no more yoa say? I cannot 
take it. 

HoTStkaeh. Truly I'll give no more. 

Caadido. It must not fetch it. What we'd yon have, 
sweet gentleiuen 7 

jlitolfa. Nay, here's the cuatomer. 

[Exeunt Boti and Hofttleach. 

Lodovico. The garden-house you say ? we'll bolt out 
your roguery." 

Candido. I will but lay these parcels by — My men 
are all at Gunom- house unloading wares, if cambrick 
you wo'd deal in, there's the best, all Milan cannot 
sample it. 

Lodovico. Do you hear ? 1. 2. 3. S'foot, there came 
ID 4. 'Gallants, sure your wife is slipt up, and the 4th 
man I hold my life is grafting your warden-tree". 

Candido. Ha, ha, ha : you gentlemen are full of jest. 
If she be up, she's gone some wares to show, 
I have above as good wares as below. 

Lodovico. Have you so? nay then — 

Candido. Now, gentlemen, is't cambricks ? 

Bri/an. 1 predee now let me have de best wares. 

Candido. What's that he says, pray, gentlemen ? 

Lodovico. Many, he says we are like to have the 
best wars. 

Candida. The best wars ! all are bad, yet wars do 
good, 
And, like to surgeons, let sick kingdoms blood, f 

Bryan. Faat a devil pretest tow so, a pox on dee, I 
preddee let me see some hollen, to make linen shirts, 
tor fear my l>ody be lousy. 

Candida. Indeed 1 understand no word he speaks. 

Carolo. Marry, he says, that at the siege in Holland 

• i. e. nf( out jour roguety. 

•* inirrtai-(r«] A pfar-iree. " Velenaan. Plin. Volema autem 
" pya mnt iiiseraDiIia, ila dicta, quoil inipleant volam." Bairet'a 
Miiarie. Tbe Fiench call tbia peax poire lU garde. Sve Mr. 
Steereat'a Note on Tht Winta'i TaU, A. 4. S. S. 

t Tbe Iiuhman pianDuncen waro like tain, vMch Lodovico ums 
to play upon the word : hitbnto this point, each as it i«, baa been 
loat b; misprintiiig. C. 
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tbera vat mncb Intwdry med unon^ die HdcQen^ 
iboQgli diej were looiy. 

CkwAfo. It may be ao, that's likely, tme indeed, . . 
In every garden, air, doea grow that weed. . , , 

Aryan. Pox on de gardena, and de weeds, and de 
bidet cap dere, and de cloutes ; here, dost make a 
bobby-hone of MC? 
I Odmic*. Oh, fie, he has ton the cambrick. 

CoM^do. Tis no matter. . 

AMtoyb. It frets me to the sonL 

Candida. So does't notme. 
My cnstomerB do oft for remnants call. 
These are two remnants now, no loss at ail- 
But let me tell you, were my BervEDts here, 
It would ha?e cost more.— Thank you gentlemen, 
I use you well, pray know my shop ag^n. [Exit. 

Omnet. Ha, ha, ha ; come, come, let's go, let's go, 
[Eteunt. 
Enter Mathbo (htaoe'^) an<l Bellafsont. 

Matkeo. How, am I suited, Front ? am I not gal- 
lant, ha ? 

Bellafront. Yef, sir, you are suited well. 

Matkeo. Exceeding passing well, and to the tinA- 

Bellafront. The taylor has plaid his part with yon, 

Matheo. A»d 1 have plaid a gentlenum's part with. 
my taylor, for I owe him for the making of it 

Bellafront. And why did you so, nr? 

Matheo. To keep the fashion : It's your only fasbioit 
now of your best rank of galianto, to make their taylora 
wait for their money ; neither were it wisdom indeed to 

■"bnnaj i. e. Jbn, gaadily drwMti. As. inLylj's Ei^ihua atd Id 
England, p. 67 ; " — anntlKr layeth all his Imng apon hii batke' 
" judging thai womm are weddwl lo braverit." 

Tht pKlvrt, by Hswingcr, A. S. S.6: 

" ' 'a hov nuuiy leTeisl vomen job ub 



" So aJten her, I h&d fori^har facs." 
Brid.' A. 4. a. 1 : 

r*ebiultitopBlBMi tofacstJia Court, 
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paytUwa upon the fint editioa of a new suit ; foreom^ 
monl; the suit is owing for, when the Uaings are wom 
out, and dere's no leason then, that the taylOT ihcnld 
be paid before the mercer, 

BtUafrmt. la this the suit the knght bestowed upon 
jaal 

Maiheo. This is the suit, and I need not shame to 
wear it, for better men than I would be glad to have 
suits bestowed on them. It's a generous fellow, — but 
^pox on him — we whose pericranions are the very 
limbecks and stillitories of good wit, and fly high, must 
drive liquor out of stale gaping oysters. Shallow 
knight I poor Squire Tinacbeo; I'll makea^ld Ca- 
taian" of forty such: htmg him, he's an ass, he's always 
sober- 

BtUafivnl. Hiis is your fault to wound your friends 
■tUI. 

Matheo. No faith. Front, Lodovico is a noble Sla- 
Toniaa : it's more rare to see him in a woman's com- 
pany, then for a Spaniard bo go into England, and to 
challenge the English fencers there. — One knocks,— 
See — La, fa, tol, la, fa, la, rustle in silks and sattins ; 
ttetc's musick in this, and a tafiety petticoat, it makes 
both flyiiigh, — Catzo. 

Enter Bbseafkont, after her Orlando, Uka limself, 
teilhfour Men after kim. 
Beliafremt. Matheo ! 'tis my father. '-' 

Matheo. Ha, jfitther? it's no matter, he finds no 
tatter'd prodigtds^b^. 

Orlando. Is not AmiAoot good enough to bold your 
tjlue coats? away, t^naves. Wear not your ck»thB 
thread-bare at knees for me ; beg heaven's blessing not 
mine. Oh, cry your Worship mercy, sir; wassomewhat 
bold to talk to this gentlewoman, your wife here. 
Matheo A poor gentlewoman, sir, 
Orlando. Stand not, sir, bare to me. I have read oft' 
That serpents who creep low, belch ranker poison ,^ . 

M — ■mMCaptaino^/orliriucb.'l i.e. tort; fuchaliallonkiiigbt*, 
&C. would go to the eompomtkoii of a dtsttrati thief. Sae s note oa 
tbe Utrni Wivti of fTrndnn-, lut Editian, p. S69. 

I l,.;l,GtH>«^lc 
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Than winded dragons do, that fly aloft. 

Mathto. If it cSend you, sir, 'tis for my pleasure. 

OrUudo. Your pleasure be't, sir; umh, is th» youc 
palace! 

AeUa/rMi. Yes, and our kin^Din, for 'tis ovr con- 
test. 

Orlando. It's a very poor kingdom then ; what, are 
all your subjects -gone a sheep-shearing? not a maid? 
not a man ? not so much as a cat? you keep a good 
house belike, just like one of your professbn, ereiy 
room with bare walls, and a half-headed bed to vault 
upon (aa all your bawdy-houses are). Pray who are 
your upholiterers ? Oh, the spiders, I see, they bestow 
hangiugt upon you. 

Matheo. Bawdy-house 1 Zounds! sir — 

BeUafront. Oh, sweet Matheo, peace. Upon my 

I do beseech yon, sir, not to arraign me 
For iins, which heaven, I hope, long since hath par- 
doned. 
Those flames (like lightning flashes) are bo spent. 
The heat no more remains, than where ships went. 
Or where birds cut the air, the print remains. 

Matheo. Pox on him, kneel to a dog? 

BeOafroat. She that's a whore 
Lives gallant, fares well. Is not (like me) poor, 
I have now as small acquaintance with that sin, 
As if I tad never known it; that, never been. 

Orlando. No acquaintance with it ! what maintaiUs 
^'thee then? how dost live then? has ihy husband any 
"-lands? any rents coming in, any stock going, any 
ploughs jogging, any ships sailing? hast thou any 
wares to turn, so much as to get a single penny by? 
yes, thou hast ware to sell, 
Knaves are thy chapmen, and thy shop is hell. 

Matheo. Do you hear, sir ? 

OrUmdo. So, sir, I do hear, m, more of you than 
you dream I do. 

Matheo. You fly a little too high, sir. 

Orlando. Why, sir, too high ? 
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lHathto. I have suffered your ttmfue, like '"a bard 
cater tro, to run all this while, and have not Btopt it. 

Orlando. Well, sir, you talk like a gamester. 

Matheo. If you Come to baik at her> because she's a 
poor rogue ; look you, here's a fine path, sir, and there, 
there the door. 

BeOafront. Matheo 1 

Matbeo. Youi blue coats stay for you, sir. 
I love a good honest roaring boy, and so — 

Orlando. That's the devil. 

Matheo. Sir, sir, I'll have no Joves in my house to 
thunder Avauut 1 she shall live and be maintained, 
when you, like a keg of musty stui^ieon, shall stink. 
Where? in your coffin. How? be a musty fellow, 
and lousy. 

Orlando. I know she shall be maintained, but how? 
she like a quean, thou like a knave ; she like a whore, 
thou like a thief. 

Matheo. Thief I zounds, thief t 

Bellafront. Good, dearest Mat. — Father. 

Matheo. Pox on you both, I'll not be braved : new 
satlin scorns to be put dowu with bare bawdy velvet. 
Thief? 

Orlando. Aye, thief,; th'art ft murtherer, a cheater, 
a whore-monger, a pot-hunter, a borrower, a beggar — 

* otorri eater (m] The following pamago from The Art i^Jag- 
glitg, orLegerdntttUie, by 5. R. 4to. 1612, Sign. C 4, will anfficienUj 
CIJUUD the Unas aimre nSGil : ■' Fiiet you must know a laogiet, 
" which is a die tbai simple men hare spldom heard of, but ofuni 
" uwne to their costi and this is a well -favoured die, and seemeth 
" good and squa e, yet ic is forged longer upon the cater and trta 
•• than any other way ; and therefore il in called a iangrel. Such 
" be also call'd bani eatei- trtai, because commonly the longer end 
" will of I'le owDe sway diawe downewards, and turne up to Iha 
" eie sice aincke de ice or ace. The principal use of them is at 
" Novum for so longe a paiie of banI cater tfua be walking on the 
" bonrd, so long; can ye not Cast fire noi nine, miles it be by great 
" chance, that the loughnea of the table, otsomeolhei stoppe, force 
" them to stay, and run gainst tbeii kinde ; for without taltr or 
" trtB je know that five oi nine can never come." 

In Moniieur D'OUve, 1606, the itop cater Irt is mentjoned ; and 
^ain in The London Praiigat. 

See also Dekkar's Belman of Loddon, 1616. E. 4. I. R. 
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BttUtfriMt. Dear folher. 

MaUieo, Au old om, « dog, a churl, a cbnff, an 
~-v«irer, a Tillaia, a moth, a mangy mule with an old 
velTet foot-cloth on his back, lir, 

Betiafront. Oh me ! 

Orlando. Varlet, for this I'll hang tbee. 

Matheo. Ha, ha, alai. 

Orlando, llioa keepest a man of mine here, under 
my nose. 

Mathfo. Under thy beard. 

OrlMdo. As arrant a smell-unock, for an old mut- 
ton-manger, as thyself. 

Matheo. No, as yourself. 

Orlando. As arraatapurse-takeraserer cried, stand; 

Set a good fellow, I confess, and valiant ; bat be'U 
ring Uiee to'th' gallows ; you both have robb'd of late 
two poor country pedlars. 

AfalAeo. Hows this? how's this* dost thou fly high? 
rob pedlaniL? bear vdtnesst Front, rdt pedlars ? my mui 
and-I a thief? 

BetU0ront. Oh sir, no more. 

Orlando. Aye, koave, two pedlers, hue and cry is ufH 
warrants are out, and I shall see thee climb a ladder. 

Slatheo. And come down a^in as well as a brick- 
layer, or a tyler. How the Tengeance knows be this? 
if I be banged, I'll tell the. people I married old Fris- 
cobaldo's daughter, I'll frisco you, and your old carcass. 

Orlando. Tell what thou canst; if I stay here longer, 
I shall be bang'd too, for being in thy company ; there- 
fore, as I found you, I leave you. 

Mathto, Kneel, and get money of him. 

Orlando. A knave and a quean, a thief, and a strum- 
pet, a couple of beggars, a brace of baggages. 

Matheo, Hang upon him. Aye, aye, sir, fare you 
well; we are so: follow close — we are beggars — ia 
sattin— tohim. 

Bellafrml. Is this your comfort, when so many years 
You ha' left me frozen to death ? 

Orlando. Freeze still, starve still. 

Bella/renL Yes, so 1 shall : I must, 1 must and will. 
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Tf aa you say I'm poor, relieve me then, ^ 

LiBt me notsell my body to base men. 

Yqu call me- strumpet, heBTen knows I am none; '- 

Your cruelty may drive. me to be one ; 

1*1 not that sin be yours ; let not the shame ■" 

Of common whore live longer than my name. ^ 

That cunuing bawd (necessity) night and day 

Plots to undo me; drive that h^ away, 

I^st being; at lowest ebb, as now 1 am, 

I sink for ever. 

Orlando. Lowest ebb, what ebb? 
Bella/roat. So poor, that (tho' to tell it be my shame) 
I am not worth a dish to hold my meat; 
I am yet poorer, I want bread to eat. 
Orlando. It's not seen by your cheeks. 
Matheo. I think she has read an homily to tickle too 
the old rogiie. 

Orlando. Want bread? there's aattin : bake that. 
, Malheo. S'blood, make pasties of my cloaths ? 
Orlando. A fair new cloak, stew that; an excellent 
gilt rapier, 

Matheo. Will you eat that, sir 7 
Orlaitdo. 1 could feast ten good fellows with those 
hangers. 

Matheo. The pox yoji shall. 

Orlando. I shall not till thou behest think thou art 
poor; 
And when thou be^;est, I'll feed thee at my door, 
As I feed dogs (with bones), lilt then beg. 
Borrow, pawn, steal, and hang, turn bawd. 
When th'art no whore, my heart-strings sure 
Would crack, were they strained more. ■ [^'''' 

Matheo. liiis is your father, your damn'd— confusion 
light upon all the generation of you I he can come 
brag^Qg hither with four white herrings (at's tail) in 
blue coats without roes in their bellies, but I may 
starve ere he give me so much as a cob". 

»fl c*A.] A hfrring is called n a*. See Nas:.> ttiittn Sfiff, 

,:,,„.. .Google 
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BeUafrmt. What tell yen me of this ? alas. 

Matbto. Go trot after your dad, do yon capitalate, 
I'll pawn not for yon, I'll not steal to be hanged for 
guch an hypocritical close common harlot : away, yon 
d(^ — Brave yfiuth ! Udsfoot! give me some meat. 

BtUafrmt. Yes, air. [Era. 

Matheo. Goodman slave, my man too is gallop'd to 
the devil a'the t'other side: Pacheco, I'll checo yoii. 
Is this your dad's day ? England (they say) is the only 
hell for Korses, and only Paradise for women : pray get 
jou to that Paradise, becanoe y'are called an HoneMt 
' Whore ; tKere they live none but honest whores with a 
pox : marry, here in our city, all IVour sex are but foot- 
cloth na|8 : the master no sooner lights, but the man 
leaps int* the saddle. 

, Enter Bei,lafront. 

Bellafront. Wilt you sit down 1 pray, sir? 

MaAeo. I could tear (by'th' Lord!) his flesh, and 
eat his midriff in salt, as I eat this: — must I choak — 
my father Friscobal^ 1 shall make a pitiful hi^-lonse 
of you Orlando, if you fell once into my fingers — 
Here's the savorest meat : I have got a stomach with 
cha&ng. What rogue should tell him of those ttro 
pedlers 7 A plague choak him, and gnaw him to the 
bare bones ! come fill. 

Bellafront. Thou sweatest with very '^nger, good 
sweet, vex not, 'las, 'tis no fault of mine. 

Matheo, Where didst buy this mutton? I nevCT felt 
better ribe. 

Bellafront. A neighbour sent it me. 
Enter Orlando. 

Matheo. Hah, neighbour! foh, my mouth stinks! 
Thii u, hcnrGTer. a quibble here, for I think a tub in Ireland sig- 
Dlfiet ft coin, oi piece of mooey. 

" I am youu till Shiove-taeadaj', fbi tben I chmEe my cop|^ 
and loake Jike Dotbiog but Red-HemDg Cobbe*, and Stock-fiih. 
EngliBbmui toi my moDoy, 1626. 8ig B. I. 

A Cab, I believe, is a •oft-roeduemng. SeeTayloTB Jack-a- 
■-M17. O.G. 
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- you whore, do ypti beg rictnala for rbe ? Is this nOia 
doublet to he ■' bombasted with broken meat? \^ 

[ Takes up thi tlool. 

Orlando. What will you do, sir ? 

Matbeo, Beat oat the brains of a beggarly——- 

[Eii( Beliajrmit.* 

Orlando. Best out an ass's head of your own; away,- 

tnistresB! Zoundsl do but touch one hair of her, and i 

I'll so quilt your cap with old iron, that your coxcomb i^' 
shall akc the worse these seven years for't: Does she 
look like a roasted rabbit, that you mhst have the head 
for the brains ? 

Matkeo. Ha, ha : go out of my doors, yon rogue : 
away, four marks trudge. 

Orlando. Four marks? no, sir, my twenty pounds 
that you bave made fly high, and I am.gone. 

Malheo. Must I be fed with chippings ? y'are bestget 
a ''dapdish, and say y'are proctor to some Spittle- 

»' bombatteil] L e. Muffed ont. So, in Ga>coigne'« Fable if Jcfa- 
mmo,f.aSi: 

" Thy bodies bolatred ont 

" With butabatt and with haggtt, 
" Tby roale», thy mffn, thy caules, thj coifea, 
" Thy jerkins, and ihy jagges." 
To ismtoic was in general to staff with cotton. SeeMr.Stevrens' 
Note on the First Part of Hmri/ IV. A. 3, S. 4, 

* " And enter Orlando as Facheco,'' ought to be added here to 
the Btage-direction. C. 

^ tftrprfiii] " The beggars, two or three centnries ago, used to 
" praclaim their want by ^ vooden dish with a moveable cover, 
'( which they clacked to shew that the vessel was empty." See 
Mr. SlewFDs's Note on Meamrtfor Meaturt, A. «. S. 9. 
Again, in ChprcbyArd's ChaUenge, 1593, p. 143 : 

" Where I was wont, the golden cbCines to wear, 
" A payre of beads, about myUcke Wu wound, 
" A tinnen cloth wa* 'lapt abont my heare, 
" A Tagged gowne, that trailed on the ground, 
'* A ^ih that eiapt, and gave a heavy soond, 
" A staying staffe, and wallet therewilhall, 
" I bear about as witnesse of my fall." 
Energ man in hii Humour, A. 1. S. 1 1 " — an he think to be re- 
*' liev'd bj me, when he ii^t into one o* your dty pounds, the 
" comiteiB, he has got the wtong sow by the eat i'ftath ; and et^ 
"Tiu diA at the wrong tnan's door." See also note %5 to the 
Pinner of Wakefield. 
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hooK. Where hut thou been Pacheco? come hither 
my little turky-cock. 

Orlando. I cannot abide, sir, to see a woman wrong'd, 
not I. 

Matheo. Siirah, here was my father-in -law to-day. 

Orlatido, Pish, then y'are full of crowns. 

Matheo. Han^ him, he would have thrust crowns 
upon me, to have fal'o in again, but 1 scorn cast-cloathi, 
or any man's gold. 

Orlando, But mine : how did he brook that dr* 

Matheo' Ob: swore like a doien of drunken tinkers: 
at last growing foul in words, he and four trf hb men 
drew upon me, air. 

Orlando. In your house ? would I bad been by. 

Matheo. I made do more ado, but fell to my old 
lock, and so thrashed my blue coats, and old crabtree- 
face my father-in-law, imd then wallet like a lion in toy 
grate. I 

Orlando. Oh, noble master ! 

Matheo. Sirrah, he could tell me of the robUog 
the two pedlers, and that warrants are out for us ' 
both. 

Orlatido, Good sir, I like not those crackers. 

Matheo, Crackbalter, wo*t set thy foot to mine? 

Orlando. How, sir ? at drinking. 

Matheo. We'll pnll that old craw my father : rob 
thy master. I know the house, thou the serraats: 
" the purchase is rich, the plot to get it easy, the dog 
will not part A^m a bone. 

Orlando. Pluck't out of his throat then : I'll snail 
for one, if this can bite. 

** 0Mpani0f u richil Fnrehem wm antieally a cant word for 
■lolaii goodh Ai, in AHtUonmi Fair, A. 2. S. *: " All Out 
" panes and pwdum 1 nre jou to-day bj coiiTeynaCe, biigg 1 
" hitlm to Uri'Ja's piMsnUj." 
Tin AlAtuMt, A. 4. S. T : 

" r the mean time, 

" Da you two pack np all tin gmd*. and purchua i 

" That ve can cam r the two tninlu." 
See abo Mr. Whallej^ Note on the last paMl«e : ud fib. 
Stceiens' Note on (he Fint Part of Htitrj IV. A. 9; £ 1. 
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Matheo. Say no more, say do more, old cole, meet 
me anon at the lign of the Shipwreck. 

Orlando. Yea, sir. 

Maiheo. And dost hear, man? — the Shipwreck. 

[Krii. 

Orlando. Th'art at the Shipwreck now, and like a ^ 
swimmer 
Bold but unexp«rt with those waves dost play, I- 

WhoK dalliance wborelike is to cast thee away. i^ 

Enttr HtPOLiTo and Bellafeont. 
And here's another vessel (better Traaght, 
But as ill mann'd,) her siaking will be wrought) 
If rescue come not : like a man of war 
111 therefore bravely out : wMiewhat III do. 
And either save them both, or perish too. [Exit. 

Hipolito. It is my fate to be bewitched by thoae eyes. 

Bellafront. Fate? your folly. 
Why should my face thus mad you? 'las, those colours - 
Are wound up long ago, which beauty spread; 
The flowers that once grew here, are withered. 
You turn'd my Uack soul white, made it look new. 
And should I sin, it ne'er should be with yon, 

HifioUto. Your hand, I'll offer yon fait play; when 
first 
We met i'th' lists together, you remember 
Yon were a common rebel ; with one pariey 
1 won you to come in. 

BeUafriMt. You did. 

HgioUto. Ill try 
If now I can beat down this chastity 
With the same ordnance ; will you yield this fort, 
If with the power of argument now (as then) 
I get of you the conquest: as before 
I tum'd yon honest, now to turn yon whore, 
By force of strong persuasion? 

BtUafioiU, If you can, 
I yield. 

mpolilo. The alarm's sUuck up : I'm your man. 

Bellafront. A woman gives defiance. 

Hipolito. Sit. 
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Bttlafitml. Begin: 
Tia a_brav e battle to ■""■"""*■■■ gjp- 
' a^tiiof i 00. mea tbat are to tight in the same war, 
To which I'm prest, and plead at the same bar. 
To win a woman, if you we'd have me speed, 
Send all your wishes. 
Bella/ront. No doubt y'ate heard, proceed. 
Hipolito. To be a harlot, that you stand upon, 

" The very name'R a chann to make you one. 

t Harlot was a dame of so ditine 

^ And ravishing U>uch, that she was ''concubine 

' To an Engligh kiog; her sweet bewitching eye 
Did the kin)j*a heart-strings in such love-knMa tie, 
That even the coyest was proud when she could hear 
Men lay. Behold ; another harlot there ; 
And after her all women that were fair 
Were harlots cali'd, as to this day some are : 
Besides her dalliance, she to well does mix, 
That she's in Latin cali'd the Merelrix. 
Thus for the name : for the poTession, this. 
Who lives in bondage, lives lac'd ; the chief bliss 
This world below can yield, is liberty : 
And who (than whdres) with looser wings dare fly ? 
As Juno's proud bird spreads the fairest tail, 

' So does a strumpet hoist the loftiest sail. 
She's no man's slave (men are her slaves) ; her eye 
Moves not on wheels screw'd up with jealousy. 
She (horsd, or coachd, does merry journies make. 
Free as the sun in his gilt zodiak : 
As bravely does she shine, as f^t she's driven, 
But stays not long in any house of heaven : 
Butsfains from sign to sign her amorous prizes, 
More rich being when she's down, than when she rises. 
In brief, gentlemen haunt them, aoldiers fight for them, 

. Few men but know them, few or nor)e abhor them : 



To on £f^Wi Img:} J.TUla (rrom w^ienca tb« void harla u 
fancifully denied) vas not the concufnae of an Englifib. naaiuasb, 
' but miatreH to Robert, one of the dukea of Normandy, and fittbec 
to Willum the CosiiueioT. S. 
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Thtu for sport sake ^eak I, as to a woman. 

Whom (as the worst ground) I would turn to ci 

Bat you I would CDCKtse Tor mine own bed. '^ 

Bellafrottt. So should a husband be dishonoured. 

Hipolito. Dishonoured I not a whit : to fall to one 
Besides your husband is to fall to none, 
For one no nuoiber is. 

BellaJTonU Faith 1 should you take 
One in your bed, would you that leckoning xtaJtA ? 
Tie time you sound retreat. 

HipoUto. Say, have 1 won, 
Is the day ours? 

Bellafroni. The battle's but half done, 
None but yourself bare yet sounded alarms, 
Let us strike too, else you dishonour arms. 

HipoUto. If you can win the day. 
The glory's yours. 

BellaJTont. To prove a woman should not be a whore, 
Wheo she was made, she had one man, and no more. 
Yet she was tied to laws then, for even ttien 
Tis said, she was not made for men, but man. 
Anon, t'increase earth's brood, the law was varied. 
Men should take many wives : and tho' they married 
According to that act, yet 'tis not known. 
But that those wives were only tied to one. 
New parliaments were since : for now one woman 
Is shared between three hundred, nay she's common ; 
Common as spotted leopards, whom for sport 
Men hunt, to get the flesh, but care not for't. 
So spread they nets of %<A&, and tune their calls. 
To inchant silly women to take falls : 
Swearing they are angels which that they ma^ win 
They'll bite the devil to come with false dice in. 
Oh Sirens subtle tunes! yourselves you flatter. 
And onr weak sex betray; so men love water ; v. 
It serves to wash their bands, but (being once fouI)j^ 
The water down is pour'd, cast out of doors, i^ 
And even of such base use do men make whores. 
A harlot (like a hen) more sweetness reaps. 
To pick men one by one np, than in heaps : 
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Yet all feeds but coaJbandiag. Say you should taste 

me, 
I lerre but for the time, and when the day 
Of war ia done, am casheer'd out of pay : 
If like lame soldiers I could beg, that's all, 
. And there's lust's readezvous, au hospital. 
^.Wfao then would lie a aiau's slave, a man's woman ? 
She's half-starv'd the first day that feeds in common. 
BipoUto. You should not feed so, but with me alone. 
heUafronl. If I drink poison by stealth, is't not all 
one? 
- Is't not rank poison still with you alone ! 
Nay, say you spy'd a courtezan, whose soft side 
To touch, you'd sell your birth-right for one kiss. 
Be rack'd ; she's won, y'are Bated : what follows this 1 
Oh, then you curse that bawd that told you in, 
(The night) you curse your lust, you loath the sin, 
Yoa loath her very sight, and ere the day 
Aiise, you rise glad when y'are stol'n away. 
L Even then when yon are drunk with all her sweets, 
^There's no true pleaHure in a strumpet's sheets. 
Women, whom lust so prostitutes to sale, 
IJke dancers upon ropes, once seen, are stale. 

Hipolito. if all the threads of harlots' lives arc spua 
So coarse as you would make them, tell me why 
You BO long loved the trade ? 
Beltafront. If all I he threads 
. Of harlots' lives be fine as you would make them, 
r Why do not you persuade your wife turn whore, 
>' And all dames else to fall before that sin T 
Like an ill husband (ibo' I knew the same 
To be my undoing) followed I that game. 
Ob when the worL of lust had eam'd my bread. 
To taste it, how 1 treml)led, lest each bit, 
Ere it went down, Bhould choak me (chewing it !) 
'.^My bed seem'd like a cabin hung in hell, 
The bawd hell's portet( and the liquorish wine 
The pander fetch'd, was like an easy fine, 
For which, methougbt I leas'd away my soul. 
And oftentimes even in my quafBng bowl 
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Thus said I to myself, I am a nbore. 

And liave drunk down thus much confusion more. 

mpolilo. It IB a common rule, and 'tis most true, 
Two of one trade ne'er love : no more do you. 
Why are you sharp 'gainst that you once profest ? 

Bellafrotit, Why doat you on that, which you did 
once detest ? 
I cannot (seeing she's woven of such bad stuff) 
Set colours on a harlot baBe enough. 
Nothing did make me, when I loved them best. 
To loa^ them more than this : when in the street v 
A fair young modest damsel 1 did meet, J, 

She seem'd to all a dove (when I pass'd by). 
And I to all a raven : every eye 
That followed her, went with a bashful glance 
At me, each bold and jeering countenance 

Darted forth scorn : to her (as if she had been .^^ 

Some tower unvanqiushed) would they vail, 

*Gaiiist me swoln rumour hoisted every sail. 

She (crown'd with reverend praises) passed bv them, 

I (tho' with face maski) could not scape the fiem. 

For (as if heaven had set strange marks on whores 

Because they should be poiuting stocks to man) 

Diest up in civilest shape, a curtizan 

Let her walk saint-like, notelens, and unknown, v. 

Yet she's betray'd by some trick of her own. *" 

Were harlots therefore wise, they'd be sold dear : 

For men account them good but for one year; 

And then like Almanacks (whose dates are gone) v- 

They are thrown by, and no more iookt upon. '- 

Who'll therefore backward fall, who will launch fortii 

In seas so foul, for ventures no more worth? ^- 

Lust's voyage halh (if not this course) this cross. 

Buy ne'er so cheap, your ware comes home with loss. 

What, shall I sound retreat ? the battle's done : 

Let the world judge which of U3 two have wen. 

Hipolito, 1 1 

BellafroTit. You ? nay, then, as cowards do in fight. 
What by blows cannot, shall be saved by flight. [Exit. 
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BipolUo. Ply to earth's fixed ceoter : to the cares 
Of everlaitiog homw. III pursue thee, 
(Tbo' loaden with sins) even to hell's braien doors. 
Thus wisest men turn tools, doting od whores. [Exii. 
Enter the Duks, Lodovico, and Oklando: after 

them Imfslice, Carolo, Astolfo, Beraldo, 

FoNTIHEt,L> 

Orlando, 1 beseech your ^ce, tho' your eye be so 
pierctng; as under a poor blue coat to cull out an 
honest father from aa old serving-'man ; yet, good my 
lord, discover not the plot to any, but only this gentle- 
man that is now to be an actor in our ensuing Comedy. 

Duke. Thou hast thy wish, Orlando, pass unknown, 
Sforfo* shall only go along with thee. 
To see that warrant served upon thy son. 

Lodoeico. To attach him upon felony, for 2 Pedlars : 
is't not so? 

Orlando, Right, my noble knight: those pedtara were 
two knaves of mine; he fleeced the men before, {and 
now he purposes to Aay the master. He will rcri> me, 
his teeth water to be nibbling at uiy gold, but this ^all 
hang him by th' gills, till I pull him on shore. 

Duke. Away : ply you the business. 

Orlando, Thanks to your grace : but, my good lord, 
fbr my daughter — . 

Duke. You know what I have said. 

Orlando. And remember what 1 have sworn: abes 
more honest, on my soul, than one of the Turk's wenches, 
watcht by a hundred eunuchs. 

Lodovico. So she had need, for the Turks malte diem 
whores. 

Orlando. He's a Turk that makes any woman a 
whore, he's no true Christian Tm sure. I commit your 
grace. 

Duke. Infelice. 

Jn/elice. Here, sir,' 

Lodovico. Signior Friscobaldo. 

' A naine taken bj lAdoiieo perhi^ tot the occauon. C. 
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OrloHdo. Frisking again 7 Paolteoo. 

Lodovieo. Uds lo, Facbeco ? we'll have some sport 
with \h'ia warrant: 'tit to apprehend all suspected per- 
sons in the house : besides, there's one Bots a pander, 
and one Madam Horseleacb a bawd, that have abused 
my friend, those two conies will we lierret into the pui- 
senet". 

OTiando. Let me alone for dabbing them o'th' neck : 
come, come. 

Lodovico. Do ye hear, gallants ? meet me anon at 
Matheo'a. 

Omaet. Enough. [Exeunt Lodovico and Orlando. 

Dvke. Th' old fellow sings that note thou didst - 
before, I 

Oilly his tunes are, that she is no whore. 
But th^ she sent his letters and his gifts, 
Out of a noble triumph o'er his lust. 
To shew she trampled bis assaults in dust. 

Infelice. "Vis a good honest servant, that old man. 

Duke. I doubt no less. 

Itifelice And it may be my husband. 
Because when once this woman was uumaskc. 
He level'd all her thoughts, and made them fit: 
Now he'd mar all again, to try his wit. 

Duke. It may be so too, for to turn a harlot >» 

Honest, it must be by strong antidotes, \ 

"Us rare, as to see panthers change their spots. 
And when she's once a star fixed and shines bright, 
Tho 'twere impiety then to dim her light, 
(Because we see such tapers seldom burn); 
Yet 'tis the pride and glory of some men. 
To change her to a blazing star again, ^ 

And it may be, Hipohto dues no more. 
It cannot be, but y'are acquainted all 
With that same madness of our son-in-law, 
That dotes so on a curtizan. 

It.'} " A net of which the moutli ia drawn to^tbei bj a 
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Oancf. Yes, my lord. 

Canlo. All the city thinks he'a a whoremonger. 

AtUAfii. Yet 1 warrant, he'll iwear no man marks 

htr^Aa. Til like bo, for when a man goes a wench- 
ing, 'Us as if he bad a itrong stinckii^ breath, eveij 
one sntells bim out, yet he feels it not, thoagb it be 
nnker than the sweat of sixteen bearwarders. 

Difie. I doubt then you have all those Blinking 
breaths. 
Ton might be all smelt out. 

Caroio. Troth, my lord, I think we are all ai you 
have been in your youth when you went a maying; we 
all love to hear the cackoo sing upon other men's trees. 

DaJre, It's well yet you con^ss : but, girl, tby bed 
Shall not be parted with a curtizan — 'tis strange. 
No frown of mine, no frown of the poor lady, 
(Hy abused child, his wife) no care of fame. 
Of honour, heaven or hell, no not that name 
Of common strumpet, can afirlght, or woo him 
To abandon her; the harlot does undo him. 
She has bewitched him, robb'd him of his shi^, 
Tum'd him into a beast, his reason's lost ; 
Yon see he looks wild, doea he not? 

Carolo. I have noted new moons 
Id's face, my lord, all full of change. 

Zhike. He's no more like unto Hipohto, 

lan dead men are to living — never sleepi, 
Or if he do, it's dreams; and in those dreams 
His arms work, — and then cries— sweet- what's her 

What's the drab's name ? 

Astoyh. In troth, roy lord, I know not, 
I know no drabs, not I. 

Duke. Oh, fiellafront ! 
And catching her fast, cries, my BellafronL 

Carolo. A drench that's able to kill a lioqse cannot 
kill this disease of sniock-smelling, my lord, if It have 
once eaten deep. 

Duke. I'll try alt physick, and this med'cine first: 
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I have directed warrants strong and peremptory •- 

(To purge our city Milan, and to cure the outward ■- 
Parts, the suburbs) for the attaching r 

Of all those women, who like gold, want weight, 
Cidee, like ships, should have no idle freight. 

Caroio. Ho my lord, and tight wenches are no Idle 
freight. 
But what's your grace's reach in this ? 

Duke. This, Carolo. If she whom my son doats on. 
Be in that master-book enrold, he'll shame 
Ever t'approacb one of such noted nitme. 

Caroto. 'But say ttie be not? 

Duke. Yet on harlot's heads 
New laws shall fall so heavy, and such blows shall 
Give to those that haunt them, that Hipolito 
(If not for fear of law) for loTe to her, 
If he love truly, shall her bed forbear. ' 

Carulo. Attach all the light heels i'th' city, and clap 
'em up. Why, my lord, you dive into a Well unsearch- 
able : all the whores within the walls, and without the 
walls. I would not be he should meddle with them 
for ten such dukedoms; the army that you speak on 
ia able to fill all the prisons wiUiin this city, and to' 
leave not a drinking room in any tavera besides. 

Duke. Those only shall be caught that are of note. 
Harlots in each street flow: . , 

The fish being thus i'th'net, ourselves will sit. 
And with eye roost severe dispose of it. — 
Come girl. 

Carolo. Arraign the poor whore. 

Ailolfo 111 not miss that sessions. 

Fontineti. Nor 1. 

Beraldo, Nor I, 
Tho' I hold up my hand there myself. [Exeunt, 

Enter Matkeo, Orlando, and Looovico. 

Maikeo. Let who will come, my noble chevalier, I 
can but play the kind host, and bid 'em welcome. 

Lodotieo. We'll trouble your house, Matheo, but as 
Dutchmen do in taverns, drink, be merry, and be 
gone. 

v.;l,GtH>«^lc 
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Orlando. Indeed, if you be right Datchmen, if yoa 
fall to drinking you mnst be gone. 

Mailteo. The wont is, roy wife is not at hcHne; but 
well flie high, my generoui knight, for all that : there's 
no musick whea a women is in the concert. 

Orlando. No, for she's ^ like a pair of virginals, 
Always with jacks at her tail 

Enter Astolfo, Caholo, Behaldo, Fovtineli.. 

Lodocico. See, the corey is sprung. 

Omnei. Save you gallants. 

Matheo. Happily encountered, sweet bloods. 

Lodovico. Gentlemen, you all know Sigitior Caadido, 
the linen-draper, he that s more patient than a brown 
baker, upon the day when be heats the oven, and has 
forty scolds about biro. 

Omnei. Yes, we know him all, what of him? 

Lodoeieo, Wo'd it not be a good fit of mirth, to 

- make a piece of English cloth of him, and to >> stretch 

■' hira on tentors, till the threads of his own natural fail' 

moor crack, by making him " drink healths, tobacco, 

" — lOna fair of virginals, 

iifhcayt mthjada at her fdit.] So in Ron Alky, er Ktrry Tricia, 
1611: 

" WboTS be tbeu rMcals, that ikip up tod domi 
" like mrgnaijackiT" 
Again, Bacon : " la a vifginai u wwn a* ever the jack fallelh, 
" and toucheth the itiing, Oie aoani ceueth." S. 
See Note T4 to the Firat Fart of thii Pla;, 
■ -•—•-^ '-- -Ti tmten] i. a. the tenter hook*, on viack elolh 



after the feast of St. Michael, " no person ahati keep, bare, iiie, 
or occupy any ientar; not nJe, have, nor occnpy any wrinch, lope, 
01 linit, with the same tentor, or ahalt tue any other engine nn- 
lawhJIy, to gtiain Or itretch any cloth oi clotbei, apon pain that 
tveiy offender that ahall ose or occupy any tentOT or other engine 
to the contrary ihall forfeit twenty pounds." Statntes at Luee, 
Vol. I, 681. Fd. O.G. 

» dritik htldu, tobacco, &c] To drink tobacm wai a coiamoB 
phrase tot imoaking it 

ThtM- • ■ ' 
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dance, sing bawdy songs, or to run any bias according 
fts we think good to cast him ? 

Carlo, 'Twere a morris-dance worth the seeiag. 

Attolfo. But the old fox i; so entity, we should 
hardly hunt him * out of his den- 

Matheo. To. that train I have given fire already ; 
and the hook to draw him hither, is to see certain 
pieces of lawn, which 1 told him 1 have to sell, and 
indeed have such : fetch them down, Pacheo. 

Orltmdo. Yea, sir, I'm your water-spaniel, and will 

fetch any thing: but I'll fetch one dish of meat anon, 

■hall turn your stomach, and that's a constable. \a*idt. 

Eater BoTs, ushering Mutreis Horselbach. 

Omnei. How now ? how now? 

Carlo. What " gally-foist is this? 

Xndocico. Peace, two dishes of" stew'd pmnes, a 
bawd, and a pander. My worthy lieutenant Bots; 
why, now 1 see th'art a man of thy word, welcome ; 
welcome mistress Horseleach : pray gentlemen, salute 
this reverend matron. 



ingf"' luperimitjf, 

" Ttbaece Bays, " wbat do ye sCand at gaie 1 

" Tabacxo is a drink too. 

" Bar. Adrinkl 

" Tehacco, Wine, you, and I, come botb oat of a pipe." 

Tht Ctauttry Copbuat, by the Duke of Newcastle, 1 649, p. II : 
" I doe not thinke bat than wilt leave tby law. and eierdHi thy 
" taldng in compa^aing HOme treatJACfl againsC hn^ hayre aid 
" d-rinUnge that most uncliriatian weeiie yclept tobacco. 

Eaglaud aeeiiu to have been piorerbial foT the coaaumptioa of 
Tobacco. See Burton's Anat. MeL 600. Edit. 1688. O. G. 

Mi. Gitchriit addi the fallowing Qy. to this Note : " Did not 

dri-nUi^ Tobacco mean eitiactiiig the juice by chewing it!" The 

foUowing quotation, howeiei, is deciuve to the coDtca^. 

" Keger, Mistris, vil you dritik a fift if Idiacca ? 

" Wifi. O fie upon it Koger, perdy, theae filthie Tebacao 

fifa are the most idle Elarering bablea that I ever felt." 

Dekkar'a " Sboe-makers Holiday," 16U0. C. 
• Him, omitted in the Edit. 1 6S0. 

» giJlS-fmit} See Note B to ITk Panrn't Wedding. 

" ttevfdpnmti] See Notes of Mt. Steeven's aad Dr. FamcF to 
the First Fart of ^mrji IV. A. S. 8. 3. 
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Boriekach. Thanlu to all your wonhips. 

Lodwieo, I bade a drawer send ia wioe too : did 
none come along^ with thee, Grannam, but the lieu- 
tenanlt 

BoTteUach. None come along with me but Beta, if it 
like your worship. 

BoU. Who the pox should come along with yon but 
Bou? 

Enter two Fiutiun. 

Omnei. Oh bravu ! march fair. 

Lodooico. Are you come ? tbat'a well. 

Mathfo. " Here's ordinance able to sack a city. 

Lodooico, Come' repeat, read this inventory, 

1 yintner. Imprimit, a pottle of Greek wine, a pottle 
of *" Peter sa meene, a pottle of Charnico, and a pottle 
of Ziattica. 

Lodovlco. Y'arepaid? 

*■ Htn^i erdinanct atk ta lach a cily.] So Falstaff, on the same 
occaiioD in the Fint Fut of Henry IV. aayt, " tLere's Ibat will 
uek « city." 8. 

Tttr K titene~Chandco] TheM wtnet are meDtioDcd like- 
wiM in lie Fair Mad ef tiit Wat, 1615. Aiagoosa, or FtUrm 
me, ot dtantiai. S. 

Tbej appear to bave been Spasiih winei, bebg enumerated tn 
the fi^owing muincr in PhitecatlmaMta, 183S, p. 46. " t^om dH 
" Spaniard all kindi of Sacks, u MallikOi Chanaa, SJieny, Caqaiy, 
" IJeatica, Palerso. FroDtioiack, Pimir letmee. Vino ddibadana, 
" Vino dita Frontina, Vino bianco, Moscacell peraniiina callii, 
" Callangallo, patavomrT, &c.- 

Thi D'ucoixry of a Ijmdan Moruler, caUed tke Biaek Dug rfNacgsU, 
1613, Sign. A. 5: " I found English, Scottiih. Weidi, Jri^ 
" Dutch and French, in HTeial roomeB, (Ome diinking the neata 
" wine oi Oileance, •ome the (jasccmy, some the Buideaoi, thoe 
" wanted DCither Sherry sack, dot CWudcd, Maligo, nor Ptitr 
" Sanme, Amber colour'd Candy, nor liquiirish Ipocraa, blown 
" Bwtard, fat AJi^c. nor any quick spiriied liquor that mi^l 
" draw their wits into a circle to lee the Derili bj inunagina- 

Dr. Waibuiton aays, as diameca IB, in Spanish, the name of 
turpentine-trcc, h« imag;inei the growth of Chamico wae in aoina 
district abounding with ilial tree j or that'it had its name from a 
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2 Fmtner. Yes, dr, [Eteant Vintnera. 

Mathto. So shall some of ns be anon, I fear. 

BoU. Here's a hot day towards: but, zounds! this 
is the life out of which a suldier sucks sweetness : whea 
this artillery goes off roundly, some must drop to the 
ground: canuon, demy-caunon, saker, and basilisk. 

Lodovico. Give fire, lieutenant. 

BoU. So, so : must 1 venture first upon the breacht 
to you all, gallants: Bots sets upon you all. 

Om&it. Its hard Bots if we pepper not you, as well 
as you pepper us. 

Enttr Camdido. 

Lodoeico. My noble linen-draper ! some wine : wel- 
come, old lad. 

Matbeo. yare welcome, Si^ior. 

Candida. These lawns, sir? .^ 

Matheo. Presently, my man is gone for them : we | 
bare rigged a fleet, you see here, to sail about tha , 
world. 

Candida. A dang|rous voyage, sailing in such ships. 

Boti. There's no casting overbpard yet. 

Lodoeico. Because you are an old lady, I will have '^ 
you be acquainted with this grave citizen, pray- be- 
stow your lips upon him, and bid |^ Welcolrid'. • . - 

HorteUaeh. Any citizen shall be most welcome to 
me:— I have used to bijy ware at your shop. 

Candido. It may be so, good madam. 

Haneleach. Your prenticek-^now my dealings well: 
I trust your good wife be in good case: if it please 
you, bear her a token from my lips, by word of mouth. "- 

CandidO' I pray no more forsooth, 'tis very well, 
indeed I love no sweet meats : — she'as a breath stinks 
worse than fifty polecats. Sir, a word, is she a 
lady? 

Lodovico. ■ A woman of a good house, and an an- 
cient, she's a bawd. 

Candido. A bawd? Sir, III steal hence, and see 
your lawns some other tithe. 

Matheo. Steal out of such company? Pachecot my 
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man, ii bat ^ne for 'em: Ueatenaot Bote, driak 
to this worthy old fellow, and teach him to fly high. 

Omnci. Swa^er : and make him do't on his knees. 

CatuUdo, How, Bots ? now bless me, what do I with 
Bott? no wine in sooth, no wine, good master Bots. 

Bot$, Grey-beard, goats-pizde: 'tis a health, hare 
thia in your f^ts, or this, there: I will sing a bawdy 
BODg, Bir,.becaase your verjuice face is melancholy, to 
make liquor go down glib; will yon fhl) on your mar- 
wwhonet, and pledge this health, 'tis to my mistress, 
a whore ? 

Candido. Here's 'ratsbane upon ratsbane: master 
Bots, I- pray, air, pardon me : you are a soldier, press 
me not to this service, I am old, and shoot not in such 
pot-guns. 

Bott. C^, I'll teach you. 

Candida. To drink healths, is to drink sickness: 
gmtlemen, pray rescue me. 

Bott. Zounds! who dare 7 

Otnnet. We shall have stabbing then T 

Qatdido. I have reckonings to cast up, good mast« 
Bots. 

BoU. This will make you cast 'em up better. 

Lodoeico. Why does your hand shake so ? 
, CantMo. Tlie palsy, Signiors, danceth in my blood. 

Bots. Pipe with a pox, sir, then, or I'll make year 
blood dance — 

Candida. Hold, hold, good master Bots, I drink.* 

' He kneels and drinks. This custom of " knesling and diink- 
iag of bealthg," kinUJed the wrath of varioua puiitaiucul writen- 
SUiUwB, in hii " AsMomy of AlniseB," lella a nort of a man in 
AJmaine, vbo drinking a uealth to hia Creator od his knees^ wu 
fixed for evn like a slaLue, which horeea could not dravnorlin 
bnn. R. Junius in his Diunkaid's Character, 1638, speaks of 
" a Lincolnshire man, well known, that in hia caps drank a health 
to the dsTil, who had no aoonec drank it off, but he fell down dead." 
" Jo mend the matter (he >a;s elsewhere) lest satan shoold want 
bia due rererence, these wine-worshippers will be at it on their 
knees, especially if they drink a great man's health." P; 31S> 

Therefore in Nash's " Summer's Last Will and Teitamenl," 
Bacchns makes tlie Clown go down on his knees to pledge him;— 
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Omnu. To whom ? ^ 

Candido. To the old countess there. 

BoTseUach. To nje, old boy T thia is he that never 
drank wine : once ag^n to't. 

Candida. With much ado the poison is got down, 
Tho' I can scarce get up ; never before 
Drank I whore's health, nor will never more. \, 

Enter Orl^^ndo vitk lawnt. 

Sfatheo. Hast been at gatlowg 7 

Orlando. Yes, sir, for 1 make account to suffer to- 

Malbeo. Look, Signior : here's the commodity. 

Candido. Your price? 

Malheo. Thus, 

Candido. No: too dear; thus. 

Matheo. No: O fie, you must fly higher: yet take 
them home, trifles shall not make us quarrel, we'll, 
agree, you shall have them, and a pennywortli; I'll 
fetch money at your shop. 

Candido. Be it so, good Sifoior, send me going. 

Matheo. Going? a He^ bowl of wine for Stgnior 
Candido. 

Qrfando. He would be going, 

Candida. I'll raUiei stay, than go so: stop your 
bowl. 

Enter CoirHTAsrE and Billmeh. 

Lodmico. How now? 

Bott. " Is't Shrove-Tuesday, that these ghosts walk ? 

". Cionch on jooi knees, foole, vlien jon pledge Ood Bacchiu." 
and when he has done k>, Baicchoi doba him a Kaight vith the 
black jark. C- 

*> Irt Shrore-Tuctday, tAot tAcH^hiAualfE?] From thU MWage, 
I appiehend, it wtu fonnerly a ciutom for the peace-offlcen ta 
make aearch after women of Ul &me on that daj, and to confine 
them duiiiie the seaaon of Lenu So SmituoUty Ba;a,in JHumconRui, 
A. 5. Vol. IX. " But now welcome a c«rt, oi a Srmt Tnoiay't 
" tragedy." 

The pn^resa of the Conitablef on Shiore-l^neaday wai for the 
pnrpofe of checking the outiagw of the appnaticM. 9w IVrloi'a 
Jack-a-Lent, US. O.G. 
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Matiuo. What's jom basinesB, aii.t 
OMutoftfe. From the Duke : yoa are the man we look 
for, Sigoioc; I hare warrant here from the Duke, to 
. wpKnend you upon felony for robbmg two pedlan : I 
£barg« you i'th' Duke's name go quicldy. 

Matheo. Is the wind tum'tf ? well : this is that M 
wolf, my father-in-law : seek out your mistress, urrah. 

Orlaido. Yes, sir : as shafts by piecing are made 
stronf;, 
So shall thy life be straightened by this wrong. [Exit. 

Omut. In troth we are sorry. 

Matheo, Brave men must be croflt; pish, it's but for- 
tune's dice roving against me : come, sir, pray use me 
like a gentleman, let me not be carried through the 
streeU Tike a pageant. 

mautabU. If these gentlemen please, you shall go 
along with them. 

Omao. Be't so : come. 

OmttabU. What are you, sir ? 

BoU, I, sir? sometimes a figure, sometimes a cypher, 
as the state has occasion to cast up her accounts : I'm 
a soldier. 

Cofufuftle. Your name is Bots, is't not? 

Bott. Bots is my name ; Bots is known to this com- 
pany. 

CoiutabU. T know you are, sir: what's she? 

Bot$, A gentlewoman, my mother. 

CoKttabU. Take them both along. 

Boti. Me, sir* T 

BlUmen. And, air. 

Cotulable, If he swagger, raise the streeL 

Bott, Gentlemen, gentlemen, whither will you drag 
as? 

Lodovico. To the garden-house. Bots, are we even 
with you ? 

Contfabte, To Bridewell with them. 

Bott. YoD will answer this. {Exeunt. 

■ ThU "Me, mV huI die BilmcD'i echo of it in t^ old am 
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Constable. Better than a challenge; I have warrant 
for my work, sir. 

Jjodovico. We'll go before. ■ [Exeunt. 

CoMtabk, Pray ao, - 
Who, SignioT Gandido ? a citizen of your degree l 

Consorted thua, and TevelliDgin such a house? ^ 

Candido. Why sir? what house I pray? 

Comtable. Lewd, and defamed, 

Candido. Is't so ? thanks, sir : I'm gone. "^ 

Constable. What have you there ? 

Candido. Lawns which I bought, sir, of the gentle- , 
man that keeps the house. 

Cmutable. And 1 have warrant here, to search for ■- 
such stol'n ware : these lawns are stol'n. ^ 

Candido. Indeed 1 

Constable. So he's the thief, you the receiver : I'm 
sorry for this chance, I must commit you. ^ 

Candido. Me, sir, for what ? 

Constable. These goods are found upon yow, and yoa 
mustanswer't. 

Candido. Must I so? 

Constable. Most certain. 

Oindido. I'll send for bail. 

Constable. 1 dare not : yet because you are a citizen • 
of worth, you shall not be made a pointing stock, but „ 
without guard pass only with myself. .^ 

Candido. To Bridewell too 7 

Constable. No remedy. 

Candido. Yes, patience : being not mad, they had me 
once to Bedlam. Now I'm drawn to Bridewell, loving, 
no whores. 

ConttabU. You will buy lawn T [Exemt. 

Enter at one door Hipolito; at another, Lodotico, 

ASTOLFO, CaROLO, BeRALDO, FoMTlITELL. 

Lodocico. Yonder's, the lord Hipolito, by any means 
leave him and me together : now will I turn him to a 
madman. 

Omnes. Save you, my lord. [Exemt. 

. Lodovico. I have strange news to tell you. ' 
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BipoHto, What are they ? 

LtNJooico. Yoar mare's i'th' pound. 

HipolUo. How's this 7 

Lodovico. Your nightingale ia in a hme buiA. 

fifwiito. Ha! 

Lodovico. Your puritaoical Honest Whore** sits ia a 
blue gown. 

BipolUo, Blue gown 1 

LodwUo. She'll chalk out your way to her now; she 
beats chalk. 

SpoUlo. Where, who dares 7 

Lodwko. Do you know the brick house of castiga- 
tian, by the river side that runs by Milan : the school 
where tijey " pronounce no letter well but O ? 

HipoUto. I know it not. 

Lodooico. Any man that has bom office of constaUe, 
or any woman that has fal'n from a horse-load to a 
cart-load, or like an old hen that has had n(»is but 
rotten eggs in her nest, can direct you to ber: there 
you shall see your punk amongst her back-friends, 
there you may have her at your will, for there she beats 
chalk, or grinds in the mill **, with a whip deedle, 
deedle, deedle, deedle; ah, little monkey. 

Hipolito. What rogue durst serve that warrant, know- 
ing I loved her 7 

Lodovico. Some wor^ipful raacol, I lay my life. 

** — lin in a bine |w*n-] It spears from a passes io PrnMi 
awl Cuandra, tbat a bUt gvWH was tlie habit in which a stnunpet 
did pewmce. 3a too, in [ha Narthera Lm, 16J3 : " — all Ibe good 
"you intended me was a lockram coif, a biu^ gix^n, a wheel, &c." 
The ahttl, as well as the bltugmn, an mentioned in subseqamt 
•cenM of this Comedy. S. 

** pmnounct no ItUtr atU hit OH See Mr. Sieereas's Kote on 
•a^k Night, A..a.S.S. 

I'biati^allitm-grBidtiiithtmStJ To beatxibalk, fiiod in miUi, 
raue sand and grarel, and inake lime, wece among the employ- 
ments, asugned for Tagranta who- weie. committed to Biidewfll. 
See Ordini^iitttitiibtatcuUdmtlu Cittii ^ London, fir tatag 
rmumdidUjummilomrlit, and/or rilt^eiiftlupaon. Printedl^ 
Hugh ^ngletoo. 
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B^Uto. Ill beat the lodgiags down about their ears 
That are her ke^teis. 

Lodoeico. So you may bring an old house over her 
head. 

Hipolito. I'll to her-^ — 
I'll to her, stood arm'd fiends to guard the doors. [Exit, 

Lodovico. Oh me', what monslers are meq made by 
whores I 
If this false fire do kindle him, there's one faggot 
More to the bonfire; now to my Bride well-birda. >-. 

What song will they sing? \Exit. 

Enter Dpxp, Caeolo. Astoljo, Beraldo, Fonti- 

MELL, thTteorfourMiuttrsofBrideteell; Isfelice. 

Duke. *'' Your Bridewell? that the name? for 
beauty, streogth, 
Capacity and form of ancient building, 
(Besides the river's neighbourhood) few houses 
Wherein we keep our Court can better it. ' 

1 Master. Hither from foreign Courts have princes ^ 

And with our Duke did acts of state commence, ^ 

Here tbat great Cardinal had first audience, ^ 

" Yoar BriJeweUt &c.] We httTe- hera a coriooB HpedineB of 
the licence whkli aocieiit writers aaed to allow tkeauelrei of in- 
tzodnciag facts and circumsiaDces peculiar to one country into 
another. Every thing here said of Bridewell is appUciOite to the 
kmue of Coirecticm which goes by that name in London. ChaoD;- 
ing the namea of the Dnke and hii bod to those of Henry tae 
Eighth and Edwaid the Sixth, ^1 Che erenta mentianed will be 
found to hare happened in the English Bridewell. The uCuation 
of the place is also the aune. In the time of Henry the Eighth, 
princes were lodged there ; part of it being built in the year I5CS, 
for the reception of Cbarlei the Fifth, wlMae noblea resided in it. 
In ISIS, Cariiinal CampeiBa had bis first andience there ; and 
after Henry's deatli Edward the Siith, in the seventh year of his 
reign, 15S*, gave to the Citiiens of London this bis palace for the 
poipoaes aboTemen tinned. To complete tbe parallel, it was en- 
dowed with land, late belonging to the Savoy, to tbesmooat of 
TOO marks a year, with ail tha bedding and furniture of that koapi- 
tal. See Stowe's Sunxy, Strype's edit. 17gl, voL I. ^. S64, 
There is also the like anachronism in the First I^ of this Plaj 



guiihed by that name. 
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The grave Campayne : that Duke dead, his son 
L That famous PriDce gave Tree possession 
Of thb his palace, to the citizeos. 
To be the poor maD's ware-house ; and endoved it 
With lauds to th' vulue of seven hnndred marks. 
With all the bedding and the furniture, once proper 
As the lands then were to an hospital 
Belonging to a duke of Savoy. Thus 
Fortune can toss the world ; a Prince's Court 
Is thus a F'^'^'i ''<'"• 

Duie. nOa fortune's sport : 
These changes comraon are: the wheel of fate 
Tunu kingdoms up, till they fall desolate. 
But how are these seven hundred marks by th' year 
Imploy'd in this your work-house? 

i Maiter. War and peace 
Feed both upon those faoda : when the iron doors 
L Of wars buret open, from this house are sent 
^ Hen furnish'd in all martial complement. 
'. The moon hath through her bow scarce drawn to tti 
head, 
r^ (Like to twelve silver arrows) all the months. 
Since 1600 soldiers went aboard : 
Here providence and charity play such parts, 
*- The house is like a very school of arts ; 
- For when our soldiers (like ships driven from sea. 
With ribs all broken, and with tatter'd sides). 
Cast anchor here again, their ragged backs 
_ How often do we cover ? that (like men) 
' They may be sent to their own homes again. 
All here are but one swarm of bees, and strive 
To brii^ with wearied thighs honey to the hive. 
The sturdy beggar, and the lazy lown, 
Oets here hard hands, or lac'd correction. 
'^Thfl vagabond grows stay'd, and learns t'obey, 
The drone is beaten well, and sent away ; 
'As other prisons are (some for the thief, 
Some, by which undone credit gets relief 
From bridled debtors ; others for the poor), 
So titia ia for the bawd, the rogae, and whore. 
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Carolo. An excellent team of horse. 
1 Master. Nor is it seen. 
That the whip draws blood here, to cool the spleen 
Of any rugged bencher : nor does offence 
Feel smart on spiteful, or rash evidence;* 
But pregnant testimony forth must stand, 
£ie justice leave them in the beadle's hand ; >- 

Ab iron, on the anvil are they laid. 
Not to take blows alone, but to be made i^ 

And fashioned to some charitable use. i 

Duke, Thus wholsom'st laws spring from the wont 
abuse. 

Enter Oblando before Bellafeomt. 
BeUt^ront. Let mercy touch yoor heart-strings, 
gracious lord, 
That it may sound like musick in the ear 
Of a man desperate, being i'th' hands of taw. 
Duke. His name ? 
BeHafront. Matheo. 

Duke. For a robbery? where i Exeunt BeUafroHl and 
is she ? > one of the Masters of 

BeUafroHt, In this house. ) Bridewell. 
Duke, Fetch you him hither— 
Is this the party? 

Orlando. This is the hen, my lord, that the cock 
(with the lordly comb) your son-in-law would crow 
orer, and tread. 

Duke. Are your two servants ready ? 

Orlando^ My two pedlars are pack'd tc^ether, my 

good lord, 
Duke. Tlswell: this day in judgment shall be spent. 
Vice (Uke a wound launc'd) mends by punishment. 

Infelice. Let me be gone, my lord, or stand unseen ; 
'Tis rare when a judge strikes, and that none die, 
And 'tis unfit then women should be by. 

1 Matter. We'll place you, lady, in some private room. 

* Hitherto it hai nm: 

" Nor does offence 
" Feel auait or siuteral or raah evidence '," 

frhich is cleail; moog. C 
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In/e&ce. Pray do k>. [Exit. 

Orlando. Thus nice dames swear, it is unfit th^r 
eyes 
Should view mea carr'd up for anatomies. 
Yet they'll see all, bo they may stand unseen, 
Haoy women sure will sin behind a skreen. 

EltttT Lo DOT ICO. 

Lodovko. Your son, the lord HipoUto, is entered. 

Dtike. Tell him we wish his presence. A word, 
Sforsa: 
On what wings flew he hither t 

LodovKo. These — I told him his lark whom he loved 
was a Bridewell>bird, he's mad that this cage should 
hold her, and is come to let her out. 

i>iiilce. Tis excellent : away, go call him hither. 

\Eiit Lodocieo. 
Enter oneoftha Goetmon of ike House, Bbllafrokt 

after him with Matheo, after him the Constable. 

Enter at another door Lodovico and Hifolito: 

Orlakdo itepiJoTlh, and bringt tn (wo PxDLAas. 

Duke. You are to us a stranger, worthy lord, 
'Tis strange to see you here. 

Hipoi^o, it is most fit, 
That where the sun goes, Attomyes follow it 

Duke. Attomyes neither shape nor honour bear : 
Be YOU yourself, a sun beam to shine clear. 
Is this the gentleman ? stand forth and hear your ac- 

S^alheo. I'll hear none : I fiy high in that; rather 
than kites shall seize upon me, and pick out mine eyes 
to my face, I'll strike my talons through mine own 
heart first, and spit my blood in theirs : 1 am here for 
shrinng tbose two fools of their sinfnl pack : when 
those jack-daws have caw'd over me, then must I cry 
guilty, or not guilty; the law has work enough already, 
and therefore 111 put no work of mine into bis hai>ds, 
the hangman shall ha't first, I did pluck those ganden, 
did rob them. 

Ihike. Tis well done to confess. 

Matheo. Confess and be hanged, and then I fiy hi^, 
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ie't not so? that for that; a gallows is the vorst rub 
tiiat a good bowler can meet with : I stumbled against 
Buch a post, else this night I had played the part of a 
true son in these days, undone my fatber-in-law, with ^;' 
him would I have run at l-ap-l'rog, and come over his >- 
gold, though I had broke his neck for't : but the poor \ 
salmon-trout is now in the net. ■>- 

HipolUo. And now the law must teach you to fly 
high. 

Matheo. Right, my lord, and then may you fly low; 
no more words ; a mouse, mum, you are »topp'd. 

Bellaftont. Be good to my poor husband, dear my 
lords. 

Matheo. Ass, why should tliou pray them to be good ' 
tome, when no man heru is good to one another? 

Duke. Did any hand work in this theft but yours? 

Matheo, O, yes, my lord, yes: — the hangman has 
never one son at a birth, his children always come by 
couples: though I cannot give the old dog, my father, 
a bone to gnaw, the daughter shall be sure of a choak- . 
pear. — Yes, my lord, there was one more that fiddledv 
my fine pedlars, and that was my wife. ^ 

Bellafront. Alas, I ? 

Orlando. O everlasting, supernatural superlative 
villain I 

Otnna. Your wife, Matheo ? 

BipoiUo. Sure it cannot be. 

Matheo. Oh, sir. you love no quarters of mutton 
that hang up, you love none but whole mutton ; she 
set the robbery, I performed it; she spur'd me on, I'' 
gallop'd away. 

Or^ndo. My lords—— 

Bellafront. My lords, (fdlow give me speech) if my 
poor life 
May ransom thine, I yield it to the law. 
Thou hurtst thy soul yet wipest off no offence 
By casting blots upon my innocence : 
Let not these spare me, but tell truth; no, see 
Who slips his neck, out of the misery, 
Tho' not out of the mischief : let thy servant, l-- 
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Hist shored iQ this base act, accuse me here, 
Why should m; husband perish, he go clear? 

Orlando. A good child, hang thine own father. 

Ihtkt. Old fellow, nas thy hand in too ? 

Orlando. My hand was in the pye, my lord, I con- 
fesa it : my mistress, I see, will bring me to the ^- 
lowfl, aad so leave me ; but I'll not leave her so : I had 
rather bang in a woman's company, than in a man's; 
because if we should go to hell together, I should 
scarce be let in, for all the devils are afraid to have any 
women come amongst them ; as I am true thief, she 
neither consented to this felony, nor knew of it. 

Duke. What fury prompts thee on to kill thy wife ? 

Matheo. It's my humour, sir, 'tis a foolish bag-pipe 
that I make myself merry with: why should I eat 
hemp-seed at the hangman's thirteen-pence half-penny 
ordinary, and have this whore laugh at me as I swing, 
as I totter ? 

Duke. Is she a whore ? . 

Matkeo. A sii-penny mntton pasty for any tocutnp. 

Orlando. Ah, toad, toad, toad! 

Matheo. ** A barber's cittern for eveir servingman to 
play upon : that lord, your sou, knows it. 

Hfwiito. I, sir, am I her bawd then ? 

Matheo. No, ur, but she's your whore then. 

Orlando. Yea spider, dost catch at great flies? 

BipoUto. My whore ? 

Matheo. I cannot talk, 'sir, and tell of your rems, 
and your rees, and your whirligigs, and devices: but, 
my lord, I found them like sparrows in one nest, billing 
together, and bulling of me : 1 took them in bed, was 
ready to kill him, was up to stab her— 

HipoUta, Close thy rank jaws: pardon me, I am 
vexed, 
Thou art a villain, a malicious devil, ■ 
Deep as the place where thou art lost, thou lyest ; 
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Since I am thus hi got iato this stonn, 

111 through, and thou shalt see I'll tUrou^b untouch'd, 

When thou ebalt perish in it. 

Enter Ihfelice. 

InfeUce. Tis my cue 
To enter now : room, let my prize be play'd, 
I have lurk'd in clouds, yet heard what all have said. 
What jury more can prove, she has wrong'd my bed, 
Than her own husband, ahe must be punished ; 
1 challenge law, my lord, letters, and gold, and jewels, ^ 
From my lord that woman took. 

fitpoZifo. Against that black-mouthed devil, against 
letters, and gold. 
And against a jealous wife I do uphold, 
Thus far her reputation, I could sooner 
Shake the Appenine, and crumble rocks to dust, 
Than (though Jove's shower rained down) tempt her to 
lust. 

BeOafront. What shall L say ? <- 

Orlando. [He ditcovers kimtelf-l Say thou art not a 
whore, and ihaL's more than fifteen women amongst five ' 
hundred dare swear without lying : this shalt thou say, 
no let me say't for thee; thy husband's a knave, this 
lord's an honest man : thou art no punk, this lady's a 
right lady. Pacheco is a thief as his master is, but ' 
old Orlando is as true a man as thy father is : I have < 
seen you fly high, sir, and I have seen you fly low, sir; 
and to keep you from the gallows, sir, a blue coat have 
1 worn, and a thief did I turn : mine own men are the 
pedlars, my twenty pound did fly high, sir, your wife's 
gown did fly low, 'sir: whither fly you now, sir? you 
nave scap'd the gallows, to the devil you fly next, sir. 
Am I right, my liege ? 

Duke. Your father has the true physician played. 

Maiheo. And 1 am now his patienL 

HipolUo. And be so still, 
"Tis a good sign when our cheeks blush at ill. 

Constable, The linen-draper (Signior Gandido) 
He whom the city terms the patient man. 
Is likewise here for buying of those lawns 
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The pedlara lo«L 

JnJeBee. Mm, good Candido. [Exit QtiutaUe. 

Duke. Fetch him : and when these papieDtB up are 
cart, 
We^ out your light gold, but let's have them last. 
Enter Candido and Covstablb. 
Duke. In Bridewell, Candido? 
Can-do. Yes, my good lord. 
Duke. What make you here? 
Candido, My lord, what make you here? 
Duke. I'm here to save right, and to drive wrong 

hence. 
Candido. And I to bear wrong here with patience. 
L Duke. You have bought stolen goods. 

. Condiifo. So they do say, my lord, 
^' Yet bought I them upon a gentleman's word, 
And I imagine now, as 1 thought then, 
Hat there be thieves, but no thieves gentlemen. 
BipoUto. Your credit's crack'd being here. 
Candido. No more than gold 
Being crack'd, which does his estimation hold. 
I was in Bedlam once, but war I mad? 
They made me pledge whores' healths, but am I bad, 
Because I'm with bad people ? 

Duke. Well, stand by 
If you take wrong, we'll cure the injnry. 
Enter Cijhstable, after them Bots, afier Aim Ado 
Beadleb, one viilh hemp, the other with a beetle**. 
Duke. Stay, stay, what's he? a prisoner? 
CoTutable. Yes, my lord. 
H^tito. He seems a soldier ? 
Boti. I am what I ^em, sir, one of fortune's has- 
tarda, a aoldier, and a gentleman, and am brought in 
here with master Constable's band of Billmen, because 
they face me down that I live (like those that keep 
bowling-alleys) by the nns of the people, in being *" a 
squire of the body. 

a btellt) A mallet. - MaUau tigtitui. Banet'a Alvtarie. 

' — '— '-' ■ ' ■■ • .... I ^ ^ jjj^ gjg^ 

p. 860. edit 1778.) 
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B^lito. Oh, an apple-squire.* 

Bots. Yes, sir, that degree of scurry sj^uires, and 
that I am maititained by the best part that is common- 

in a woman, by the wont players of those parts, but 

ua kaown to all this com^ny. 

Lodovico. My lord, 'tis true, we alt know him, 'tis 
lieutenant Bots. 

Duke. Bots, and where have you served, Bots ? 

Bolt. In most of your hottest services in the Low- 
countries ; at the Groyne i was wounded in this thigh, 
and halted upon't, but 'tis now sound. In Cleveland 
1 mist but little, having the bridge of my nose ;broken 
down with two great .itones, as ! was scaling a fort : 
I have been tried, sir, too, in Gelderland, and scap'd 
hardly there from being blown up at a breach : I was 
fired, and lay i'th' sui^eon's hands for't till the fall of 
the leaf following. 

Hipolito. All this may be, and yet you no soldier. 

BoU. No soldier, sir? I hope these are services that 
your proudest commanders do venture upon, and never 



Duke, Well, sir, because you say you are a soldier, 
I'll use you like a gentleman : make room there, 
Plant him amongst you, we shall have anon 
Strange hawks fly here before us : if none light on you. 
You shall .with freedom take your flight: 
But if you prove a bird of baser wing. 
We'll use you like such birds, here you shall sing, 

Bots. I wish to be tried at no other weapon. 



Again, in The fTiUv/air me, bf Shirley, 163S : for a jiroeureu: 
Here comet tlie iquire of bet misuesa bodj. 

* An iq^pUtptirt and & pander aie oynonimoiu in out old writen. 
Thue, in the Bavd'a song ia Rowley and MiddleWn'fl Faire 

Then heeie thou shalt resigiie 

Both Captaine and Commander ; 
Tbat name was nerei tbine 

But Apple-iqairt and ponder. 
See also note 4 to i*« City Night Cap. C. 
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Duke. WM[> U be fumuh'd with dioie implements? 

1 Matter. The pandar is more dangerous to a state, 
Thau is the common thief, and tho' our laws 
Ue heavier on the thief, yet that the pandar 
May Itnow the hang:maii'B ruff should fit him too. 
Therefore he's set to beat hemp. 

Duke. This does saTour 
Of justice, basest slaves to basest labont. 
Now pray, set open hell, and let us see 
'_The she-devils that are here. 

In/tlice. Methinks this place 
Should make even Lais honest. 

1 Matter. Some it turns good, 
But (as some men whose hands are once in blood, 
Do in a pride spill more) so some going h^nce. 
Are by being here lost in more impudence : 
Let it not to them when they come appear, 
That any one does as their judge sit here : 
Bat that as gentlemen you come to see. 
And then perhaps their tongues wdl walk more free. 

Duke. Let them be marshal'd in ; be covered all. 
Fellows, now to make the scene more comical. 

Caro^. Will not you be smelt out, Bots? 

Bots. No, your bravest whores have the worst noses. 
Enter two of the Masteks, a Cokgtable after then, 

then DoKOTHEA TAnoET, brave; after her Ado 

Beadles, the one teith awheel", the other toUh a 

blue goten. 

Lodovico. Are not you a bride, forsooth? 

Dwotlua. Say ye? 

Carolo, He would know if these be not your Bride- 

DoTothea. Vuh, yes, sir: and look ye, do yon see the 
bridelaces that I give at my wedding will serve to tie 
rosemary to both your co^ns when you come trom 
hangii^ — Scab 1 

Orlando. Fie, Punk, fie, fie, fie. 

"awheel) See Note 44. p. 43£. 
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Dorothea. Out yon stale stinking head of garlick, 
foh, at my heels. 

Orlando. My head's cloven. 

HipoUto. O, let the gendewoman alone, she's going 
■ to shrift. 

Ailolfo. Nay, to do penaoce. 

Carolo. Ay, ay, go. Punk, go to the cross and be 
whipt. 

Dorothea. Marry mew, marry muff, many hang you 
goodman dc^: vhipt? do ye take me for a base spittle 
whore? in troth, gentlemen, yon wear the cloaths of 
gentlemen, but you carry uot the miads of gentlemen, 
to abuse a geatlewonan, of ray fashion. 

Lodovico. Fashion I pox a your fashions, art not a 
whore? 

Dorothea. Goodman slave. 

Duke. O lie, abuse her not, let us two talk ; 
What mought I call your name, pray t 

Dorothea. I'm not ashamed of my name, sir, my 
name is Mistress Doll Target, a western gentlewoman. 

Lodovico. Her target against any pike in Milan. 

Duke. Why is this wheel bom after her? 

1 Matter. She must spin. 

Dorothea. A coarse thread it shall be, as all threads 
are. 

Attolfo. Ifyouspin, then you'll earn money here too? 

Dorothea. I had rather get half a crown abroad, 
then ten crowns here. 

Orlatido. Abroad ? I think so. 

Infelke. Doest thou not weep now thou art here? 

Dorothea Say ye? weep? yes forsooth, as you did 
-when you lost your maidenhead : do you not bear how 
I weep? [Sing$. 

Lodovico. Farewel, Doll. 

Dorothea. Farewei, dog. [Exit, 

Duke. Past shame: past penitence, why is that blue 
gown? 

1 Master. Being stript out of her wanton loose attire, 
That garment she puts on, base to the eye. 
Only to cloath her in humility. 

l,.;l,GtH>«^lc 
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Duke. Are all the reat like thisl 

1 Mailer. No, my ^ood lord. 
You sec, this drab swelU with a wanton rein. 
The next that enters bat a different ittain. 

Duke. Variety Ib good, let's see the rett. 

[Exit Matter. 

Bott. Your ^ce seea I'm sound yet, and do bullets 
hit me. 

Duke. Come off so, and 'tis well. 

OaiMt, Here's the second mess. 
Enter the two Masteks. after them the Constable, 

after him Penelope WHOaiHonnD, liJteaCUuen't 

tn/e.- a/ler h«r two Beadles, one vUh a blue gown, 

OMother with dtalk and a mallet. 

Patelope. I have worn many a costly gown, but I 
was never thus guarded with blue coats, and beadlest 
and constables, and 

Carolo. Alas, fair mistress, spcul not thus your eyes. 

Penelope Oh, sweet sir, I fear the spoiling of other 

E laces about roe tliat are dearer than my eyes ; if you 
e gentlemeu, if you be men, or ever came of a woman, 
pity my case, stand to me, stick to roe, good sir, you 
are an old man. 

Orlando. Hanr not on me, I pr'ythee, old trees bear 
no such mi it. 



Penelope. No; God* is my judge, air, I am. in for 



God'i name is void of honout iu our keaiing 

And er'a ■wara out with ow btupbemoo*. swearii^. 

Between the iafaDt and the aged both 

The fint Bod lut they utter is an oath. 

Ob hellish maimen of our piophane age, 

Jehoiah'i fear is scofiTd upon ikt Slrngt: 

The nimick jestst nanita ic eieij d»-^ 

UdIcu God be blaiphm'd it i> n? plas- 

ChiostolprM, Ii98. 

This Tice, as la well known, was not manj years afteiwaidi Te- 

faimed in a great degree as &u at the theatre was conceined. See 

theStatuleS, James I.ch. lii, C- ■ ■ , i' 
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no debts ; I paid my tay)or for thin ^wn , the Isst five 
shilling;s a week that was behind, yesterday. 

Duke. What is your name, I pray? 

Penelope. Penelope Whorehound, I come of the 
Whorehounds. 
How does lieutenaot Bots? 

Omnet, A ha, Bots. 

Bott. A very honest woman, as I'm a soldier, a pox 
Bots ye. 

Penelope. I was never in this pickle before ; and yet, 
if I go amoi^ citizen's wives, they jeer at me ; if I go 
among the " loose-bodied gowns, ihey cry a pox on me, 
because I go civilly atdred, and swear their trade was 
a good trade, till such as I am took it out of their 
bauds : good lieutenant Bots, speak to these captains 
to bail me. 

1 Master. Begging for bail still? you are a trim 
gossip, go g^ve her the blue gown, ^set her to her 
chare, work huswife, for your bread, away. 

Penelope. Out you dog, a pox on you all, women are 
born to curse thee, but I shall live to see twenty such 
0at-caps shaking dice for a pennyworth of pippins: 
out, you blue'eyed rogue. [Exit. 

Omnei. Ha, ha, ha, 

Duke. Even now she wept, and prayed, now does 
she curse ? 



" WbBt wcncli U'l tnsh Itou boditd Margerj, 
" Good husband now, that neie was good io'i uio, 
" The better husband, ur; ths warm wife." 
" — ttth»r to her chmt,] i. e. her talk-work. So, tn ShakipeSFe'i 
Antony ami CUcpitra : 

— commaiided 
By (uch poot ptMioiia aa the maid that milks. 
And does the mmneM cAotei. B. . 
One looke the shape ot an old laAy'n coOke oara 
And dispalch'd two thant on « Snikdity Momiag.'' 

Middletoit' s Oamt of Chfvt. H. 3. 0. Q- 
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t Matter. Seeing me; if bUII she had ataii, this bad 
been worse. 

Hgtolito. Was she ever here before ? 

1 Mailer. Five times at least. 
And thus if men come to her, have her eyes 
Wrung, and wept out her bail. 

Omnet. Bots, you know her? 

Bou. Is there any gentleman here, that Icnows not a 
whore, and is he a hair the worse for that ? 

Duke. Is she a city-dame, she's so attired ? 

1 Mailer. No, my good lord, that's only but the veil 
To her loose body, I have seen her here 
V In gayer masking suits : as several sauces 
1 Give one dish several tastes, so change of habits 
In whores is a bewitching art. to-dsy she's all in 
Colours to besot gallants, then in modest black. 
To catch the citizen, and this from their examinations 
Drawn. Now shall you see a monster both in shape 
And nature quite from these, that sheds no tear. 
Nor yet is nice, 'tis a plain ramping bear, 
Many such whales are cast upon this shore. 

Omne». Let's see her. 

1 Master. Then behold a swaggering whore. [Exit. 

Orlando, Keep your ground, Bots. 

BoU, I do but traverse to spy advantage how to arm 



Enter two MastT-Ks Jirtl, after them the Constable, 
after them a ^ Bs.adi.'e, beating a baion.ihenCAiHt.- 
B.IHA BouNTiNA LL, initk Mistress Hoksele^ch, 
after them another Bgadle tcitk a blue headguarded 
toilh yetlom. 

Catherina. Sirrah, when 1 cry hold your hands, hold, 
you Togue-catoher, hold : Bawd, are the French chil- 
blains in your heels, that you can come no faster ? are 

** a btadU btating a basin] lu Bbi Jonaon'a Nea Inn, A. 4. S. S. 
Latiiimr gajB, " And let lier fiMtmBB bat the bami afoie bfr." On 
which Mi. Wlialle; obwrT«, thst it aJludea " to the custom of old, 
" ^len bairdi ana othei infunoiu penons were carted. -A'mob of 
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not you bawd a whore'a aacient =^, and must not I 
follow my colours^ 

Honeleach. O, mistress Catherine, you do me wrong 
to accuse me here as you do, before the right worship- 
ful : I am known for a motherly honest woman, and no 

Catherina. Marry foh, honest! burnt at fourteen, 
seven times whipt, six times carted, nine times duck'd, 
search 'd by some hundred and fifty constables, and yet 
you are honest ! Honest mistress Horseleach ! is this 
world a world to keep bawds and whores honest? How 
many times hast thou given gentlemen a quart of wine 
in a gallon pot? how many twelve-penny fees, nay, two 
shilling fees, nay, when any embassadors have been 
here, how many half-crown fees hast thou taken ? how 
many carriers has thou bribed for country wenches? 
how often have I rinced your lungs in ^ a^ua vilte ? and 
yet you are honest I 

Duke. And what were you the whilst? 

Catherina. Marry hang you, master slave, who made 

people used lo pritcede tLem beating bunns, and other utensils of 
the same kind, to make the uoise aod tumult the bi^er. Thiu 
Stove describes the puniBbment of a piieat who wai taken ia 
criminal coaTersatioii with another man's wife : " Tbe first daj 
he Tode in a cany ; the second on a. horse, his face to (he hone- 
tail; the third, led belwiiC twitine, and eiery day Tung uiilA tusitna." 
This eiplains a paas^e in The SUeat Woman, where Morose, 
amongstother eiecraljons on the barber Cut-beard, says, " Let 
there be no bawd caned that year to employ a basou of his." 
A. 3. S. 5. 

On this point a lery apposite quotation may be made from Rowley 
and Middlelon'a Faire Quarrel, Sig. I 3. 

Chaugh. For thee, old Sindicns, may I see thee ride in a caiock 
with two wheeles and diawne by one horse. 

Trimtnim. Ten beadles nmning by instead of footmen. 
Chaugh, With every one a whip 'steed of an Irish dart. 
THmlrsm. Fortie barber'i tuuni unindiiig befoie Instead of trum- 
pets. C. 
" ancient] An enugn. 

This point will be batter understood from the following : 
Fltirt. What, Signior ! in love with my Ladie's onciml. 
Sfarke. Why her ancient 1 

Flan. Because she carries her colours for her, but 'tis in atoie, 
<• lupMi DiW] Formerly the general name tor spirits. 
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Lodotko. Well saidf belike this devil ipaies no man. 

Catherina, What art thou, pr'Ttheel 

BoU. Nay, what art thou, pr'^thee? 

Cathnina. A whore; art thou a thief? 

BoU. A thief, no; 1 defy. the calling, I am a soldier, 
have bonie artna in the field, been ia many a hot skir- 
misb, yet come off sound 

Catheruia. Sound with a pox to ye, ye abominable 
lo^el you a soldier! you in skirmishes 1 where? 
amongst pottle-pota in a bawdy-house? Lock, look 
here, you madam Wonneaten, do not you know him ? 

Boneleach. Lieutenant Bots, wheie have ye been this 
many a day ? 

BoU. Old bawd, do not discredit me, seem not to 
know me. 

Honekach. Not to know ye, master Bota? as long as 
I have breath, I cannot forget thy sweet face. 

Duie. Why, do you know him? he says he is a 
soldier. 

CotAeruia. He a soldier? a pander, a dog that will 
lick up six-pence : do ye hear, you master Swines- 
snout, bow long is't since you held the door for me, and 
cried to't again, nobody comes, ye rogue you? 

Omnei. Ha, ha, ha, y'are smelt out again, Bots. 

BoU. Pox ruin her nose for't ; and I be not revenged 
for this — um ye bitch. 

Lodovieo. D'ye bear ye, madam? why does your 
ladyship swagger thus? y'are very brave, me thinks, 

CatheritM. Not at your cost, master Cods-head; 
Is any man here blear-eyed to see me brave ? 

Aslolfo. Yea, I am. 
Because good cloatbs upon a whore's back 
Is like fair painting upon a rotten wall. 

Catherina. Marry muff, master Whoremaster, you 
come upon me with sentences. 

Beraldo. By this light h'as small sense for't. 

Lodovieo. O fie, fie, do not vex her, and yet me 
thinks a creature of more scurvy conditions should not 
know what a good petticoat were. 

Catherina, Marry come ont, y'are so busy about my 
petticoat, youll creep up to my placket, and ye co'd 
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but attain the honour : bat and the outaidei offend 
your rc^eships, look o'the lining, 'tis silk. 

Duke. Is't silk 'tia lined with dien ? 

Catkerina. Sillc ? aye silk, master Slave, you would 
be glad to wipe your nose with the skirt on't : this 
'tis to come among a company of cods-heads that know 
not how to use a gentlewoman. 

Dulee. Tell her the Duke Is here. 

1 Master. Be modest, Kate, the Duke is here. 

Catkerina. If the devil were here, I care not: set 
forward, ye rogues, and give attendance according to 
your places : let bawds and whores be lad, for 111 
sing and the devil were a dying. [Estunl. 

Duke. Why before her does the bason ring ? 

1 Matter. It is an emblem of their revelling. 
The whips we use let forth their wanton blood. 
Making them calm, and more to calm their pride. 
Instead of coaches they in carts do ride. 
Will your grace see more of this bad ware ? -^ 

Duke. No, shut up shop, we'll now break up the fair. 
Yet ere we part— you, air, that take upon ye v 

The name of soldier, that true name of worth, 
Which action, not vain boasting, best sets forth. 
To let you know how far a soldier's name 
Stands from your title, and to let you see, 
Soldiers must not be wrong'd where princes be, 
"niis be your sentence. 

Ontnet. Defend yourself, Bots. 

Duke. First, all the private sufferance that thehouso . 
Inflicts upon offenders, you, as the basest. 
Shall undergo it double, after which 
You shall be whipt, sir, round about the city. 
Then baaish'd from the land. 

Boti. Beseech your grace. 

Duke. Away with him, see it done : panders and 
whores 
Are city-plagues, which being kept alive, . 
Nothing that looks like goodness ere can thrive. 
Now, good Orlando, what say you to your bad son-in- 
law? 

l,.;l,GtH>«^lc 
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Oriamdo. Marry this, my lord, he is my son-ia-laff, 



and in law will I be bin father ; for if law can 



pepper 



, he sball be so par-boiled, that he shall stink no 
more i'tli' nose uf the commoo wealth. 

Bellafrtmt. Be yet more kind and mercifiil, good 

rather. 
Orlando. Doat iboa beg foi him, thou preckxu 
man's meat, thou ' has he not beaten thee, kickt tbee, 
trod on thee, and dost thou fawa on him like his 
spaniel ? has he not pawn'd the« to thy petticoat^ sold 
tnee to thy smock, made ye leap at a crust, yet 
would'st have roe save him ? 

BelUtfront. Ob yen, good sir, woman shall learn of 
me, 
To love their husbands in greatest misery ; 

- Then shew him pity, or you wreck myself, 

Orlando. Have ye eaten pigeons that /are so kind- 
hearted to your mate ? Nay, y'are a couple of wild 
bean, I'll have ye both baited at one stake : but as for 
this knave, the gallows is thy due, and the gallows 
thou shalt have ; I'll have justice of the Duke, the law 
shall have thy life : what, dost thou hold him ? let go 
his band: if thou dost not forsake him, a father's ever- 
lasting blessing fall upon both your beads: away, go, 
' kiss out of my sight, play thou the whore no more, 
. nor thou the thief again, my house shall be thine, my 
meat shall be thine, and so shall my wine, but my 
money sball be mine, and yet when i die, so thou dost 
not fly high, take ail : yet, good Matheo, mend. 
Thus for joy weeps Orlando, and doth end. 

I>ii&e. Then hear, Matheo : all your woes are stayed 
By your good father-in-law : all your ills 
Are clear purg'd from you by his working [hIIs. 
Come, Signior Candido, these green young wits, 

- We see by circumstance, this plot have laid, 
StiU to provoke thy patience, which they find 

'■ A wall of brass ; no armour's like the mmd : 

' Thou bast taught the city patience, now our court 

' Shall be thy sphere, where from thy good report. 

Rumours this truth unto the world shall sing, 
. A patient man's a pattern for a king. [EieuHti 
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